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PREFACE. 


From  the  termination  of  the  campaigns  of  Maryborough, — 
at  which  time  the  British  army  won  for  itself  a  reputation 
rivalled  by  that  of  no  other  in  Europe, — to  the  year  when  the 
despatch  of  a  small  army  under  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  marked 
the  beginning  of  another  series  of  British  victories  as  brilliant 
and  as  unbroken  as  those  of  that  great  commander,  the  opinion 
had  gained  ground  in  Europe  that  the  British  had  lost  their 
military  virtues,  and  that  although  undoubtedly  powerful  at 
sea,  they  could  have  henceforth  but  little  influence  in  European 
affairs.  It  is  singular  that  the  revival  of  Britain's  activity 
began  under  a  Government  which  was  one  of  the  most  inca 
pable  that  ever  controlled  the  affairs  of  the  country.  Had 
their  deliberate  purpose  been  to  render  nugatory  the  expedition 
which, — after  innumerable  vacillations  and  changes  of  purpose, 
— they  despatched  to  Portugal,  they  could  hardly  have  acted 
otherwise  than  they  did. 

Their  agents  in  the  Peninsula  were  men  singularly  unfitted 
for  the  position.  Then  the  Government  divided  the  commands 
among  their  generals  and  admirals,  sending  to  each  absolutely 
contradictory  orders,  and  when  at  last  they  brought  themselves 
to  appoint  one  to  the  supreme  command,  they  changed  that 
commander  six  times  in  the  course  of  a  year.  While  lavishing 
enormous  sums  of  money,  arms,  clothing,  and  materials  of  war 
upon  the  Spaniards,  who  wasted  or  pocketed  them,  they  kept 
their  own  army  unsupplied  with  money,  transport,  or  clothes. 
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Unsupported  by  the  home  authorities,  the  British  commanders 
had  yet  to  struggle  with  the  faithlessness,  mendacity,  and 
inertness  of  the  Portuguese  and  Spanish  authorities,  and  were 
hampered  with  obstacles  such  as  never  beset  a  British  com 
mander  before.  Still,  in  spite  of  this,  British  genius  and  valour 
triumphed  over  all  difficulties,  and  Wellesley  delivered  Lisbon 
and  compelled  the  French  army  to  surrender. 

Then  again,  Moore  by  his  marvellous  march  checked  the 
course  of  victory  of  Napoleon  and  saved  Spain  for  a  time. 
Cradock  organized  an  army,  and  Wellesley  hurled  back  Soult's 
invasion  of  the  north,  and  drove  his  army,  a  dispirited  and 
worn-out  mass  of  fugitives,  across  the  frontier,  and  in  less 
than  a  year  from  the  commencement  of  the  campaign  carried 
the  war  into  Spain.  So  far  I  have  endeavoured  to  sketch 
the  course  of  these  events  in  the  present  volume.  But  the 
whole  course  of  the  Peninsular  war  was  far  too  long  to  be 
condensed  in  a  single  book,  except  in  the  form  of  history  pure 
and  simple;  therefore,  I  have  been  obliged  to  divide  it  into  two 
volumes:  and  I  propose  next  year  to  follow  up  the  adventures 
of  my  present  hero,  who  had  the  good  fortune,  with  Trant, 
Wilson,  and  other  British  officers,  to  attain  the  command  of  a 
body  of  native  irregulars,  acting  in  connection  with  the  move 
ments  of  the  British  army. 

G.  A.  HENTY. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE   MAYO   FUSILIERS. 

|HAT  am  I  to  do  with  you,  Terence  1  It  bothers  me 
entirely ;  there  is  not  a  soul  who  will  take  you,  and 
if  anyone  would  do  so,  you  would  wear  out  his 
patience  before  a  week's  end ;  there  is  not  a  dog  in 
the  regiment  that  does  not  put  his  tail  between  his  legs  and 
run  for  his  bare  life  if  he  sees  you;  and  as  for  the  colonel,  he 
told  me  only  the  other  day  that  he  had  so  many  complaints 
against  you,  that  he  was  fairly  worn  out  with  them." 

"That  was  only  his  way,  father;  the  colonel  likes  a  joke  as 
well  as  any  of  them." 

"Yes,  when  it  is  not  played  on  himself;  but  you  haven't 
even  the  sense  to  respect  persons,  and  it  is  well  for  you  that 
he  could  not  prove  that  it  was  you  who  fastened  the  sparrow 
to  the  plume  of  feathers  on  his  shako  the  other  day,  and  no 
one  noticed  it  till  the  little  baste  began  to  flutter  just  as  he 
came  on  to  parade,  and  nigh  choked  us  all  with  trying  to 
hold  in  our  laughter,  while  the  colonel  was  nearly  suffocated 
with  passion.  It  was  lucky  you  were  able  to  prove  that  you 
had  gone  off  at  daylight  fishing,  and  that  no  one  had  seen  you 
anywhere  near  his  quarters.  By  my  faith,  if  he  could  have 
proved  it  was  you  he  would  have  had  you  turned  out  of  the 
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barrack  gate,  and  word  given  to  the  sentries  that  you  were 
not  to  be  allowed  to  pass  in  again." 

"I  could  have  got  over  the  wall,  father,"  the  boy  said 
calmly;  "but  mind,  I  never  said  that  it  was  I  who  fastened 
the  sparrow  in  his  shako." 

"Because  I  never  asked  you,  Terence;  but  it  does  not  need 
the  asking.  What  I  am  to  do  with  you  I  don't  know.  Your 
uncle  Tim  would  not  take  you  if  I  were  to  go  down  upon  my 
knees  to  him.  You  were  always  in  his  bad  books,  and  you 
finished  it  when  you  fired  off  that  blunderbuss  in  his  garden 
as  he  was  passing  along  in  the  twilight,  and  yelled  out  '  Death 
to  the  Protestants!'" 

The  boy  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter.  "How  could  I  tell 
that  he  was  going  to  fall  flat  upon  the  ground  and  shout  a 
million  murders,  when  I  fired  straight  into  the  air?" 

"  Well,  you  did  for  yourself  there,  Terence.  Not  that  the  old 
man  would  ever  have  taken  to  you,  for  he  never  forgave  my 
marriage  with  his  niece;  still,  he  might  have  left  you  some 
money  some  day,  seeing  that  there  is  no  one  nearer  to  him,  and 
it  would  have  come  in  mighty  useful,  for  you  are  not  likely 
to  get  much  from  me.  But  we  are  no  nearer  the  point  yet: 
What  am  I  to  do  with  you  at  all  ?  Here  is  the  regiment  ordered 
on  foreign  service  and  likely  to  have  sharp  work,  and  not  a 
place  where  I  can  stow  you.  It  beats  me  altogether ! " 

"Why  not  take  me  with  you,  father?" 

"I  have  thought  of  that,  but  you  are  too  young  entirely." 

"  I  am  nearly  sixteen,  father.  I  am  sure  I  am  as  tall  as  many 
boys  of  seventeen,  and  as  strong  too.  Why  should  I  not  go  ? 
I  am  certain  I  could  stand  roughing  it  as  well  as  Dick  Ryan, 
who  is  a  good  bit  over  sixteen.  Could  I  not  go  as  a  volunteer? 
Or  I  might  enlist;  the  doctor  would  pass  me  quick  enough." 

"  OTlaherty  would  pass  you  if  you  were  a  baby  in  arms;  he 
is  as  full  of  mischief  as  you  are,  and  has  not  much  more 
discretion;  but  you  could  not  carry  a  musket,  full  cartridge- 
box,  and  kit  for  a  long  day's  march." 
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"I  can  carry  a  gun  through  a  long  day's  shooting,  dad;  but 
you  might  make  me  your  soldier  servant." 

"Bedad,  I  should  fare  mighty  badly,  Terence;  still,  as  I 
don't  see  anything  else  for  you,  I  must  try  and  take  you  some 
how,  even  if  you  have  to  go  as  a  drummer.  I  will  talk  it  over 
with  the  colonel,  though  I  doubt  whether  he  has  forgotten  that 
sparrow  yet." 

"  He  would  not  bear  malice,  dad,  even  if  he  were  sure  that 
it  was  me, — which  he  cannot  be." 

The  speakers  were  Captain  O'Connor  of  His  Majesty's  regi 
ment  of  Mayo  Fusiliers,  now  under  orders  to  proceed  to  Portugal 
to  form  part  of  the  force  that  was  being  despatched  under 
Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  to  assist  the  Portuguese  in  resisting  the 
advance  of  the  French.  He  was  a  widower,  and  Terence  was 
his  only  child.  The  boy  had  been  brought  up  in  the  regiment. 
His  mother  had  died  when  he  was  nine  years  old,  and  Terence 
had  been  allowed  by  his  father  to  run  pretty  nearly  wild.  He 
picked  up  a  certain  amount  of  education,  for  he  was  as  sharp  at 
lessons  as  at  most  other  things.  His  mother  had  taught  him 
to  read  and  write,  and  the  officers  and  their  wives  were  always 
ready  to  lend  him  books;  and  as,  during  the  hours  when  drill 
and  exercise  were  going  on,  he  had  plenty  of  time  to  himself, 
he  had  got  through  a  very  large  amount  of  desultory  reading, 
and,  having  a  retentive  memory,  knew  quite  as  much  as  most 
lads  of  his  age,  although  the  knowledge  was  of  a  much  more 
irregular  kind. 

He  was  a  general  favourite  among  the  officers  and  men  of 
the  regiment,  though  his  tricks  got  him  into  frequent  scrapes, 
and  more  than  one  prophesied  that  his  eventual  fate  was  likely 
to  be  hanging.  He  was  great  at  making  acquaintances  among 
the  country  people,  and  knew  the  exact  spot  where  the  best 
fishing  could  be  had  for  miles  round ;  he  had  also  been  given 
leave  to  shoot  on  many  of  the  estates  in  the  neighbourhood. 

His  father  had,  from  the  first,  absolutely  forbidden  him  to 
associate  with  the  drummer  boys. 
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"  I  don't  mind  your  going  into  the  men's  quarters,"  he  said, 
"you  will  come  to  no  harm  there,  but  among  the  boys  you 
might  get  into  bad  habits;  some  of  them  are  thorough  young 
scamps.  With  the  men  you  would  always  be  one  of  their 
officers'  sons,  while  with  the  boys  you  would  soon  become  a 
mere  playmate." 

As  he  grew  older  Terence,  being  a  son  of  one  of  the  senior 
officers,  became  a  companion  of  the  ensigns,  and  one  or  other  of 
them  generally  accompanied  him  on  his  fishing  excursions  and 
were  not  unfrequently  participators  in  his  escapades,  several  of 
which  were  directed  against  the  tranquillity  of  the  inhabitants  of 
Athlone.  One  night  the  bells  of  the  three  churches  had  been 
rung  simultaneously  and  violently,  and  the  idea  that  either  the 
town  was  in  flames  or  that  the  French  had  landed  or  that  the 
whole  country  was  up  in  arms  brought  all  the  inhabitants  to 
their  doors  in  a  state  of  violent  excitement  and  scanty  attire. 
No  clue  was  ever  obtained  as  to  the  author  of  this  outrage,  nor 
was  anyone  able  to  discover  the  origin  of  the  rumour  that 
circulated  through  the  town,  that  a  large  amount  of  gunpowder 
had  been  stored  in  some  house  or  other  in  the  market-place, 
and  that  on  a  certain  night  half  the  town  would  be  blown  into 
the  air. 

So  circumstantial  were  the  details  that  a  deputation  waited 
on  Colonel  Corcoran,  and  a  strong  search-party  was  sent 
down  to  examine  the  cellars  of  all  the  houses  in  the  market 
place  and  for  some  distance  round.  These  and  some  similar 
occurrences  had  much  alarmed  the  good  people  of  Athlone, 
and  it  was  certain  that  more  than  one  person  must  have  been 
concerned  in  them." 

"I  have  come,  Colonel,"  Captain  O'Connor  said,  when  he  called 
upon  his  commanding  officer,  "to  speak  to  you  about  Terence." 

The  colonel  smiled  grimly.  "It  is  a  comfort  to  think  that 
we  are  going  to  get  rid  of  him,  O'Connor;  he  is  enough  to 
demoralize  a  whole  brigade,  to  say  nothing  of  a  battalion,  and 
the  worst  of  it  is  he  respects  no  one.  I  am  as  convinced  as 
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can  be  that  it  was  he  who  fastened  that  baste  of  a  bird  in  my 
shako  the  other  day,  and  made  me  the  laughing-stock  of  the 
whole  regiment  on  parade.  Faith,  I  could  not  for  the  life  of 
me  make  out  what  was  the  matter,  there  was  a  tugging  and  a 
jumping  and  a  fluttering  overhead,  and  I  thought  the  shako 
was  going  to  fly  away.  It  fairly  gave  me  a  scare,  for  I  thought 
the  shako  had  gone  mad,  and  that  the  divil  was  in  it.  I  have 
often  overlooked  his  tricks  for  your  sake,  but  when  it  comes 
to  his  commanding  officer,  it  is  too  serious  altogether." 

"  Well,  you  see,  Colonel,  the  lad  proved  clearly  enough  that 
he  was  out  of  the  way  at  the  time;  and,  besides,  you  know  he 
has  given  you  many  a  hearty  laugh." 

"  He  has  that,"  the  colonel  admitted. 

"And,  moreover,"  Captain  O'Connor  went  on,  "even  if  he 
did  do  this,  which  I  don't  know,  for  I  never  asked  him" 
("Trust  you  for  that,"  the  colonel  muttered),  "you  are  not 
his  commanding  officer  though  you  are  mine,  and  that  is  the 
matter  that  I  came  to  speak  to  you  about.  You  see  there  is 
no  one  in  whose  charge  I  can  leave  him,  and  the  lad  wants  to 
go  with  us ;  he  would  enlist  as  a  drummer,  if  he  could  go  no 
other  way,  and  when  he  got  out  there,  I  should  get  the  adju 
tant  to  tell  him  off  as  my  soldier  servant." 

"  It  would  not  do,  O'Connor,"  the  colonel  laughed. 

"Then  I  thought,  Colonel,  that  possibly  he  might  go  as  a 
volunteer — most  regiments  take  out  one  or  two  young  fellows, 
who  have  not  interest  enough  to  obtain  a  commission." 

"He  is  too  young,  O'Connor;  besides,  the  boy  is  enough  to 
corrupt  a  whole  regiment;  he  has  made  half  the  lads  as  wild 
as  he  is  himself.  Sure  you  can  never  be  after  asking  me  to 
saddle  the  regiment  with  him,  now  that  there  is  a  good  chance 
of  getting  quit  of  him  altogether." 

"I  think  that  he  would  not  be  so  bad  when  we  are  out 
there,  Colonel;  it  is  just  because  he  has  nothing  to  do  that  he 
gets  into  mischief.  With  plenty  of  hard  work  and  other  things 
to  think  of  I  don't  believe  that  he  would  be  any  trouble." 
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"  Do  you  think  that  you  can  answer  for  him,  O'Connor  ?" 
"Indeed  and  I  can  not,"  the  captain  laughed;  "but  I  will 
answer  for  it  that  he  will  not  joke  with  you,  Colonel.  The  lad 
is  really  steady  enough,  and  I  am  sure  that  if  he  were  in  the 
regiment  he  would  not  dream  of  playing  tricks  with  his  com 
manding  officer,  whatever  else  he  might  do." 

"That  goes  a  long  way  towards  removing  my  objection," 
the  colonel  said,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye;  "but  he  is  too 
young  for  a  volunteer — a  volunteer  is  the  eort  of  man  to  be 
the  first  to  climb  a  breach,  or  to  risk  his  life  in  some  desperate 
enterprise,  so  as  to  win  a  commission.  But  there  is  another 
way.  I  had  a  letter  yesterday  from  the  Horse-guards,  saying 
that  as  I  am  two  ensigns  short,  they  had  appointed  one  who 
will  join  us  at  Cork,  and  that  they  gave  me  the  right  of 
nominating  another.  I  own  that  Terence  occurred  to  me, 
but  sixteen  is  the  youngest  limit  of  age,  and  he  must  be 
certified  and  all  that  by  the  doctor.  Now  Daly  is  away  on 
leave,  and  is  to  join  us  at  Cork;  but  O'Flaherty  would  do; 
still,  I  don't  know  how  he  would  get  over  the  difficulty  about 
the  age." 

"  Trust  him  for  that.  I  am  indeed  obliged  to  you,  Colonel." 
"Don't  say  anything  about  it,  O'Connor;  if  we  had  been 
going  to  stay  at  home  I  don't  think  that  I  could  have  brought 
myself  to  take  him  into  the  regiment,  but  as  we  are  going 
on  service  he  won't  have  much  opportunity  for  mischief,  and 
even  if  he  does  let  out  a  little — not  at  my  expense,  you  know — 
a  laugh  does  the  men  good  when  they  are  wet  through  and 
their  stomachs  are  empty."  He  rang  a  bell.  "  Orderly,  tell  the 
adjutant  and  Doctor  O'Flaherty  that  I  wish  to  see  them.  Mr. 
Cleary,"  he  went  on  as  soon  as  the  former  entered,  "  I  have 
been  requested  by  the  Horse-guards  to  nominate  an  ensign,  so 
as  to  fill  up  our  ranks  before  starting,  and  I  have  determined 
to  give  the  appointment  to  Terence  O'Connor." 

"Very  well,  sir,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it;  he  is  a  favourite  with 
us  all,  but  I  am  afraid  that  he  is  under  age." 

(M359) 
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"Is  there  any  regular  form  to  be  filled  up?" 

"None  that  I  know  of  in  the  case  of  officers,  sir.  I  fancy 
they  pass  some  sort  of  medical  examination  at  the  Horse- 
guards,  but,  of  course,  in  this  case  it  would  be  impossible.  Still, 
I  should  say  that,  in  writing  to  state  that  you  have  nominated 
him,  it  would  be  better  to  send  a  medical  certificate,  and 
certainly  it  ought  to  be  mentioned  that  he  is  of  the  right  age." 

At  this  moment  the  assistant-surgeon  entered. 

"  Dr.  O'Flaherty,"  the  colonel  said,  "  I  wish  you  to  write  a 
certificate  to  the  effect  that  Terence  O'Connor  is  physically  fit 
to  take  part  in  a  campaign  as  an  officer." 

"I  can  do  that,  Colonel,  without  difficulty;  he  is  as  fit  as  a 
fiddle,  and  can  march  half  the  regiment  off  their  legs." 

"  Yes,  I  know  that,  but  there  is  one  difficulty,  Doctor,  he  is 
under  the  regulation  age." 

O'Flaherty  thought  for  a  moment  and  then  sat  down  at 
the  table,  and  taking  a  sheet  of  paper  he  began : 

/  certify  that  Terence  O'Connor  is  going  on  for  seventeen  years  of 
age,  he  is  five  feet  eight  in  height,  thirty-four  inches  round  the  chest, 
is  active,  and  fully  capable  of  the  performance  of  his  duties  as  an 
officer  either  at  home  or  abroad. 

Then  he  added  another  line  and  signed  his  name. 

"As  a  member  of  a  learned  profession,  Colonel,"  he  said 
gravely,  "  I  would  scorn  to  tell  a  lie  even  for  the  son  of  Cap 
tain  O'Connor;"  and  he  passed  the  paper  across  to  him. 

The  colonel  looked  grave,  and  Captain  O'Connor  disappointed. 
He  was  reassured,  however,  when  his  commanding  officer  broke 
into  a  laugh. 

"That  will  do  well,  O'Flaherty,"  he  said;  "I  thought  that 
you  would  find  some  way  of  getting  us  out  of  the  difficulty." 

"I  have  told  the  strict  truth,  Colonel,"  the  doctor  said 
gravely.  "  I  have  certified  that  Terence  O'Connor  is  going  on 
for  seventeen ;  I  defy  any  man  to  say  that  he  is  not.  He  will 

(M359)  B 
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get  there  one  of  these  days,  if  a  French  bullet  does  not  stop 
him  on  the  way,  a  contingency  that  it  is  needless  for  me  to 
mention." 

"  I  suppose  that  it  is  not  strictly  regular  to  omit  the  date 
of  his  birth,"  the  colonel  said;  "but  just  at  present  I  expect 
they  are  not  very  particular.  I  suppose  that  that  will  do, 
Mr.  Cleary?" 

"  I  think  that  you  can  countersign  that,  Colonel,"  the  adju 
tant  said,  with  a  laugh.  "The  Horse-guards  does  not  move 
very  rapidly,  and  by  the  time  that  letter  gets  to  London  we 
may  be  on  board  ship,  and  they  would  hardly  bother  to  send 
a  letter  for  further  particulars  to  us  in  Spain,  but  will  no  doubt 
gazette  him  at  once.  The  fact,  too, — which  of  course  you  will 
mention, — that  he  is  the  son  of  the  senior  captain  of  your  regi 
ment,  will  in  itself  render  them  less  likely  to  bother  about  the 
matter." 

"  "Well,  just  write  out  the  letter  of  nomination,  Cleary ;  I  am 
a  mighty  bad  hand  at  doing  things  neatly." 

The  adjutant  drew  a  sheet  of  foolscap  to  him  and  wrote : — 

To  the  Adjutant-general,  Horse-guards, 

Sir,  I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you  that,  in  accordance 
with  the  privilege  granted  to  me  in  your  communication  of— 

and  he  looked  at  the  colonel. 

"The  14th  inst.,"  the  latter  said,  after  consulting  the  letter. 

/  beg  to  nominate  as  an  ensign  in  this  regiment,  Terence  O'Connor,  the 
son  of  Captain  Lawrence  O'Connor,  its  senior  captain.  I  inclose  cer 
tificate  of  Assistant-surgeon  0' Flaherty, — the  surgeon  being  at  present 
absent  on  leave, — certifying  to  his  physical  fitness  for  a  commission 
in  His  Majesty's  service.  Mr.  O'Connor  having  been  brought  up  from 
childhood  in  the  regiment  is  already  perfectly  acquainted  with  the 
work,  and  will  therefore  be  able  to  take  up  his  duties  without  diffi 
culty.  This  fact  has  had  some  influence  in  my  cJioice,  as  a  young 
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officer  who  had  to  be  taught  all  his  duties  would  have  been  of  no  use  for 
service  in  the  field  for  a  considerable  time  after  landing  in  Portugal, 
Relying  on  the  nomination  being  approved  by  the  Commander-in- 
chief,  I  shall  at  once  put  him  on  the  staff  of  the  regiment  for  foreign 
service^  as  there  will  be  no  time  to  wait  your  reply. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be 

Your  humble  obedient  servant, 

Then  he  left  a  space,  and  added : 

Colonel,  Mayo  Fusiliers. 

"  Now  if  you  will  sign  it,  Colonel,  the  matter  will  be  com 
plete,  and  I  will  send  it  off  with  O'Flaherty's  certificate  to 
day." 

"  That  is  a  good  stroke,  Cleary,"  the  colonel  said,  as  he  read 
it  aloud.  "They  will  see  that  it  is  too  late  to  raise  any 
questions,  and  the  "going  on  for  seventeen"  will  be  accepted 
as  sufficient." 

He  touched  a  bell. 

"  Orderly,  tell  Mr.  Terence  O'Connor  that  I  wish  to  see  him." 

Terence  was  sitting  in  a  state  of  suppressed  excitement  at 
his  father's  quarters.  He  had  a  strong  belief  that  the  matter 
would  be  managed  somehow,  for  he  knew  that  the  colonel  had 
no  malice  in  his  disposition,  and  would  not  let  the  episode  of 
the  bird — for  which  he  was  now  heartily  sorry — stand  in  the 
way.  On  receiving  the  message  he  at  once  went  across  to  the 
colonel's  quarters.  The  latter  rose  and  held  out  his  hand  to 
him  as  he  entered. 

"  Terence  O'Connor,"  he  said,  "  I  am  pleased  to  be  able  to 
inform  you  that  from  the  present  moment  you  are  to  consider 
yourself  an  officer  in  His  Majesty's  Mayo  Fusiliers.  The  Horse- 
guards  have  given  me  the  privilege  of  nominating  a  gentleman 
to  the  vacant  ensigncy,  and  I  have  had  great  pleasure  in  nom 
inating  your  father's  son.  Now,  lad,"  he  said  in  a  different 
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tone  of  voice,  "  I  feel  sure  that  you  will  do  credit  to  my  nom 
ination,  and  that  you  will  keep  your  love  of  fun  and  mischief 
within  reasonable  bounds." 

"  I  will  try  to  do  so,  Colonel,"  the  lad  said  in  a  low  voice, 
"and  I  am  grateful  indeed  for  the  kindness  that  you  have  shown 
me.  I  have  always  hoped  that  some  day  I  might  obtain  a 
commission  in  your  regiment,  but  never  even  hoped  that  it 
would  be  until  after  I  had  done  something  to  deserve  it.  In 
deed  I  did  not  think  that  it  was  even  possible  that  I  could  ob 
tain  a  commission  until — 

"Tut,  tut,  lad,  don't  say  a  word  about  age !  Doctor  O'Flaherty 
had  certified  that  you  are  going  on  for  seventeen,  which  is 
quite  sufficient  for  me,  and  at  any  rate  you  will  see  that  boyish 
tricks  are  out  of  place  in  the  case  of  an  officer  going  on  for 
seventeen.  Now,  your  father  had  best  take  you  down  into 
the  town  and  get  you  measured  for  your  uniforms  at  once. 
You  must  make  them  hurry  on  with  his  undress  clothes, 
O'Connor.  I  should  not  bother  about  full-dress  till  we  get 
back  again;  it  is  not  likely  to  be  wanted,  and  the  lad  will 
soon  grow  out  of  them.  If  there  should  happen  to  be  full- 
dress  parade  in  Portugal,  Cleary  will  put  him  on  as  officer  of 
the  day,  or  give  him  some  duties  that  will  keep  him  from 
parade.  We  may  get  the  route  any  day,  and  the  sooner  he 
gets  his  uniform  the  better." 

Two  days  later  Terence  took  his  place  on  parade  as  an  officer 
of  the  regiment.  He  had  witnessed  such  numberless  drills  that 
he  had  picked  up  every  word  of  command,  knew  his  proper 
place  in  every  formation,  and  fell  into  the  work  as  readily  as  if 
he  had  been  at  it  for  years.  He  had  been  heartily  congratu 
lated  by  the  officers  of  the  regiment. 

"I  am  awfully  glad  that  you  are  one  of  us,  Terence,"  Dick 
Ryan  said.  "  I  don't  know  what  we  should  have  done  without 
you.  I  expect  we  shall  have  tremendous  fun  in  Portugal." 

"I  expect  we  shall,  Dick;  but  we  shall  have  to  be  careful. 
We  shall  be  on  active  service,  you  see,  and  from  what  they  say 
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of  him  I  don't  think  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  is  the  sort  of  man 
to  appreciate  jokes." 

"  No,  I  should  say  not.  Of  course,  we  shall  have  to  draw  in 
a  bit.  It  would  not  do  to  set  the  bells  of  Lisbon  ringing." 

"  I  should  think  not,  Dick.  Still,  I  dare  say  we  shall  have 
plenty  of  fun,  and  at  any  rate  we  are  likely,  from  what  they 
say,  to  have  plenty  of  fighting.  I  don't  expect  the  Portuguese 
will  be  much  good,  and  as  there  are  forty  or  fifty  thousand 
Frenchmen  in  Portugal,  we  shall  have  all  our  work  to  do,  un 
less  they  send  out  a  much  bigger  force  than  is  collecting  at 
Cork.  It  is  a  pity  that  the  10,000  men  who  have  been  sent  out 
to  Sweden  on  what  my  father  says  is  a  fool's  errand  are  not 
going  with  us  instead.  We  might  make  a  good  stand-up  fight 
of  it  then,  whereas  I  don't  see  that  with  only  6000  or  7000 
we  can  do  much  good  against  Junot's  40,000." 

"  Oh,  I  dare  say  we  shall  get  on  somehow ! "  Dick  said  care 
lessly.  "Sir  Arthur  knows  what  he  is  about,  and  it  is  our  turn 
to  do  something  now.  The  navy  has  had  it  all  its  own  way 
so  far,  and  it  is  quite  fair  that  we  should  do  our  share.  I  have 
a  brother  in  the  navy,  and  the  fellows  are  getting  too  cheeky 
altogether.  They  seem  to  think  that  no  one  can  fight  but 
themselves.  Except  in  Egypt  we  have  never  had  a  chance  at 
all  of  showing  we  can  lick  the  French  just  as  easily  on  land  as 
we  can  at  sea." 

"  I  hope  we  shall,  Dick.  They  have  certainly  had  a  great 
deal  more  practice  at  it  than  we  have." 

"  Now  I  think  we  ought  to  do  something  here  that  they 
will  remember  us  for  before  we  start,  Terence." 

"  Well,  if  you  do,  I  am  not  with  you  this  time,  Dick.  I  am 
not  going  to  begin  by  getting  in  the  colonel's  bad  books  after 
he  has  been  kind  enough  to  nominate  me  for  a  commission. 
I  promised  him  that  I  would  try  and  not  get  into  any  scrapes, 
and  I  am  not  going  to  break  my  word.  When  we  once  get 
out  there  I  shall  be  game  to  join  in  anything  that  is  not  likely 
to  make  a  great  row,  but  I  have  done  with  it  for  the  present." 
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"  I  should  like  to  have  one  more  good  bit  of  fun,"  Ryan 
said;  "but  I  expect  you  are  right,  Terence,  in  what  you  say 
about  yourself,  and  it  is  no  use  our  thinking  to  humbug 
Athlone  again  if  you  are  not  in  it  with  us;  besides,  they  are 
getting  too  sharp.  They  did  not  half  turn  out  last  time,  and, 
indeed,  we  had  a  narrow  escape  of  being  caught.  Well,  I 
shall  be  very  glad  when  we  are  off;  it  is  stupid  work  waiting 
for  the  route,  with  all  leave  stopped,  and  we  not  even  allowed 
to  go  out  for  a  day's  fishing." 

Three  days  later  the  expected  order  arrived.  As  the  bag 
gage  had  all  been  packed  up,  that  which  was  to  be  left 
behind  being  handed  over  to  the  care  of  the  barrack-master, 
and  a  considerable  portion  of  the  heavy  baggage  sent  on 
by  cart,  there  was  no  delay.  Officers  and  men  were  alike 
delighted  that  the  period  of  waiting  had  come  to  an  end,  and 
there  was  loud  cheering  in  the  barrack-yard  as  soon  as  the 
news  came.  At  daybreak  next  morning  the  rest  of  the  bag 
gage  started  under  a  guard,  and  three  hours  later  the  Mayo 
Fusiliers  marched  through  the  town  with  their  band  playing 
at  their  head,  and  amid  the  cheers  of  the  populace. 

As  yet  the  martial  spirit  that  was  roused  by  the  struggle  in 
the  Peninsula  had  scarcely  begun  to  show  itself,  but  there  was 
a  strong  animosity  to  France  throughout  England,  and  a  desire 
to  aid  the  people  of  Spain  and  Portugal  in  their  efforts  for  free 
dom.  In  Ireland,  for  the  most  part,  there  was  no  such  feeling. 
Since  the  battle  of  the  Boyne  and  the  siege  of  Limerick,  France 
had  been  regarded  by  the  greater  portion  of  the  peasantry, 
and  a  section  of  the  population  of  the  towns,  as  the  natural 
ally  of  Ireland,  and  there  was  a  hope  that  when  Napoleon  had 
all  Europe  prostrate  under  his  feet  he  would  come  as  the 
deliverer  of  Ireland  from  the  English  yoke.  Consequently, 
although  the  townspeople  of  Athlone  cheered  the  regiment 
as  it  marched  away,  the  country  people  held  aloof  from  it  as 
it  passed  along  the  road.  Scowling  looks  from  the  women 
greeted  it  in  the  villages,  while  the  men  ostentatiously  continued 
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their  work  in  the  fields  without  turning  to  cast  a  glance  at 
them. 

Terence  was  not  posted  to  his  father's  company,  but  was  in 
that  of  Captain  O'Driscol,  although  the  lad  himself  would  have 
preferred  to  be  with  Captain  O'Grady,  with  whom  he  was  a 
great  favourite.  The  latter  was  one  of  the  captains  whose  com 
panies  were  unprovided  with  an  ensign,  and  he  had  asked  the 
adjutant  to  let  him  have  the  lad  instead  of  the  ensign  who  was 
to  join  at  Cork. 

"The  matter  has  been  settled  the  other  way,  O'Grady;  in 
the  colonel's  opinion  he  will  be  much  better  with  O'Driscol, 
who  is  more  likely  to  keep  him  in  order  than  you  are." 

O'Grady  was  one  of  the  most  original  characters  in  the 
regiment.  He  was  rather  under  middle  height,  and  had  a 
smooth  face,  a  guileless  and  innocent  expression,  and  a  habit 
of  opening  his  light-blue  eyes  as  in  wonder.  His  hair  was  short, 
and  stuck  up  aggressively;  his  brogue  was  the  strongest  in 
the  regiment;  his  blunders  were  innumerable,  and  his  look 
of  amazement  at  the  laughter  they  called  forth  was  admirably 
feigned,  save  that  the  twinkle  of  his  eye  induced  a  suspicion 
that  he  himself  enjoyed  the  joke  as  well  as  anyone.  His 
good -humour  was  imperturbable,  and  he  was  immensely 
popular  both  among  men  and  officers. 

"O'Driscol!"  he  repeated  in  mild  astonishment.  "Do  you 
mean  to  say  that  O'Driscol  will  keep  him  in  better  order 
than  meself  1  If  there  is  one  man  in  this  regiment  more  than 
another  who  would  get  on  well  with  the  lad  it  is  meself,  bar 
ring  none." 

"  You  would  get  on  well  enough  with  him,  O'Grady,  I  have 
no  doubt,  but  it  would  be  by  letting  him  have  his  own  way, 
and  in  encouraging  him  in  mischief  of  all  kinds." 

O'Grady's  eyebrows  were  elevated,  and  his  eyes  expressed 
hopeless  bewilderment. 

"You  are  wrong  entirely,  Cleary;  nature  intended  me  for 
a  schoolmaster,  and  it  is  just  an  accident  that  I  have  taken 
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to  soldiering.  I  flatter  meself  that  no  one  looks  after  his 
subalterns  more  sharply  than  I  do.  My  only  fear  is  that  I 
am  too  severe  with  them.  I  may  be  mild  in  my  manners, 
but  they  know  me  well  enough  to  tremble  if  I  speak  sternly 
to  them." 

"The  trembling  would  be  with  amusement,"  the  adjutant 
grumbled.  "  Well,  the  colonel  has  settled  the  matter,  and 
Terence  will  be  in  Orders  to-morrow  as  appointed  to  O'Driscol's 
company,  and  the  other  to  yours." 

"  Thank  you  for  nothing,  Cleary,"  O'Grady  said  with  dignity. 
"  You  would  have  seen  that  under  my  tuition  the  lad  would 
have  turned  out  one  of  the  smartest  officers  in  the  regiment." 

"You  have  heard  of  the  Spartan  way  of  teaching  their 
sons  to  avoid  drunkenness,  Captain  O'Grady?" 

"  Divil  a  word,  Cleary,  but  I  reckon  that  the  best  way  with 
the  haythens  was  to  keep  them  from  touching  whisky.  It  is 
what  I  always  recommend  to  the  men  of  my  company  when  I 
come  across  one  of  them  the  worse  for  liquor." 

The  adjutant  laughed.  "That  was  not  the  Spartan  way, 
O'Grady;  but  the  advice,  if  taken,  would  doubtless  have  the 
same  effect." 

"And  who  were  the  Spartans  at  all?" 

"I  have  not  time  to  tell  you  now,  O'Grady;  I  have  no  end 
of  business  on  my  hands." 

"  Thin  what  do  you  keep  me  talking  here  for  ?  haven't  I  a 
lot  of  work  on  me  hands  too.  I  came  in  to  ask  a  simple 
question,  and  instead  of  giving  me  a  civil  answer  you  kape  me 
wasting  my  time  wid  your  O'Driscols  and  your  Spartans  and 
all  kinds  of  rigmarole.  That  is  the  worst  of  being  in  an  Irish 
regiment,  nothing  can  be  done  widout  ever  so  much  blather;" 
and  Captain  O'Grady  stalked  out  of  the  orderly-room. 

On  the  march  Terence  had  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  leave 
from  his  captain  to  drop  behind  and  march  with  his  friend 
Dick  Ryan.  The  marches  were  long  ones,  and  they  halted 
only  at  Parsonstown,  Templemore,  Tipperary,  and  Fermoy, 
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as  the  colonel  had  received  orders  to  use  all  speed.  At  each 
place  a  portion  of  the  regiment  was  accommodated  in  the 
barracks,  while  the  rest  were  quartered  in  the  town.  Late 
in  the  evening  of  the  fifth  day's  march  they  arrived  at  Cork, 
and  the  next  day  went  on  board  the  two  transports  provided 
for  them,  and  joined  the  fleet  assembled  in  the  Cove.  Some 
of  the  ships  had  been  lying  there  for  nearly  a  month  waiting 
orders,  and  the  troops  on  board  were  heartily  weary  of  their 
confinement.  The  news,  however,  that  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley 
had  been  at  last  appointed  to  command  them,  and  that  they 
were  to  sail  for  Portugal,  had  caused  great  delight,  for  it  had 
been  feared  that  they  might,  like  other  bodies  of  troops,  be 
shipped  off  to  some  distant  spot,  only  to  remain  there  for 
months  and  then  to  be  brought  home  again. 

Nothing,  indeed,  could  exceed  the  vacillation  and  confusion 
that  reigned  in  the  English  cabinet  at  that  time.  The  forces 
of  England  were  frittered  away  in  small  and  objectless  expedi 
tions,  the  plans  of  action  were  changed  with  every  report  sent 
either  by  the  interested  leaders  of  insurrectionary  movements 
in  Spain,  or  by  the  signally  incompetent  men  who  had  been 
sent  out  to  represent  England,  and  who  distributed  broadcast 
British  money  and  British  arms  to  the  most  unworthy  appli 
cants.  By  their  lavishness  and  subservience  to  the  Spaniards 
our  representatives  increased  the  natural  arrogance  of  these 
people,  and  caused  them  to  regard  England  as  a  power  which 
was  honoured  by  being  permitted  to  share  in  the  Spanish  efforts 
against  the  French  generals.  General  Spencer  with  5000  men 
was  kept  for  months  sailing  up  and  down  the  coast  of  Spain 
and  Portugal,  receiving  contradictory  orders  from  home,  and 
endeavouring  in  vain  to  co-operate  with  the  Spanish  generals, 
each  of  whom  had  his  own  private  purposes,  and  was  bent  on 
gratifying  personal  ambitions  and  of  thwarting  the  schemes  of 
his  rivals,  rather  than  on  opposing  the  common  enemy. 

Not  only  were  the  English  ministry  incapable  of  devising 
any  plan  of  action,  but  they  were  constantly  changing  the 
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naval  and  military  officers  of  the  forces.  At  one  moment  one 
general  or  admiral  seemed  to  possess  their  confidence,  while 
soon  afterwards,  without  the  slightest  reason,  two  or  three 
others  with  greater  political  influence  were  placed  over  his  head; 
and  when  at  last  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley,  whose  services  in  India 
marked  him  as  our  greatest  soldier,  was  sent  out  with  supreme 
military  power,  they  gave  him  no  definite  plan  of  action. 
General  Spencer  was  nominally  placed  under  his  orders  by 
one  set  of  instructions,  while  another  authorized  him  to  com 
mence  operations  in  the  south,  without  reference  to  Sir  Arthur 
Wellesley.  Admiral  Purvis,  who  was  junior  to  Admiral  Col- 
lingwood,  was  authorized  to  control  the  operations  of  Sir 
Arthur,  while  Wellesley  himself  had  scarcely  sailed  when  Sir 
Hew  Dalrymple  was  appointed  to  the  chief  command  of  the 
forces,  Sir  Harry  Burrard  was  appointed  second  in  command, 
and  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  was  reduced  to  the  fourth  rank  in 
the  army  that  he  had  been  sent  out  to  command,  two  of  the 
men  placed  above  him  being  almost  unknown,  they  never  having 
commanded  any  military  force  in  the  field. 

The  9000  men  assembled  in  the  Cove  of  Cork  knew  nothing 
of  these  things;  they  were  going  out  under  the  command  of 
the  victor  of  Assaye  to  measure  their  strength  against  that  of 
the  French,  and  they  had  no  fear  of  the  result. 

"  I  hope,"  Captain  O'Grady  said,  as  the  officers  of  the  wing 
of  the  regiment  to  which  he  belonged  sat  down  to  dinner  for 
the  first  time  on  board  the  transport,  "  that  we  shall  not  have 
to  keep  together  in  going  out." 

"Why  so,  O'Grady?"  another  captain  asked. 

"  Because  there  is  no  doubt  at  all  that  our  ship  is  the  fastest 
in  the  fleet,  and  that  we  shall  get  there  in  time  to  have  a  little 
brush  with  the  French  all  to  ourselves  before  the  others  arrive." 

"  What  makes  you  think  that  she  is  the  fastest  ship  here, 
O'Grady?" 

"Anyone  can  see  it  with  half  an  eye,  O'Driscol.  Look  at 
her  lines ;  she  is  a  flyer,  and  if  we  are  not  obliged  to  keep  with 
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the  others  we  shall  be  out  of  sight  of  the  rest  of  them  before 
we  have  sailed  six  hours." 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  know  anything  about  her  lines,  O'Grady, 
but  she  looks  to  me  a  regular  old  tub." 

"She  is  old,"  O'Grady  admitted  reluctantly,  "but  give  her 
plenty  of  wind  and  you  will  see  how  she  can  walk  along." 

There  was  a  laugh  all  round  the  table ;  O'Grady's  absolute 
confidence  in  anything  in  which  he  was  interested  was  known 
to  them  all.  His  horse  had  been  notoriously  the  most  worthless 
animal  in  the  regiment,  but  although  continually  last  in  the 
hunting  field  O'Grady's  opinion  of  her  speed  was  never  shaken. 
There  was  always  an  excuse  ready;  the  horse  had  been  badly 
shod,  or  it  was  out  of  sorts  and  had  not  had  its  feed  before 
starting,  or  the  going  was  heavy  and  it  did  not  like  heavy 
ground,  or  the  country  was  too  hilly  or  too  flat  for  it.  It 
was  the  same  with  his  company,  with  his  non-commissioned 
officers,  with  his  soldier  servant,  a  notoriously  drunken  rascal, 
and  with  his  quarters. 

O'Grady  looked  round  in  mild  expostulation  at  the  laugh. 

"You  will  see,"  he  said  confidently,  "there  can  be  no  mis 
take  about  it." 

Two  days  later  a  ship  of  war  entered  the  harbour,  the  usual 
salutes  were  exchanged,  then  a  signal  was  run  up  to  one  of  her 
mast-heads,  and  again  the  guns  of  the  forts  pealed  out  a  salute, 
and  word  ran  through  the  transports  that  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley 
was  on  board.  On  the  following  day  the  fleet  got  under  way, 
the  transports  being  escorted  by  a  line-of -battle  ship  and  four 
frigates,  which  were  to  join  Lord  Collingwood's  squadron  as 
soon  as  they  had  seen  their  charge  safe  into  the  Tagus. 

Before  evening  the  Sea-horse  was  a  mile  astern  of  the  rear 
most  ship  of  the  convoy,  and  one  of  the  frigates  sailing  back 
fired  a  gun  as  a  signal  to  her  to  close  up. 

"  Well,  O'Grady,  we  have  left  the  fleet,  you  see,  though  not 
in  the  way  you  predicted." 

"Whist,  man!  don't  you  see  that  the  captain  is   out  of 
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temper  because  they  have  all  got  to  keep  together,  instead  of 
letting  him  go  ahead." 

Every  rag  of  sail  was  now  piled  on  to  the  ship,  and  as  many 
of  the  others  were  showing  nothing  above  their  topgallant 
sails  she  rejoined  the  rest  just  as  darkness  fell. 

"There,  you  see!"  O'G-rady  said  triumphantly,  "look  what 
she  can  do  when  she  likes." 

"  We  do  see,  O'Grady.  With  twice  as  much  sail  up  as  any 
thing  else  she  has  in  three  hours  picked  up  the  mile  she  had 
lost." 

"Wait  until  we  get  some  wind." 

"I  hope  we  sha'n't  get  anything  of  the  sort — at  least,  no 
strong  winds;  the  old  tub  would  open  every  seam  if  we  did, 
and  we  might  think  ourselves  lucky  if  we  got  through  it  at  all." 

O'Grady  smiled  pleasantly,  and  said  it  was  useless  to  argue 
with  so  obstinate  a  man. 

"  I  am  afraid  O'Grady  is  wrong  as  usual,"  Dick  Ryan  said 
to  Terence,  who  was  sitting  next  to  him.  "When  once  he  has 
taken  an  idea  into  his  head  nothing  will  persuade  him  that 
he  is  wrong;  there  is  no  doubt  the  Sea-horse  is  as  slow  as  she 
can  be.  I  suppose  her  owners  have  some  interest  with  the 
government,  or  they  would  surely  never  have  taken  up  such 
an  old  tub  as  a  troop-ship." 


CHAPTER  II. 

TWO    DANGERS. 


THE  next  day,  in  spite  of  the  sail  she  carried,  the  Sea-horse 
lagged  behind,  and  one  of  the  frigates  sailed  back  to  her, 
and  the  captain  shouted  angry  orders  to  the  master  to  keep  his 
place  in  the  convoy. 

"If  we  get  any  wind,"  O'Grady  said,  as  the  frigate  bore  up 
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on  her  course  again,  "  it  will  take  all  your  time  to  keep  up  with 
her,  my  fine  fellow.  You  see,"  he  explained  to  Terence,  "  no 
vessel  is  perfect  in  all  points;  some  like  a  good  deal  of  wind, 
some  are  best  in  a  calm.  Now  this  ship  wants  wind." 

"I  think  she  does,  Captain  O'Grady,"  Terence  replied  gravely. 
"At  any  rate  her  strong  point  is  not  sailing  in  a  light  wind." 

"No,"  O'Grady  admitted  regretfully;  "but  it  is  not  the  ship's 
fault.  I  have  no  doubt  at  all  that  her  bottom  is  foul,  and  that 
she  has  a  lot  of  barnacles  and  weeds  twice  as  long  as  your  body. 
That  is  the  reason  why  she  is  a  little  sluggish." 

"That  may  be  it,"  Terence  agreed;  "but  I  should  have 
thought  that  they  would  have  seen  to  that  before  they  sent 
her  to  Cork." 

"It  is  like  enough  that  her  owners  are  well-wishers  of  Na 
poleon,  Terence,  and  that  it  is  out  of  spite  that  they  have  done 
it.  There  is  no  doubt  that  she  is  a  wonderful  craft." 

"  I  am  quite  inclined  to  agree  with  you,  Captain  O'Grady, 
for  as  I  have  never  seen  a  ship  except  when  the  regiment  came 
back  from  India  ten  years  ago,  I  am  no  judge  of  one." 

"  It  is  the  eye,  Terence.  I  can't  say  that  I  have  been  much 
at  sea  myself,  except  on  that  voyage  out  and  home ;  but  I  have 
an  eye  for  ships,  and  can  see  their  good  points  at  a  glance. 
You  can  take  it  from  me  that  she  is  a  wonderful  vessel." 

"  She  would  look  all  the  better  if  her  sails  were  a  bit  cleaner, 
and  not  so  patched,"  Terence  said,  looking  up. 

"  She  might  look  better  to  the  eye,  lad,  but  no  doubt  the 
owners  know  what  they  are  doing,  and  consider  that  she  goes 
better  with  sails  that  fit  her  than  she  would  with  new  ones." 

Terence  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  O'Grady  as  usual 
looked  at  him  in  mild  surprise. 

"What  are  you  laughing  at,  you  young  spalpeen?" 

"  I  am  thinking,  Captain  O'Grady,"  the  lad  said,  recovering 
himself,  "  that  it  is  a  great  pity  you  could  not  have  obtained 
the  situation  of  Devil's  Advocate.  I  have  read  that  years  ago 
some  one  was  appointed  to  defend  Old  Nick  when  the  others 


30  WITH  MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

were  pitching  into  him,  and  to  show  that  he  was  not  as  black 
as  he  was  painted,  but  was  a  respectable  gentleman  who  had 
been  maligned  by  the  world." 

"  No  doubt  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be  said  for  him,"  O'Grady 
said  seriously.  "  Give  a  dog  a  bad  name,  you  know,  and  you 
may  hang  him;  and  I  have  no  doubt  the  Old  One  has  been 
held  responsible  for  lots  of  things  he  never  had  as  much  as  the 
tip  of  his  finger  in  at  all,  at  all." 

Seeing  that  his  captain  was  about  to  pursue  the  matter  much 
further,  Terence,  making  the  excuse  that  it  was  time  he  went 
down  to  see  if  the  men's  breakfast  was  all  right,  slipped  off, 
and  he  and  Dick  Ryan  had  a  hearty  laugh  over  O'Grady's 
peculiarities. 

"  I  think,  O'Grady,"  Captain  O'Driscol  said  two  days  later, 
"  we  are  going  to  have  our  opportunity,  for  unless  I  am  mis 
taken  there  is  going  to  be  a  change  of  weather.  Those  clouds 
banking  up  ahead  look  like  a  gale  from  the  south-west." 

Before  night  the  wind  was  blowing  furiously,  and  the  Sea 
horse  taking  green  sea  over  her  bows  and  wallowing  gunwale 
under  in  the  waves.  At  daylight,  when  they  went  on  deck, 
gray  masses  of  cloud  were  hurrying  overhead  and  an  angry  sea 
alone  met  the  eye.  Not  a  sail  was  in  sight,  and  the  whole 
convoy  had  vanished. 

"  We  are  out  of  sight  of  the  fleet,  O'Grady,"  Captain  O'Dris 
col  said  grimly. 

"I  felt  sure  we  should  be,"  O'Grady  said  triumphantly. 
"  Sorra  one  of  them  could  keep  foot  with  us." 

"They  are  ahead  of  us,  man,"  O'Driscol  said  angrily, 
"miles and  miles  ahead." 

"Ahead,  is  it?  You  must  know  better,  O'Driscol;  though 
it  is  little  enough  you  know  of  ships.  You  see  we  are  close- 
hauled,  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  that  is  the  vessel's  strong 
point.  Why,  we  have  dropped  the  rest  of  them  like  hot 
potatoes,  and  if  this  little  breeze  keeps  on,  maybe  we  shall  be 
in  the  Tagus  days  and  days  before  them." 
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O'Driscol  was  too  exasperated  to  argue. 

"O'Driscol  is  a  good  fellow,"  O'Grady  said,  turning  to 
Terence,  "but  it  is  a  misfortune  that  he  is  so  prejudiced. 
Now,  what  is  your  own  opinion1?" 

"I  have  no  opinion  about  it,  Captain  O'Grady.  I  have  a 
very  strong  opinion  that  I  am  not  going  to  enjoy  my  break 
fast,  and  that  this  motion  does  not  agree  with  me  at  all.  I 
have  been  ill  half  the  night.  Dick  Ryan  is  awfully  bad,  and 
by  the  sounds  I  heard  I  should  say  a  good  many  of  the  others 
are  the  same  way.  On  the  main  deck  it  is  awful;  they  have 
got  the  hatches  battened  down.  I  just  took  a  peep  in  and 
bolted,  for  it  seemed  to  me  that  every  one  was  ill." 

"  The  best  plan,  lad,  is  to  make  up  your  mind  that  you  are 
quite  well.  If  you  once  do  that  you  will  be  all  right  directly." 

Terence  could  not  for  the  moment  reply,  having  made  a 
sudden  rush  to  the  side. 

"I  don't  see.  how  I  can  persuade  myself  that  I  am  quite 
well,"  he  said  when  he  returned,  "  when  I  feel  terribly  ill." 

"Yes,  it  wants  resolution,  Terence,  and  I  am  afraid  that 
you  are  deficient  in  that.  It  must  not  be  half-and-half.  You 
have  got  to  say  to  yourself,  'This  is  glorious;  I  never  enjoyed 
myself  so  well  in  my  life ',  and  when  you  have  said  that,  and 
feel  that  it  is  quite  true,  the  whole  thing  will  be  over." 

"I  don't  doubt  it  in  the  least,"  Terence  said;  "but  I  can't 
say  it  without  telling  a  prodigious  lie,  and  worse  still,  I  could 
not  believe  the  lie  when  I  had  told  it." 

"  Then  I  am  afraid  that  you  must  submit  to  be  ill,  Terence. 
I  know  once  that  I  had  a  drame,  and  the  drame  was  that  I  was 
at  sea  and  horribly  sea-sick,  and  I  woke  up  and  said  to  myself, 
'  This  is  all  nonsense,  I  am  as  well  as  ever  I  was ' ;  and,  faith, 
so  I  was." 

Ill  as  Terence  was,  he  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

"  That  was  just  a  dream,  Captain  O'Grady ;  but  mine  is  a 
reality,  you  know.  I  don't  think  that  you  are  looking  quite 
well  yourself." 
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"  I  am  perfectly  well  as  far  as  the  sea  goes,  Terence,  never 
was  better  in  my  life;  but  that  pork  we  had  for  dinner  yester 
day  was  worse  than  usual,  and  I  think  perhaps  I  ought  to  have 
taken  another  glass  or  two  to  correct  it." 

"  It  must  have  been  the  pork,"  Terence  said  as  seriously  as 
O'Grady  himself;  "and  it  is  unfortunate  that  you  are  such  an 
abstemious  man,  or,  as  you  say,  its  effects  might  have  been 
corrected." 

"It's  me  opinion,  Terence,  my  boy,  that  you  are  a  humbug." 

"  Then,  Captain  O'Grady,  it  is  clear  that  evil  communications 
must  have  corrupted  my  good  manners." 

"  It  must  have  been  in  your  infancy  then,  Terence,  for  divil 
a  bit  of  manners  good  or  bad  have  I  ever  seen  in  you;  you 
have  not  even  the  good  manners  to  take  a  glass  of  the  cratur 
when  you  are  asked." 

"That  is  true  enough,"  Terence  laughed.  "Having  been 
brought  up  in  the  regiment  I  have  learned,  at  least,  that  the 
best  thing  to  do  with  whisky  is  to  leave  it  alone." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  will  never  be  a  credit  to  us,  Terence." 

"  Not  in  the  way  of  being  able  to  make  a  heavy  night  of  it 
and  then  turn  out  as  fresh  as  paint  in  the  morning,"  Terence 
retorted ;  "  but  you  see,  Captain  O'Grady,  even  my  abstinence 
has  its  advantages,  for  at  least  there  will  always  be  one  officer 
in  the  corps  able  to  go  the  round  of  the  sentries  at  night." 

At  this  moment  the  vessel  gave  such  a  heavy  lurch  that  they 
were  both  thrown  off  their  feet  and  rolled  into  the  lee  scup 
pers,  while,  at  the  same  moment,  a  rush  of  water  swept  over 
them.  Amidst  shouts  of  laughter  from  the  other  officers  the 
two  scrambled  to  their  feet. 

"  Holy  Moses ! "  O'Grady  exclaimed,  "  I  am  drowned  entirely, 
and  I  sha'n't  get  the  taste  of  the  salt  water  out  of  me  mouth 
for  a  week." 

"There  is  one  comfort,"  Terence  said;  "it  might  have  been 
worse." 

"  How  could  it  have  been  worse?"  O'Grady  asked  angrily. 
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"  Why,  if  we  hadn't  been  in  the  steadiest  ship  in  the  whole 
fleet  we  might  have  been  washed  overboard." 

There  was  another  shout  of  laughter.  O'Grady  made  a  dash 
at  Terence,  but  the  latter  easily  avoided  him  and  went  down 
below  to  change  his  clothes. 

The  gale  increased  in  strength,  and  the  whole  vessel  strained 
so  heavily  that  her  seams  began  to  open,  and  by  one  o'clock  the 
captain  requested  Major  Harrison,  who  was  in  command,  to  put 
some  of  the  soldiers  at  the  pumps.  For  three  days  and  nights 
relays  of  men  kept  the  pumps  going.  Had  it  not  been  for  the 
400  troops  on  board,  the  Sea-horse  would  long  before  have  gone 
to  the  bottom;  but  with  such  powerful  aid  the  water  was  kept 
under,  and  on  the  morning  of  the  fourth  day  the  storm  began 
to  abate,  and  by  evening  more  canvas  was  got  on  her.  The 
next  morning  two  vessels  were  seen  astern  at  a  distance  of  four 
or  five  miles.  After  examining  them  through  his  glass,  the 
captain  sent  down  a  message  to  Major  Harrison  asking  him  to 
come  up.  In  three  or  four  minutes  that  officer  appeared. 

"These  are  two  strange  craft  over  there,  Major;  from  their 
appearance  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  that  they  are  French 
privateers.  I  thought  I  should  like  your  advice  as  to  what 
had  best  be  done." 

"  I  don't  know.  You  see,  your  guns  might  just  as  well  be 
thrown  overboard  for  any  good  they  would  be,"  the  major 
said.  "The  things  would  not  be  safe  to  fire  a  salute  with 
blank  cartridge." 

"No,  they  can  hardly  be  called  serviceable,"  the  master 
agreed.  "I  spoke  to  the  owner  about  it,  but  he  said  that  as 
we  were  going  to  sail  with  a  convoy  it  did  n6"t  matter,  and 
that  we  should  have  some  others  for  the  next  voyage." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  your  owner  dangling  from  the  yard- 
arm,"  the  major  said  wrathfully.  "  However,  just  at  present 
the  question  is  what  had  best  be  done.  Of  course  they  could 
not  take  the  ship  from  us,  but  they  would  have  very  little 
difficulty  in  sinking  her." 

(M359)  C 
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"The  first  thing  is  to  put  on  every  stitch  of  sail." 

"  That  would  avail  us  nothing,  they  can  sail  two  feet  to  our 
one." 

"  Quite  so,  Major;  I  should  not  hope  to  get  away,  but  they 
would  think  that  I  was  trying  to  do  so.  My  idea  is  that  we 
should  press  on  as  fast  as  we  can  till  they  open  fire  at  us ;  we 
could  hold  on  for  a  bit,  and  then  haul  up  into  the  wind  and 
lower  our  top-sails,  which  they  will  take  for  a  proof  of  sur 
render." 

"You  won't  strike  the  flag,  Captain;  we  cannot  do  anything 
treacherous." 

"No,  no,  I  am  not  thinking  of  doing  that.  You  see  the 
flag  is  not  hoisted  yet,  and  we  won't  hoist  it  at  all  till  they 
get  close  alongside,  then  we  can  haul  it  up,  and  sweep  their 
decks  with  musketry.  Of  course  your  men  will  keep  below 
until  the  last  moment." 

"That  plan  will  do  very  well,"  the  major  agreed,  "that  is  if 
they  venture  to  come  boldly  alongside." 

"  One  is  pretty  sure  to  do  so,  though  the  other  may  lay 
herself  ahead  or  astern  of  us,  with  her  guns  pointed  to  rake  us 
in  case  we  make  any  resistance ;  but  seeing  what  we  are,  and 
that  we  carry  only  four  small  guns  each  side,  they  are  hardly 
likely  to  suspect  anything  wrong.  I  am  not  at  all  afraid  of 
beating  them  off;  my  only  fear  is  that  after  they  have  sheared 
away  they  will  open  upon  us  from  a  distance." 

"Yes,  that  would  be  awkward.  However,  if  they  do,  we 
must  keep  the  men  below,  and  in  the  meantime  you  had 
better  get  your  carpenter  to  cut  up  some  spars  and  make  a 
lot  of  plugs  in  readiness  to  stop  up  any  holes  they  may  make 
near  the  water-line.  I  don't  think  they  are  likely  to  make 
very  ragged  holes,  the  wood  is  so  rotten  the  shot  would  go 
through  the  side  as  if  it  were  brown  paper;  still,  you  might 
get  a  lot  of  squares  of  canvas  ready,  with  hammers  and  nails." 

The  strange  craft  were  already  heading  towards  the  Sea-horse. 
No  time  was  lost  in  setting  every  stitch  of  canvas  that  she 
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could  carry;  the  wind  was  light  now,  but  the  vessel  was  rolling 
heavily  in  a  long  swell.  The  major  examined  the  guns  closely 
and  found  that  they  were  even  worse  than  he  had  anticipated, 
the  rust  holes  eaten  in  the  iron  having  been  filled  up  with 
putty,  and  the  whole  painted.  He  Avas  turning  away  with  an 
exclamation  of  disgust  when  Terence,  who  was  standing  near, 
said  to  him : 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Major,  but  don't  you  think  that  if  we 
were  to  wind  some  thin  rope  very  tightly  round  them  three  or 
four  inches  thick,  they  might  stand  a  charge  or  two  of  grape  to 
give  them  at  close  quarters;  we  needn't  put  in  a  very  heavy 
charge  of  powder.  Even  if  they  did  burst,  I  should  think  that 
the  rope  would  prevent  the  splinters  from  flying  about." 

"  The  idea  is  not  a  bad  one  at  all,  Terence.  I  will  see  if 
the  captain  has  got  a  coil  or  two  of  thin  rope  on  board." 

Fortunately  the  ship  was  fairly  well  supplied  in  this  respect, 
and  a  few  of  the  sailors  who  were  accustomed  to  serving  rope, 
with  a  dozen  soldiers  to  help  them,  were  told  off  to  the  work. 
The  rope  was  wound  round  as  tightly  as  the  strength  of  a 
dozen  men  could  pull  it,  the  process  being  repeated  five  or  six 
times  until  each  gun  was  surrounded  by  as  many  layers  of 
rope.  A  thin  rod  had  been  inserted  in  the  touch-hole.  The 
cannon  was  then  loaded  with  half  the  usual  charge  of  powder, 
and  filled  to  the  muzzle  with  bullets.  The  rod  was  then 
drawn  out,  and  powder  poured  in  until  it  reached  the  sur 
face. 

While  this  was  being  done  all  the  soldiers  not  engaged  in 
the  work  went  below,  and  the  officers  sat  down  under  shelter 
of  the  bulwarks.  The  two  privateers,  a  large  lugger  and  a 
brig,  had  been  coming  up  rapidly,  and  by  the  time  the  guns 
were  ready  for  action  they  were  but  a  mile  away.  Presently 
a  puff  of  smoke  burst  out  from  the  bows  of  the  lugger,  and  a 
round  shot  struck  the  water  a  short  distance  ahead  of  the  Sea 
horse.  She  held  on  her  course  without  taking  any  notice  of  it, 
and  for  a  few  minutes  the  privateer  was  silent,  then  when  they 
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were  but  half  a  mile  away  the  brig  opened  fire,  and  two  or  three 
shots  hulled  the  vessel. 

"  That  will  do,  Captain,"  the  major  said.  "  You  may  as 
well  lay -to  now." 

The  Sea-horse  rapidly  flew  up  into  the  wind,  the  sheets  were 
thrown  off,  and  the  upper  sails  were  lowered  one  after  the 
other,  the  job  being  executed  slowly,  as  if  by  a  weak  crew. 
The  two  privateers,  which  had  been  sailing  within  a  short 
distance  of  each  other,  now  exchanged  signals,  and  the  lugger 
ran  on  straight  towards  the  Sea-horse,  while  the  brig  took  a 
course  which  would  lay  her  across  the  stern  of  the  barque, 
and  enable  them  to  rake  her  with  her  broadside.  Word  was 
passed  below,  and  the  soldiers  poured  up  on  deck,  stooping  as 
they  reached  it  and  taking  their  places  under  the  bulwarks. 
The  major  had  already  asked  for  volunteers  among  the  officers, 
to  fire  the  guns.  All  had  at  once  offered  to  do  so. 

"As  it  was  your  proposal,  Terence,"  the  major  said,  "you 
shall  have  the  honour  of  firing  one;  Ryan,  you  take  another; 
Lieutenant  Marks  and  Mr.  Haines,  you  take  the  other  two, 
and  then  England  and  Ireland  will  be  equally  represented." 

The  deck  of  the  lugger  was  crowded  with  the  men,  and  the 
course  she  was  steering  brought  her  within  a  length  of  the 
Sea-horse.  Some  of  the  men  were  preparing  to  lower  her 
boats,  when  suddenly  a  thick  line  of  red  coats  appeared  above 
the  bulwarks,  two  hundred  muskets  poured  in  their  fire,  while 
the  contents  of  the  four  guns  swept  her  deck.  The  effect  of 
the  fire  was  tremendous.  The  deck  was  in  a  moment  covered 
with  dead  and  dying  men ;  half  a  minute  later  another  volley, 
fired  by  the  remaining  companies,  completed  the  work  of 
destruction.  The  halliards  of  one  of  the  lugger's  sails  had 
been  cut  by  the  grape,  and  the  sail  now  came  down  with  a 
run  to  the  deck. 

"  Down  below,  all  of  you,"  the  major  shouted,  "  the  fellow 
behind  will  rake  us  in  a  minute." 

The  soldiers  ran  down  to  the  hold  again.     A  minute  later 
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the  brig,  sailing  across  the  stern,  poured  in  the  fire  of  her  guns 
one  by  one.  Standing  much  lower  in  the  water  than  her  op 
ponent,  none  of  her  shot  traversed  the  deck  of  the  Sea-horse, 
but  they  carried  destruction  among  the  cabins  and  fittings  of 
the  deck  below.  As  this,  however,  was  entirely  deserted,  no 
one  was  injured  by  the  shot  or  flying  fragments.  The  brig 
then  took  up  her  position  three  or  four  hundred  yards  away  on 
the  quarter  of  the  Sea-horse,  and  opened  a  steady  fire  against  her. 

To  this  the  barque  could  make  no  reply,  the  fire  of  the 
muskets  being  wholly  ineffective  at  that  distance.  The  lugger 
lay  helpless  alongside  the  Sea-horse;  the  survivors  of  her  crew 
had  run  below,  and  dared  not  return  on  deck  to  work  their 
guns,  as  they  would  have  been  swept  by  the  musketry  of  the 
Sea-horse. 

Half  an  hour  later  Terence  was  ordered  to  go  below  to  see 
how  they  were  getting  on  in  the  hold. 

Terence  did  so.  Some  lanterns  had  been  lighted  there,  and 
he  found  that  four  men  had  been  killed  and  a  dozen  or  so 
wounded  by  the  enemy's  shot,  the  greater  portion  of  which, 
however,  had  gone  over  their  heads.  The  carpenter,  assisted 
by  some  of  the  non-commissioned  officers,  was  busy  plugging 
holes  that  had  been  made  in  her  between  wind  and  water,  and 
had  fairly  succeeded,  as  but  four  or  five  shots  had  struck  so  low, 
the  enemy's  object  being  not  to  sink  but  to  capture  the  vessel. 
As  he  passed  up  through  the  main  deck  to  report,  Terence  saw 
that  the  destruction  here  was  great  indeed.  The  woodwork  of 
the  cabins  had  been  knocked  into  fragments,  there  was  a  great 
gaping  hole  in  the  stern,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  before  long 
the  vessel  would  be  knocked  to  pieces.  He  returned  to  the 
deck,  and  reported  the  state  of  things. 

"  It  looks  bad,"  the  major  said  to  O'Driscol.  "  This  is  but 
half  an  hour's  work,  and  when  the  fellows  come  to  the  con 
clusion  that  they  cannot  make  us  strike,  they  will  aim  lower, 
and  there  will  be  nothing  to  do  but  to  choose  between  sinking 
and  hauling  down  our  flag." 
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After  delivering  his  report  Terence  went  to  the  side  of  the 
ship  and  looked  down  on  the  lugger.  The  attraction  of  the 
ship  had  drawn  her  closer  to  it,  and  she  was  but  a  few  feet 
away.  A  thought  struck  him,  and  he  went  to  O'Grady. 

"Look  here,  O'Grady,"  he  said,  "that  fellow  will  smash  us 
up  altogether  if  we  don't  do  something." 

"You  must  be  a  bright  boy  to  see  that,  Terence;  faith,  I 
have  been  thinking  so  for  the  last  ten  minutes.  But  what  are 
we  to  do  1  The  muskets  won't  carry  so  far,  at  least  not  to  do 
any  good.  The  cannon  are  next  to  useless.  Two  of  that  lot 
you  fired  burst,  though  the  ropes  prevented  any  damage  being 
done." 

"  Quite  so,  but  there  are  plenty  of  guns  alongside.  Now,  if 
you  go  to  the  major  and  volunteer  to  take  your  company  and 
gain  possession  of  the  lugger,  with  one  of  the  mates  and  half  a 
dozen  sailors  to  work  her,  we  can  get  up  the  main-sail  and 
engage  the  brig." 

"By  the  powers,  Terence,  you  are  a  broth  of  a  boy;"  and  he 
hurried  away  to  the  major. 

"Major,"  he  said,  "if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  have  up 
my  company  and  take  possession  of  the  lugger;  we  shall  want 
one  of  the  ship's  officers  and  half  a  dozen  men  to  work  the 
sails,  and  then  we  will  go  out  and  give  that  brig  pepper." 

"  It  is  a  splendid  idea,  O'Grady." 

"  It  is  not  my  idea  at  all,  at  all,  it  is  Terence  O'Connor  who 
suggested  it  to  me.  I  suppose  I  can  take  the  lad  with  me1?" 

"  By  all  means,  get  your  company  up  at  once." 

O'Grady  hurried  away,  and  in  a  minute  the  men  of  his  com 
pany  poured  up  on  to  the  deck. 

"  You  can  come  with  me,  Terence,  I  have  the  major's  leave," 
he  said  to  the  lad. 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  slight  shock,  as  the  lugger  came 
in  contact  with  the  ship. 

"Come  on,  lads,"  O'Grady  said,  as  he  set  the  example  of 
clambering  down  on  to  the  deck  of  the  lugger.  He  was  fol- 
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lowed  by  his  men,  the  first  mate  and  six  sailors  also  springing 
on  board.  The  hatches  were  first  put  on  to  keep  the  remnant 
of  the  crew  below.  The  sailors  knotted  the  halliards  of  the 
mainsail,  the  soldiers  tailed  on  to  the  rope,  and  the  sail  was 
rapidly  run  up.  The  mate  put  two  of  his  men  at  the  tiller, 
and  the  soldiers  ran  to  the  guns,  which  were  already  loaded. 

"  Haul  that  sheet  to  windward,"  the  mate  shouted,  and  the 
four  sailors,  aided  by  some  of  the  soldiers,  did  so.  Her  head 
soon  payed  off,  and  amid  a  cheer  from  the  officers  on  deck  the 
lugger  swept  round.  She  mounted  twelve  guns.  O'Grady 
divided  the  officers  and  non-commissioned  officers  among  them, 
himself  taking  charge  of  a  long  pivot-gun  in  the  bow. 

"  Take  stiddy  aim,  boys,  and  fire  as  your  guns  bear  on  her; 
you  ought  not  to  throw  away  a  shot  at  this  distance." 

As  the  lugger  came  out  from  behind  the  Sea-horse,  gun  after 
gun  was  fired,  and  the  white  splinters  on  the  side  of  the  brig 
showed  that  most,  if  not  all  of  the  shots  had  taken  effect. 
O'Grady's  gun  was  the  last  to  speak  out,  and  the  shot  struck 
the  brig  just  above  the  water-line. 

"  Take  her  round,"  he  shouted  to  the  mate;  "give  the  boys  on 
the  other  side  a  chance."  The  lugger  put  about  and  her  star 
board  guns  poured  in  their  contents. 

"That  is  the  way,"  he  shouted,  as  he  laboured  away  with 
the  men  with  him  to  load  the  pivot-gun  again;  "we  will  give 
him  two  or  three  more  rounds,  and  then  we  will  get  alongside 
and  ask  for  his  health." 

,  The  brig,  however,  showed  no  inclination  to  await  the  attack. 
Some  shots  had  been  hastily  fired  when  the  lugger's  first  gun 
told  them  that  she  was  now  an  enemy,  and  she  at  once  put 
down  her  helm  and  made  off  before  the  wind,  which  was  now 
very  light. 

"  Load  your  guns  and  then  out  with  the  oars,"  Captain 
O'Grady  shouted.  "Be  jabers,  we  will  have  that  fellow.  Let  no 
man  attend  to  the  Sea-horse,  it's  from  me  that  you  are  to  take 
your  orders.  Besides,"  he  said  to  Terence,  "there  is  no  signal- 
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book  on  board,  and  they  may  hoist  as  many  flags  as  they 
like." 

The  twelve  sweeps  on  board  the  lugger  were  at  once  got 
out,  and  each  manned  by  three  soldiers.  O'Grady  himself  con 
tinued  to  direct  the  fire  of  the  pivot-gun,  and  sent  shot  after 
shot  into  the  brig's  stern.  The  latter  had  but  some  four 
hundred  yards'  start,  and  although  she  also  hurriedly  got  out 
some  sweeps,  the  lugger  gained  upon  her.  Her  crew  clustered 
on  their  taffrail,  and  kept  up  a  musketry  fire  upon  the  party 
working  the  pivot-gun.  Two  of  these  had  been  killed  and 
four  wounded,  when  O'Grady  said  to  the  others : 

"  Lave  the  gun  alone,  boys,  we  shall  be  alongside  of  her  in 
a  few  minutes,  it  is  no  use  throwing  away  lives  by  working  it. 
Run  all  the  guns  over  to  the  other  side,  we  will  give  them  a 
warming  and  then  go  at  her." 

The  Sea-horse  had  hoisted  signals  directly  those  on  board 
perceived  that  the  lugger  was  starting  in  pursuit  of  the  brig. 
Terence  had  informed  his  commanding  officer  of  this,  but 
O'Grady  replied : 

"I  know  nothing  about  them,  Terence;  most  likely  they 
mane  '  Good-luck  to  you !  Chase  the  blackguard,  and  capture 
him.'  Don't  let  Woods  come  near  me  whatever  you  do,  I 
don't  want  to  hear  his  idea  of  what  the  signals  may  mane." 

Terence  had  just  time  to  stop  the  mate  as  he  was  coming 
forward. 

"  The  ship  is  signalling,"  he  said. 

"  I  have  told  Captain  O'Grady,  sir,"  Terence  replied.  "  He 
does  not  know  what  the  signal  means,  but  has  no  doubt  that 
it  is  instructions  to  capture  the  brig,  and  he  means  to  do 
so." 

The  officer  laughed. 

"I  think  myself  that  it  would  be  a  pity  not  to,"  he  said; 
"we  shall  be  alongside  in  ten  minutes.  But  I  think  it  my 
duty  to  tell  you  what  the  signal  is." 

"You  can  tell  me  what  it  is,"  Terence  said,  "and  it  is 
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possible  that  in  the  heat  of  action  I  may  forget  to  report  it  to 
Captain  O'Grady." 

"That  is  right  enough,  sir.     I  think  it  is  the  recall." 

"Well,  I  will  attend  to  it  presently,"  Terence  laughed. 

When  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  brig  the  troops  opened 
a  heavy  musketry  fire,  many  of  the  men  making  their  way  up 
the  ratlines  and  so  commanding  the  brig's  deck.  They  were  an 
swered  with  a  brisk  fire,  but  the  French  shooting  was  wild,  and 
by  the  shouting  of  orders  and  the  confusion  that  prevailed  on 
board  it  was  evident  that  the  privateersmen  were  disorganized 
by  the  sight  of  the  troops  and  the  capture  of  their  consort. 
The  brig's  guns  were  hastily  fired,  as  they  could  be  brought  to 
bear  on  the  lugger,  as  she  forged  alongside.  The  sweeps  had 
already  been  got  in,  and  the  lugger's  eight  guns  poured  their 
contents  simultaneously  into  the  brig,  then  a  withering  volley 
was  fired,  and,  headed  by  O'Grady,  the  soldiers  sprang  on 
board  the  brig. 

As  they  did  so,  however,  the  French  flag  fluttered  down 
from  the  peak,  and  the  privateersmen  threw  down  their  arms. 
The  English  broadside  and  volley  fired  at  close  quarters  had 
taken  terrible  effect.  Of  the  crew  of  eighty  men  thirty  were 
killed  and  a  large  proportion  of  the  rest  wounded.  The  sol 
diers  gave  three  hearty  cheers  as  the  flag  came  down. 

The  privateersmen  were  at  once  ordered  below. 

"Lieutenant  Hunter,"  O'Grady  said,  "do  you  go  on  board 
the  lugger  with  the  left  wing  of  the  company.  Mr.  Woods,  I 
think  you  had  better  stay  here,  there  are  a  good  many  more 
sails  to  manage  than  there  are  in  the  lugger.  One  man  here 
will  be  enough  to  steer  her;  we  will  pull  at  the  ropes  for  you. 
Put  the  others  on  board  the  lugger." 

"  By  the  by,  Mr.  Woods,"  he  said,  "  I  see  that  the  ship  has 
hoisted  a  signal ;  what  does  it  mean  1 " 

"I  believe  that  to  be  the  recall,  sir-  I  told  Mr.  O'Connor." 

"You  ought  to  have  reported  that  same  to  me,"  O'Grady  said 
severely;  "however,  we  will  obey  it  at  once." 
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The  Sea-horse  was  lying  head  to  wind  a  mile  and  a  half 
away,  and  the  two  prizes  ran  rapidly  up  to  her.  They  were 
received  with  a  tremendous  cheer  from  the  men  closely  packed 
along  her  bulwarks.  O'Grady  at  once  lowered  a  boat  and  was 
rowed  to  the  Sea-horse,  taking  Terence  with  him. 

"  You  have  done  extremely  well,  Captain  O'Grady,"  Major 
Harrison  said,  as  he  reached  the  deck,  "and  I  congratulate 
you  heartily.  You  should,  however,  have  obeyed  the  order  of 
recall;  the  brig  might  have  proved  too  strong  for  you,  and, 
bound  on  service  as  we  are,  we  have  no  right  to  risk  valuable 
lives  except  in  self-defence." 

"  Sure  I  knew  nothing  about  the  signal,"  O'Grady  said,  with 
an  air  of  innocence;  "I  thought  it  just  meant  'More  power  to  ye ! 
give  it  'em  hot!'  or  something  of  that  kind.  It  was  not  until 
after  I  had  taken  the  brig  that  I  was  told  that  it  was  an  order 
of  recall.  As  soon  as  I  learned  that,  we  came  along  as  fast  as 
we  could  to  you." 

"  But  Mr.  Woods  must  surely  have  known." 

"Mr.  Woods  did  tell  me,  Major,"  Terence  put  in,  "but 
somehow  I  forgot  to  mention  it  to  Captain  O'Grady." 

There  was  a  laugh  among  the  officers  standing  round. 

"  You  ought  to  have  informed  him  at  once,  Mr.  O'Connor," 
the  major  said,  with  an  attempt  at  gravity.  "However,"  he 
went  on,  with  a  change  of  voice,  "  we  all  owe  so  much  to  you 
that  I  must  overlook  it,  as  there  can  be  very  little  doubt 
that  had  it  not  been  for  your  happy  idea  of  taking  possession 
of  the  lugger  we  should  have  been  obliged  to  surrender,  for  I 
should  not  have  been  justified  in  holding  out  until  the  ship 
sank  under  us.  I  shall  not  fail,  in  reporting  the  matter,  to 
do  you  full  credit  for  your  share  in  it.  Now,  what  is  your 
loss,  Captain  O'Grady  V 

"  Three  men  killed  and  eleven  wounded,  sir." 

"And  what  is  that  of  the  enemy1?" 

"Thirty -two  killed  and  about  the  same  number  of  wounded, 
more  or  less.  We  had  not  time  to  count  them  before  we  sent 
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them  down,  and  I  had  not  time  afterwards,  for  I  was  occupied 
in  obeying  the  order  of  recall.  I  am  sorry  that  we  have  killed 
so  many  of  the  poor  beggars,  but  if  they  had  hauled  down  their 
flag  when  we  got  up  with  them  there  would  have  been  no 
occasion  for  it.  I  should  have  told  their  captain  that  I  looked 
upon  him  as  an  obstinate  pig,  but  as  he  and  his  first  officer 
were  both  killed  there  was  no  use  in  my  spaking  to  him." 

"Well,  it  has  been  a  very  satisfactory  operation,"  the  major 
said,  "and  we  are  very  well  out  of  a  very  nasty  fix.  Now,  you 
will  go  back  to  the  brig,  Captain  O'Grady,  and  prepare  to  send 
the  prisoners  on  board.  We  will  send  our  boats  for  them. 
Doctor  Daly  and  Doctor  O'Flaherty  will  go  on  board  with  you 
and  see  to  the  wounded  French  and  English.  Dr.  Daly  will 
bring  the  worst  cases  on  board  here,  and  will  leave  O'Flaherty 
on  the  brig  to  look  after  the  others.  They  will  be  better  there 
than  in  this  crowded  ship.  The  first  officer  will  remain  there 
with  you  with  five  men,  and  you  will  retain  fifty  men  of  your 
own  company.  The  second  officer,  with  five  men,  will  take 
charge  of  the  lugger.  He  will  have  with  him  fifty  men  of 
Captain  O'Driscol's  company,  under  that  officer.  That  will 
give  us  a  little  more  room  on  board  here.  How  many  prisoners 
are  there?" 

"Counting  the  wounded,  Major,  there  are  about  fifty  of 
them:  her  crew  was  eighty  strong  to  begin  with.  There  are 
only  some  thirty,  including  the  slightly  wounded,  to  look  after." 

"  If  the  brig's  hold  is  clear,  I  think  that  you  had  better  take 
charge  of  them.  At  present  you  will  both  lie-to  beside  us  here 
till  we  have  completed  our  repairs,  and  when  we  make  sail  you 
are  both  to  follow  us,  and  keep  as  close  as  possible ;  and  on  no 
account,  Captain  O'Grady,  are  you  to  undertake  any  cruises 
on  your  own  account." 

"I  will  bear  it  in  mind,  Major;  and  we  will  do  all  we  can 
to  keep  up  with  you." 

A  laugh  ran  round  the  circle  of  officers  at  O'Grady's  obstinacy 
in  considering  the  Sea-horse  to  be  a  fast  vessel,  in  spite  of  the 
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evidence  that  they  had  had  to  the  contrary.  The  Major  said 
gravely : 

"  You  will  have  to  go  under  the  easiest  sail  possible.  The 
brig  can  go  two  feet  to  this  craft's  one,  and  you  will  only  want 
your  lower  sails.  If  you  put  on  more  you  will  be  running 
ahead  and  losing  us  at  night.  We  shall  show  a  light  over  our 
stern,  and  on  no  account  are  you  to  allow  yourselves  to  lose 
sight  of  it." 

A  party  of  men  were  already  at  work  nailing  battens  over-the 
shattered  stern  of  the  Seq-horse.  When  this  was  done,  sail-cloth 
was  nailed  over  them,  and  a  coat  of  pitch  given  to  it.  The 
operation  took  four  hours,  by  which  time  all  the  other  arrange 
ments  had  been  completed.  The  holds  of  the  two  privateers 
were  found  to  be  empty,  and  they  learned  from  the  French 
crews  that  the  two  craft  had  sailed  from  Bordeaux  in  company 
but  four  days  previously,  and  that  the  Sea-horse  was  the  first 
English  ship  that  they  had  come  across. 

"  You  will  remember,  Captain  O'Grady,"  the  Major  said,  as 
that  officer  prepared  to  go  on  board,  "  that  Mr.  Woods  is  in 
command  of  the  vessel,  and  that  he  is  not  to  be  interfered  with 
in  any  way  with  regard  to  making  or  taking-in  sail.  He  has 
received  precise  instructions  as  to  keeping  near  us,  and  your 
duties  will  be  confined  to  keeping  guard  over  the  prisoners, 
and  rendering  such  assistance  to  the  sailors  as  they  may  re 
quire." 

"I  understand,  Major;  but  I  suppose  that  in  case  you  are 
attacked  we  may  take  a  share  in  any  divarsion  that  is  going 
on?" 

"  I  don't  think  that  there  is  much  chance  of  our  being  at 
tacked,  O'Grady;  but  if  we  are,  instructions  will  be  signalled 
to  you.  French  privateers  are  not  likely  to  interfere  with  us, 
seeing  that  we  are  together,  and  if  by  any  ill-luck  a  French 
frigate  should  fall  in  with  us,  you  will  have  instructions  to 
sheer  off  at  once,  and  for  each  of  you  to  make  your  way  to 
Lisbon  as  quickly  as  you  can.  You  see,  we  have  transferred 
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four  guns  from  each  of  your  craft  to  take  the  place  of  the 
rotten  cannon  on  board  here,  but  our  united  forces  would  be 
of  no  avail  at  all  against  a  frigate,  which  would  send  us  to  the 
bottom  with  a  single  broadside.  We  can  neither  run  nor  fight 
in  this  wretched  eld  tub.  If  we  do  see  a  French  frigate  coming, 
I  shall  transfer  the  rest  of  the  troops  to  the  prizes  and  send 
them  off  at  once,  and  leave  the  Sea-horse  to  her  fate.  Of  course 
we  should  be  very  crowded  on  board  the  privateers,  but  that 
would  not  matter  for  a  few  days.  So  you  see  the  importance 
of  keeping  quite  close  to  us,  in  readiness  to  come  alongside  at 
once  if  signalled  to.  We  shall  separate  as  soon  as  we  leave  the 
ship,  so  as  to  ensure  at  least  half  our  force  reaching  its  desti 
nation." 

Captain  O'Driscol  took  Terence  with  him  on  board  the 
lugger,  leaving  his  lieutenant  in  charge  of  the  wing  that  re 
mained  on  board  the  ship. 

"  You  have  done  credit  to  the  company,  and  to  my  choice  of 
you,  Terence,"  he  said  warmly,  as  they  stood  together  on  the 
deck  of  the  lugger.  "I  did  not  see  anything  for  it  but  a 
French  prison,  and  it  would  have  broken  my  heart  to  be  tied 
up  there  while  the  rest  of  our  lads  were  fighting  the  French 
in  Portugal.  I  thought  that  you  would  make  a  good  officer 
some  day  in  spite  of  your  love  of  devilment,  but  I  did  not  think 
that  before  you  had  been  three  weeks  in  the  service  you  would 
have  saved  half  the  regiment  from  a  French  prison." 


CHAPTER    III. 

DISEMBARKED. 


AS  soon  as  the  vessels  were  under  way  again  it  was  found 
that  the  lugger  was  obliged  to  lower  her  mainsail  to  keep  in 
her  position  astern  of  the  Sea-horse,  while  the  brig  was  forced 
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to  take  in  sail  after  sail  until  the  whole  of  the  upper  sails  had 
been  furled. 

"It  is  tedious  work  going  along  like  this,"  O'Driscol  said; 
"but  it  does  not  so  much  matter,  because  as  yet  we  do  not 
know  where  we  are  going  to  land.  Sir  Arthur  has  gone  on  in 
a  fast  ship  to  Corunna  to  see  the  Spanish  Junta  there,  and  find 
out  what  assistance  we  are  likely  to  get  from  Northern  Spain. 
That  will  be  little  enough.  I  expect  they  will  take  our  money 
and  arms  and  give  us  plenty  of  fine  promises  in  return,  and 
do  nothing;  that  is  the  game  they  have  been  playing  in  the 
south,  and  if  there  were  a  grain  of  sense  among  our  ministers 
they  would  see  that  it  is  not  of  the  slightest  use  to  reckon  on 
Spain.  As  to  Portugal,  we  know  very  little  at  present,  but  I 
expect  there  is  not  a  pin  to  choose  between  them  and  the 
Spaniards." 

"  Then  we  are  not  going  to  Lisbon1?"  Terence  said  in  surprise. 

"  I  expect  not.  Sir  Arthur  won't  determine  anything  until 
he  joins  us  after  his  visit  to  Corunna,  but  I  don't  think  that  it 
will  be  at  Lisbon  anyhow.  There  are  strong  forts  guarding 
the  mouth  of  the  river,  and  ten  or  twelve  thousand  troops 
in  the  city,  and  a  Russian  fleet  anchored  in  the  port.  I  don't 
know  where  it  will  be,  but  I  don't  think  that  it  will  be  Lisbon. 
I  expect  that  we  shall  slip  into  some  little  port,  land,  and  wait 
for  Junot  to  attack  us ;  we  shall  be  joined,  I  expect,  by 
Stewart's  force,  that  have  been  fooling  about  for  two  or  three 
months  waiting  for  the  Spaniards  to  make  up  their  minds 
whether  they  will  admit  them  into  Cadiz  or  not.  You  see,  at 
present  there  are  only  9000  of  us,  and  they  say  that  Junot 
has  at  least  50,000  in  Portugal;  but  of  course  they  are  scattered 
about,  and  it  is  hardly  likely  that  he  would  venture  to  with 
draw  all  his  garrisons  from  the  large  towns,  so  that  the  odds 
may  not  be  as  heavy  as  they  look,  when  we  meet  him  in  the 
field.  And  I  suppose  that  at  any  rate  some  of  the  Portuguese 
will  join  us.  From  what  I  hear,  the  peasantry  are  brave  enough, 
only  they  have  never  had  a  chance  yet  of  making  a  fight  for 
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it  owing  to  their  miserable  government,  which  never  can  make 
up  its  mind  to  do  anything.  I  hope*  that  Sir  Arthur  has 
orders,  as  soon  as  he  takes  Lisbon,  to  assume  the  entire  control 
of  the  country  and  ignore  the  native  government  altogether. 
Even  if  they  are  worth  anything,  which  they  are  sure  not  to 
be,  it  is  better  to  have  one  head  than  two,  and  as  we  shall  have 
to  do  all  the  fighting,  it's  just  as  well  that  we  should  have  the 
whole  control  of  things  too." 

For  four  days  they  sailed  along  quietly.  On  the  morning 
of  the  fifth  the  signal  was  run  up  from  the  Sea-horse  for  the 
prizes  to  close  up  to  her.  Mr.  Woods,  the  mate  on  board  the 
brig,  at  once  sent  a  sailor  up  to  the  mast-head. 

"There  is  a  large  ship  away  to  the  south-west,  sir,"  he 
shouted  down. 

"  What  does  she  look  like  T 

"I  can  only  see  her  royals  and  topsails  yet,  but  by  their 
square  cut  I  think  that  she  is  a  ship  of  war." 

"Do  you  think  she  is  French  or  English1?" 

"  I  cannot  say  for  certain  yet,  sir,  but  it  looks  to  me  as  if  she 
is  French.  I  don't  think  that  the  sails  are  English  cut  anyhow." 

Such  was  evidently  the  opinion  on  board  the  Sea-horse,  for 
as  the  prizes  came  up  within  a  hundred  yards  of  her  they  were 
hailed  by  the  major  through  a  speaking-trumpet,  and  ordered 
to  keep  at  a  distance  for  the  present,  but  to  be  in  readiness  to 
come  up  alongside  directly  orders  were  given  to  that  effect. 

In  another  half-hour  the  look-out  reported  that  he  could  now 
see  the  lower  sails  of  the  stranger,  and  had  very  little  doubt 
but  that  it  was  a  large  French  frigate.  Scarcely  had  he  done 
so  before  the  two  prizes  were  ordered  to  close  up  to  the 
Sea-horse.  The  sea  was  very  calm  and  they  were  able  to  lie 
alongside,  and  as  soon  as  they  did  so  the  troops  began  to 
be  transferred  to  them.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  operation 
was  completed.  Major  Harrison  taking  his  place  on  board  the 
lugger;  half  the  men  were  ordered  below  and  the  prize  sheered 
off  from  the  Sea-horse, 
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"  The  Frenchman  is  bearing  down  straight  for  us,"  he  said 
to  O'Driscol;  "she  is  bringing  a  breeze  down  with  her,  and  in 
an  hour  she  will  be  alongside.  I  shall  wait  another  half-hour, 
and  then  we  must  leave  the  Sea-horse  to  her  fate;  except  for 
our  stores  she  is  worthless.  "Well,  Terence,  have  you  any  sug 
gestion  to  offer?  You  got  us  out  of  the  last  scrape,  and  though 
this  is  not  quite  so  bad  as  that,  it  is  unpleasant  enough.  The 
frigate  when  she  comes  near  will  see  that  the  Sea-horse  is  a 
slow  sailer,  and  will  probably  leave  her  to  be  picked  up  at  her 
leisure,  and  will  go  off  in  chase  either  of  the  brig  or  us.  The 
brig  is  to  make  for  the  north-west  and  we  shall  steer  south-c  t 
so  that  she  will  have  to  make  a  choice  between  us.  When  we 
get  the  breeze  we  shall  either  of  us  give  her  a  good  dance 
before  she  catches  us — that  is,  if  the  breeze  is  not  too  strong; 
if  it  is,  her  weight  would  soon  bring  her  up  to  us." 

"  Yes,  Major,  but  perhaps  she  may  not  trouble  about  us  at 
all.  She  would  see  at  once  that  the  lugger  and  brig  are  French, 
and  if  they  were  both  to  hoist  French  colours,  and  the  Sea-horse 
were  to  fly  French  colours  over  English,  she  would  naturally 
suppose  that  she  had  been  captured  by  us,  and  would  go 
straight  on  her  course  without  troubling  herself  further  about 
it." 

"  So  she  might,  Terence.  At  any  rate  the  scheme  is  worth 
trying.  If  they  have  anything  like  good  glasses  on  board  they 
could  make  out  our  colours  miles  away.  If  she  held  on 
towards  us  after  that,  there  would  be  plenty  of  time  for  us  to 
run,  but  if  we  saw  her.  change  her  course  we  should  know  that 
we  were  safe.  Your  head  is  good  for  other  things  besides 
mischief,  lad." 

The  lugger  sailed  up  near  the  ship  again,  and  the  major  gave 
the  captain  instructions  to  hoist  a  French  ensign  over  an  English 
one,  and  then,  sailing  near  the  brig,  told  them  to  hoist  French 
colours. 

"Keep  all  your  men  down  below  the  line  of  the  bulwarks, 
O'Grady.  Mr.  Woods,  you  had  better  get  your  boat  down  and 
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row  alongside  of  the  ship,  and  ask  the  captain  to  get  the  slings 
at  work  and  hoist  some  of  our  stores  into  her;  we  will  do  the 
same  on  the  other  side.  Tell  the  captain  to  lower  a  couple  of 
his  boats,  also  take  twenty  soldiers  on  board  with  you  without 
their  jackets;  we  will  do  the  same,  so  that  it  may  be  seen  that 
we  have  a  strong  party  on  board  getting  out  the  cargo." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  orders  were  carried  out,  and  forty 
soldiers  were  at  work  on  the  deck  of  the  Sea-horse,  slinging  up 
tents  from  below,  and  lowering  them  into  the  boats  alongside. 
The  approach  of  the  frigate  was  anxiously  watched  from  the 
decks  of  the  prizes.  The  upper  sails  of  the  Sects-horse  had  been 
furled,  and  the  privateers,  under  the  smallest  possible  canvas, 
kept  abreast  of  her  at  a  distance  of  a  couple  of  lengths.  The 
hull  of  the  French  frigate  was  now  visible. 

"  She  is  very  fast,"  the  mate  said  to  the  major,  "  and  she  is 
safe  to  catch  one  of  us  if  the  breeze  she  has  got  holds." 

As  she  came  nearer  the  feeling  of  anxiety  heightened. 

"  They  ought  to  make  out  our  colours  now,  sir." 

Almost  immediately  afterwards  the  frigate  was  seen  to 
change  her  course.  Her  head  was  turned  more  to  the  east. 
A  suppressed  cheer  broke  from  the  troops. 

"It  is  all  right  now,  sir,"  the  mate  said;  "  she  is  making  for 
Brest.  We  have  fooled  her  nicely." 

The  boats  passed  and  repassed  between  the  Sea-horse  and  the 
prizes,  and  the  frigate  crossed  a  little  more  than  a  mile  ahead. 

" Five-and-twenty  guns  a-side,"  the  major  said.  "By  Jove! 
she  would  have  made  short  work  of  us." 

As  it  was  not  advisable  to  make  any  change  in  the  position 
until  the  frigate  was  far  on  her  way,  the  boats  continued  to 
pass  to  and  fro,  carrying  back  to  the  Sea-horse  the  stores  that 
had  just  been  removed,  until  the  Frenchman  was  five  or  six 
miles  away. 

"Don't  you  think  that  we  might  make  sail  again,  Captain V 
the  major  then  hailed. 

"•I  think  that  we  had  better  give  him  another  hour,  sir. 

(  H  359  )  D 
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Were  she  to  see  us  making  sail  with  the  prize  to  the  south  it 
would  excite  suspicion  at  once,  and  the  captain  might  take  it 
into  his  head  to  come  back  again  to  inquire  into  it." 

"Half  an  hour  will  surely  be  sufficient,"  the  major  said. 
"  She  is  travelling  at  eight  or  nine  knots  an  hour,  and  she  is 
evidently  bound  for  port.  It  would  be  unlikely  in  the  extreme 
that  her  commander  would  beat  back  ten  miles  on  what,  after 
all,  might  be  a  fool's  errand." 

"  That  is  true  enough,  sir.  Then  in  half  an  hour  we  shall  be 
ready  to  sail  again." 

The  major  was  rowed  to  the  Sea-horse.  "We  may  as  well 
transfer  the  men  at  once,"  he  said.  We  have  had  a  very 
narrow  escape  of  it,  Captain,  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  we 
owe  our  safety  entirely  to  the  sharpness  of  that  young  ensign. 
We  should  have  been  sunk  or  taken  if  he  had  not  suggested 
our  manning  the  lugger  in  the  first  place,  and  of  pretending 
that  the  ship  had  been  captured  by  French  privateers  in  the 
second." 

"You  are  right,  Major.  Another  half-hour  and  the  craft 
would  have  foundered  under  us;  and  the  frigate  would  cer 
tainly  have  captured  the  Sea-horse  and  one  of  the  prizes  if 
the  Frenchman  had  not,  as  he  thought,  seen  two  privateers  at 
work  emptying  our  hold.  He  is  a  sharp  young  fellow  that." 

"  That  he  is,"  the  major  agreed.  "  He  has  been  brought  up 
with  the  regiment,  and  has  always  been  up  to  pranks  of  all 
kinds ;  but  he  has  used  his  wits  to  good  purpose  this  time,  and 
I  have  no  doubt  will  turn  out  an  excellent  officer." 

Before  sail  was  made  the  major  summoned  the  officers  on 
board  the  Sea-horse.  The  troops  from  the  lugger  and  brig 
were  drawn  up  on  deck,  and  the  major,  standing  on  the  poop, 
said  in  a  voice  that  could  be  heard  from  end  to  end  of  the  ship: 

"Officers  and  men,  we  have  had  a  narrow  escape  from  a 
French  prison,  and  as  it  is  possible  that  before  we  arrive  at 
our  destination  we  may  fall  in  with  an  enemy  again  and  not  be 
so  lucky,  I  think  it  right  to  take  this  occasion  at  once  of  thank- 
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ing,  Mr.  O'Connor,  before  you  all,  in  my  own  name,  and  in  yours, 
for  to  his  intelligence  and  quickness  of  wit  it  is  entirely  due 
that  we  escaped  being  captured  when  the  brig  was  pounding 
us  with  its  shot  without  our  being  able  to  make  any  return, 
and  it  was  certain  that  in  a  short  time  we  should  have  had  to 
Jtiaul  down  our  flag  or  be  sunk.  It  was  he  who  suggested  that 
we  should  take  possession  of  the  lugger,  and  with  her  guns 
drive  off  the  brig.  As  the  result  of  that  suggestion  this  craft 
was  saved  from  being  sunk,  arid  the  brig  was  also  captured. 

"  In  the  second  place,  when  that  French  frigate  was  bearing 
down  upon  us  and  our  capture  seemed  certain,  it  was  he  who 
suggested  to  me,  that  by  hoisting  the  French  flag  and  appear 
ing  to  be  engaged  in  transferring  the  cargo  of  the  ship  to  the 
privateers,  we  might  throw  dust  into  the  eyes  of  the  Frenchmen. 
As  you  saw,  the  ruse  succeeded  perfectly.  I  therefore,  Mr. 
O'Connor,  thank  you  most  heartily  in  my  own  name,  and  in 
that  of  your  fellow  officers,  also  in  the  name  of  the  four  hun 
dred  men  of  the  regiment,  and  of  the  ship's  company,  for  the 
manner  in  which  you  have,  by  your  quickness  and  good  sense, 
saved  us  all  from  a  French  prison,  and  saved  His  Majesty  from 
the  loss  of  the  wing  of  a  fine  regiment." 

As  he  concluded  the  men  broke  into  loud  cheering,  and  the 
officers  gathered  round  Terence  and  thanked  and  congratulated 
him  most  heartily  on  the  service  that  he  had  rendered  them. 

"You  are  a  broth  of  a  boy,  Terence,"  Captain  O'Grady  said. 
"  I  knew  that  it  was  in  you  all  along.  I  would  not  give  a  brass 
farthing  for  a  lad  who  had  not  a  spice  of  divilment  in  him. 
It  shows  that  he  has  got  his  wits  about  him,  and  that  when  he 
steddys  down  he  will  be  hard  to  bate." 

Terence  was  so  much  overpowered  at  the  praise  he  had  re 
ceived  that,  beyond  protesting  that  it  was  quite  undeserved,  he 
had  no  reply  to  make  to  the  congratulations  that  he  received 
from  the  captain.  O'Driscol,  seeing  that  he  was  on  the  verge 
of  breaking  down,  at  once  called  upon  him  to  take  his  place 
in  the  boat,  and  rowed  with  him  to  the  lugger. 
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A  few  minutes  later  all  sail  was  set  on  the  Sea-horse,  and  with 
her  yards  braced  tautly  aft  she  laid  her  course  south,  close- 
hauled;  a  fresh  breeze  was  now  blowing,  and  she  ploughed 
her  way  through  the  water  at  a  rate  that  almost  justified 
O'Grady's  panegyrics  upon  her.  In  another  three  days  she 
entered  the  port  of  Vigo,  where  the  convoy  was  to  rendezvous, 
and  all  were  glad  to  find  that  the  whole  fleet  were  still  there. 
On  anchoring,  the  major  went  on  board  the  Dauphin,  which 
had  brought  the  head-quarters,  and  the  other  wing  of  the 
regiment.  He  was  heartily  greeted  by  the  colonel. 

"We  were  getting  very  uneasy  about  you,  Harrison,"  he 
said.  "  The  last  ship  of  the  convoy  came  in  three  days  ago, 
and  we  began  to  fear  that  you  must  have  been  either  dis 
masted  or  sunk  in  the  gale.  I  saw  the  senior  naval  officer 
this  morning,  and  he  said  that  if  you  did  not  come  in  during 
the  day  he  would  send  a  frigate  out  in  search  of  you;  but  I 
could  see  by  his  manner  that  he  thought  it  most  likely  that 
you  had  gone  down.  So  you  may  imagine  how  pleased  we 
were  when  we  made  out  your  number,  though  Ave  could  not 
for  the  life  of  us  make  out  what  those  two  craft  flying  the 
English  colours  over  the  French,  that  came  in  after  you,  were. 
But  of  course  they  had  nothing  to  do  with  you.  I  suppose 
they  were  two  privateers  that  had  been  captured  by  one  of  our 
frigates,  and  sent  in  here  with  prize  crews  to  refit  before  going 
home.  They  have  both  of  them  been  knocked  about  a  bit." 

"I  will  tell  you  about  them  directly,  Colonel,  it  is  rather  a 
long  story.  We  have  had  a  narrow  squeak  of  it.  We  got 
through  the  storm  pretty  well,  but  we  had  a  bad  time  of  it 
afterwards,  and  we  owe  it  entirely  to  young  O'Connor  that  we 
are  not,  all  of  us,  in  a  prison  at  Brest  at  present." 

"You  don't  say  so!  Wait  a  moment,  I  will  call  his  father 
here ;  he  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  the  young  scamp  has  behaved 
well.  I  may  as  well  call  them  all  up,  they  will  like  to  hear 
the  story." 

Turning  to  the  group  of  officers  who  were  standing  on  the 
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quarter-deck  a  short  distance  away,  waiting  to  hear  the  news 
when  the  major  had  given  his  report,  he  said:  "You  may  as 
well  come  now  and  hear  Major  Harrison's  story,  it  will  save 
his  telling  it  twice.  You  will  be  glad  to  hear,  O'Connor,  that 
Terence  has  been  distinguishing  himself  in  some  way,  though 
I  know  not  yet  in  what;  the  major  says  that  if  it  had  not 
been  for  him  the  whole  wing  of  the  regiment  would  have  now 
been  in  a  French  prison." 

"  Terence  was  always  good  at  getting  out  of  scrapes,  Colonel, 
though  I  don't  say  he  was  not  equally  good  in  getting  into 
them;  but  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  this  time  he  has  done  some 
thing  useful." 

The  major  then  gave  a  full  account  of  their  adventure  with 
the  two  privateers,  and  of  the  subsequent  escape  from  the 
French  frigate. 

"Faith,  O'Connor,"  the  colonel  said  warmly,  holding  out 
his  hand  to  him,  "I  congratulate  you  most  heartily,  Avhich  is 
more  than  I  ever  thought  to  do  on  Terence's  account.  I  had 
some  misgivings  when  I  recommended  him  for  a  commission, 
but  I  may  congratulate  myself  as  well  as  you  that  I  did  so. 
I  was  sure  the  lad  had  plenty  in  him,  but  I  was  afraid  that 
it  was  more  likely  to  come  out  the  wrong  way  than  the  right; 
and  now  it  turns  out  that  he  has  saved  half  the  regiment,  for 
there  is  no  doubt  from  what  Harrison  says  that  he  has  done  so." 

"Thank  you,  Colonel;  I  am  glad  indeed  that  the  boy  has 
done  credit  to  your  kindness.  It  was  a  mighty  bad  scrape  this 
time,  and  he  got  out  of  it  well." 

"  Of  course,  Major,  you  will  give  a  full  report  in  writing  of 
this, and  will  send  it  in  to  Sir  Arthur;  he  arrived  this  morning.  I 
will  go  on  board  the  flag-ship  at  once  and  report  as  to  the  prizes. 
Who  they  belong  to  I  have  not  the  least  idea.  I  never  heard 
of  a  transport  capturing  a  couple  of  privateers  before;  but,  I 
suppose,  as  she  is  taken  up  for  the  king's  service  and  the  prizes 
were  captured  by  His  Majesty's  troops,  they  will  rank  as  if  taken 
by  the  navy,  that  is,  a  certain  amount  of  their  value  will  go  to 
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the  admiral.  Anyhow,  the  bulk  of  it  will  go,  I  should  think,  to 
the  troops,  the  crew  and  officers  of  the  ship,  of  course,  sharing." 

"  It  won't  come  to  much  a  head,  Colonel,  anyhow.  You  see, 
they  were  both  empty,  and  there  is  simply  the  value  of  the 
ships  themselves,  which  I  don't  suppose  would  fetch  above 
five  or  six  hundred  apiece." 

"  Still,  the  thing  must  be  done  in  a  regular  way,  and  I  must 
leave  it  in  the  admiral's  hands.  I  will  take  your  boat,  Major, 
and  go  to  him  at  once.  You  will  find  pen  and  ink  in  my  cabin, 
and  I  should  be  glad  if  you  would  write  your  report  by  the 
time  that  I  return,  then  I  will  go  off  at  once  to  Sir  Arthur." 

"  I  have  it  already  written,  Colonel,"  the  major  said,  pro 
ducing  the  document. 

"  That  looks  to  me  rather  long,  Harrison,  and,  busy  as  Sir 
Arthur  must  be,  he  might  not  take  the  trouble  to  read  it.  I 
wish  you  would  write  out  another,  as  concise  as  you  can  make 
it,  of  the  actual  affair,  saying  at  the  end  that  you  beg  to  report 
especially  the  conduct  of  Ensign  O'Connor,  to  whose  sugges 
tions  the  escape  of  the  ship  both  from  the  privateers  and 
French  frigate  were  due.  I  will  hand  that  in  as  the  official 
report,  and  with  it  the  other,  saying  that  it  gives  further 
details  of  the  affair.  Of  course,  with  them  I  must  give  in  an 
official  letter  from  myself  inclosing  your  two  reports.  But 
first  I  will  go  and  see  the  admiral." 

In  a  little  over  half  an  hour  he  returned.  "The  admiral 
knows  no  more  than  I  do  whether  the  navy  have  anything  to 
do  with  the  prizes  or  not.  Being  so  small  in  value  he  does 
not  want  to  trouble  himself  about  it.  He  says  that  the  matter 
would  entail  no  end  of  correspondence  and  bother,  and  that 
the  crafts  might  rot  at  their  anchors  before  the  matter  was 
decided.  He  thinks  the  best  thing  that  I  can  do  will  be  to 
sell  the  two  vessels  for  what  they  will  fetch,  and  divide  the 
money  according  to  prize  rules,  and  say  nothing  about  it. 
In  that  way  there  is  not  likely  ever  to  be  any  question  about 
it,  while  if  the  Admiralty  and  Horse-guards  once  get  into  a 
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correspondence  over  the  matter,  there  is  no  saying  what  bother 
I  might  have ;  and  that  he  should  advise  me,  if  I  do  not  adopt 
that  plan,  to  simply  scuttle  them  both,  and  report  that  they 
have  sunk.  Now  I  will  just  write  my  official  letter  and  take 
it  to  head-quarters." 

In  two  hours  he  was  back  again. 

"  I  have  not  seen  the  chief,"  he  said,  "  but  I  gave  the  reports 
to  his  adjutant-general.  General  Fane  was  with  him,  he  is  an 
old  friend  of  mine,  and  I  told  him  the  story  of  your  voyage,  and 
the  adjutant-general  joined  in  the  conversation.  Fane  was  wait 
ing  to  go  in  to  Sir  Arthur,  who  was  dictating  some  despatches 
to  England,  and  he  said  that  if  he  had  a  chance  he  would 
mention  the  affair  to  Sir  Arthur;  and,  at  any  rate,  the  other 
officer  said  that  he  would  lay  the  reports  before  him,  with 
such  mention  that  Sir  Arthur  would  doubtless  look  through 
them  both.  I  find  that  there  is  a  bit  of  insurrection  going  on 
in  Portugal,  but  that  no  one  thinks  much  will  come  of  it,  as 
bands  of  unarmed  peasants  can  have  no  chance  with  the  French. 
Nothing  is  determined  as  yet  about  our  landing.  Lisbon  and 
the  Tagus  are  completely  in  the  hands  of  the  French. 

"  Sir  Arthur  is  going  down  to  Oporto  to-morrow,  where  it  is 
likely  that  he  will  learn  more  about  the  situation  than  he  did 
at  Corunna.  Fane  says  that  he  hopes  we  shall  soon  be  ashore,  as 
the  general  is  not  the  man  to  let  the  grass  grow  under  his  feet." 

After  holding  counsel  with  his  officers  the  colonel  determined 
to  adopt  the  advice  he  had  received,  and  to  sell  the  two  craft 
for  what  they  would  fetch,  the  officers  all  agreeing  to  refund 
their  shares  if  any  questions  were  ever  asked  on  the  subject. 
The  captain  of  the  Sea-horse  agreed  to  accept  the  share  of  a 
captain  in  the  line,  and  his  mates  those  of  first  and  second 
lieutenant.  The  colonel  put  himself  in  communication  with 
some  merchants  on  shore,  and  the  two  craft  were  sold  for 
twelve  hundred  pounds. 

"This  gave  something  over  a  pound  a  head  to  the  400 
soldiers  and  the  crew,  twice  that  amount  to  the  non-com- 
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missioned  officers,  and  sums  varying  from  ten  pounds  apiece 
to  the  ensigns  to  fifty  pounds  to  the  major.  The  admiral  was 
asked  to  approve  of  the  transaction,  and  said,  'I  have  no 
right  formally  to  sanction  it,  since,  so  far  as  I  know,  it  is  not 
a  strictly  naval  matter;  but  I  will  give  you  a  letter,  colonel, 
saying  that  you  have  informed  me  of  the  course  that  you  have 
adopted,  and  that  I  consider  that  under  the  peculiar  circum 
stances  of  the  capture,  and  the  fact  that  there  are  no  men 
available  for  sending  the  prizes  to  England,  the  course  was 
the  best  and  most  convenient  that  could  possibly  be  adopted, 
though,  had  the  craft  been  of  any  great  value,  it  would,  of 
course,  have  been  necessary  to  refer  the  matter  home.' " 

A  week  passed  without  movement.  The  expedition  had 
left  England  on  the  12th  of  July,  1808,  and  Sir  Arthur  rejoined 
it  towards  the  end  of  the  month.  He  had  learned  at  Oporto 
from  Colonel  Brown,  our  agent  there,  that,  contrary  to  what 
he  had  been  told  at  Corunna,  there  were  no  Spanish  troops 
in  the  north  of  Portugal,  but  that  a  body  of  some  8000  Por 
tuguese  irregulars  and  militia,  half-armed  and  but  slightly 
disciplined,  were  assembled  on  the  river  Mondego.  After  a 
consultation  with  Admiral  Sir  Charles  Cotton,  Sir  Arthur  had 
concluded  that  an  attack  at  the  mouth  of  the  Tagus  was 
impracticable,  owing  to  the  strength  of  the  French  there,  the 
position  of  the  forts  that  commanded  the  entrance  of  the 
river,  and  the  heavy  surf  that  broke  in  all  the  undefended 
creeks  and  bays  near.  There  was  then  the  choice  of  landing 
far  enough  north  of  Lisbon  to  ensure  a  disembarkation  un 
disputed  by  the  French,  or  else  to  sail  south,  join  Spencer, 
and  act  against  the  French  army  under  Dupont. 

Sir  Arthur  finally  determined  that  the  Mondego  Eiver  was 
the  most  practicable  for  the  enterprise.  The  fort  of  Figueira 
at  its  mouth  was  already  occupied  by  British  marines,  and  the 
Portuguese  force  was  at  least  sufficient  to  deter  any  small 
body  of  troops  approaching  the  neighbourhood.  Therefore, 
to  the  great  joy  of  the  troops,  the  order  was  given  that  the 
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fleet  should  sail  on  the  following  morning;  two  days  later 
they  anchored  off  the  mouth  of  the  Mondego.  Just  before 
starting  a  vessel  arrived  with  despatches  from  Spencer,  saying 
that  he  was  at  St.  Mary's  and  was  free  to  act  with  Sir  Arthur, 
and  a  fast  vessel  was  despatched  with  orders  to  him  to  sail 
to  the  Mondego. 

On  arriving  there  Sir  Arthur  received  the  mortifying  in 
telligence  that  Sir  Hew  Dalrymple  had  been  appointed  over 
his  head,  nevertheless  he  continued  to  push  on  his  own  plans 
with  vigour,  pending  the  arrival  of  that  general.  With  this 
bad  news  came  the  information  that  the  French  general,  Dupont, 
had  been  defeated.  This  set  free  a  small  force  under  General 
Anstruther,  and  some  fast-sailing  craft  were  at  once  despatched 
to  find  his  command,  and  order  it  to  sail  at  once  to  the 
Mondego.  Without  further  delay,  however,  the  landing  of 
the  troops  began  on  the  1st  of  August,  and  the  9000  men, 
their  guns  and  stores,  were  ashore  by  the  5th. 

On  that  day  Spencer  fortunately  arrived  with  3300  men. 
He  had  not  received  Sir  Arthur's  orders,  but  the  moment  that 
Dupont  surrendered  he  had  sailed  for  the  Tagus,  and  had 
learned  from  Sir  C.  Cotton,  who  commanded  the  fleet  at  the 
entrance  to  the  river,  where  Sir  Arthur  was,  and  at  once 
sailed  to  join  him.  While  the  troops  were  disembarking  Sir 
Arthur  had  gone  over  to  the  Portuguese  head-quarters,  two 
miles  distant,  to  confer  with  Bernardin  Friere,  the  Portuguese 
commander-in-chief.  The  visit  was  a  disappointing  one.  He 
found  that  the  Portuguese  troops  were  almost  unarmed,  and 
that  their  commander  was  full  of  inflated  ideas.  He  proposed 
that  the  forces  should  unite,  that  they  should  relinquish 
the  coast,  and  march  into  the  interior  and  commence  an  offen 
sive  campaign,  and  was  lavish  in  his  promises  to  provide  ample 
stores  of  provisions.  The  English  general  saw,  however,  that 
no  effectual  assistance  could  be  hoped  for  from  the  Portuguese 
troops,  and  as  little  from  the  promises  of  their  commander. 
He  gave  Friere  5000  muskets  for  his  troops,  but  absolutely 
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declined  to  adopt  the  proposed  plan,  his  own  intention  being 
to  keep  near  the  coast,  where  he  could  receive  his  supplies  from 
the  ships  and  be  joined  by  reinforcements. 

As  soon  as  they  had  landed  the  Mayo  regiment  was  marched 
to  a  village  two  miles  inland,  and,  with  two  others  of  the 
same  brigade,  encamped  near  it.  All  idea  of  keeping  up  a 
regimental  officers'  mess  had  been  abandoned,  and  as  soon  as 
the  tents  were  pitched  and  the  troops  had  settled  down  in 
them,  O'Grady  said  to  Terence: 

"We  will  go  into  the  village  and  see  if  we  can  find  a  suit 
able  place  for  taking  our  meals.  It  may  be  that  in  time  our 
fellows  will  learn  how  to  cook  for  us,  but,  by  jabers !  we  will 
live  dacent  as  long  as  we  can.  My  servant,  Tim  Hoolan,  has 
gone  on  ahead  to  look  for  such  a  place,  and  he  is  the  boy  to 
find  one  if  there  is  one  anyhow  to  be  got.  As  our  companies 
are  number  1  and  2  it  is  reasonable  that  we  should  stick 
together,  and  though  O'Driscol's  a  quare  stick,  with  all  sorts 
of  ridiculous  notions,  he  is  a  good  fellow  at  heart,  and  I  will 
put  up  with  him  for  the  sake  of  having  you  with  me." 

As  they  entered  the  village  the  servant  came  up.  "  1  have 
managed  it,  Captain;  we  have  got  hold  of  the  best  quarters 
in  the  village;  it  is  a  room  over  the  only  shebeen  here.  The 
ould  scoundrel  of  a  landlord  wanted  to  keep  it  as  a  general 
room,  but  I  brought  the  Church  to  bear  on  him,  and  I  man 
aged  it  finally." 

"  How  did  you  work  it,  Tim?" 

"  Sure,  your  honour,  I  went  to  the  praste,  and  by  good  luck 
his  house  is  in  front  of  the  church.  I  went  into  the  church,  and 
I  crossed  myself  before  the  altar  and  said  a  prayer  or  two. 
As  I  did  so  who  should  come  out  of  the  vestry  but  the  father 
himself.  He  waited  until  I  had  done  and  then  came  up  to 
me,  and  to  my  surprise  said  in  good  Irish : 

"'So  it's  a  Catholic  you  are,  my  man V 

" '  That  am  I,  your  riverence,'  said  I,  '  and  most  all  of  the 
rigiment  are;  sure,  we  were  raised  in  the  ould  country,  and 
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belong,  most  of  us,  to  County  Mayo,  and  glad  we  were  to  come 
out  here  to  fight  for  those  of  the  true  religion  against  these 
Frenchmen,  who  they  say  have  no  religion  at  all,  at  all.  And 
how  is  it  you  spake  the  language,,  your  riverence,  if  I  may  be 
so  bold  as  to  ask  ? ' " 

"Then  he  told  me  that  he  had  been  at  college  at  Lisbon, 
where  the  sons  of  many  Catholic  Irish  gentlemen  were  sent  to 
be  educated,  and  that  he  had  learned  it  from  them. 

"  '  And  how  is  it  that  you  are  not  with  your  regiment,  my 
man?1 

" '  I  am  here  to  hire  rooms  for  the  officers,  your  riverence, 
just  a  place  where  they  can  ate  a  dacent  meal  in  peace  and 
quietness.  I  have  been  to  the  inn,  but  I  cannot  for  the  life  of 
me  make  the  landlord  understand.  He  has  got  a  room  that 
would  be  just  suitable,  so  I  thought  I  would  come  to  your 
riverence  to  explain  to  you  that  the  rigiment  are  not  heretics, 
but  true  sous  of  the  church.  I  thought  that,  being  a  learned 
man,  I  might  make  shift  to  make  you  understand,  and  that 
you  would  maybe  go  wid  me  and  explain  the  matter  to  him.' 

'"That  will  I,'  says  he;  and  he  wint  and  jabbered  away 
with  the  innkeeper,  and  at  last  turned  to  me  and  said :  '  He  will 
let  you  have  a  room,  seeing  that  it  is  for  the  service  of  good 
Catholics  and  not  heretics.' " 

"But,  you  rascal,  you  know  that  we  are  not  Catholics." 

"  Sure,  your  honour,  didn't  I  say  that  most  all  the  rigiment 
were  Catholics;  I  did  not  say  all  of  them." 

"  I  must  go  and  explain  the  matter  to  him,  Hoolan.  If  he 
calls  upon  us,  as  like  he  may  do,  he  would  find  out  at  once 
that  you  have  desaved  him." 

"Sure,  your  honour,  if  you  think  that  it  is  necessary  of 
course  it  must  be  done;  but  would  it  not  be  as  well  to  go  to  the 
shebeen  first  and  to  take  possession  of  the  room,  and  to  get 
comfortably  settled  down  in  it  before  ye  gives  me  away." 

"I  think  it  might  be  worth  while,  Tim,"  O'Grady  said 
gravely.  "What  do  you  say,  Terence?" 
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"  I  think  the  matter  will  keep  for  a  few  hours,"  Terence 
said,  laughing,  "and  when *we  are  onco  settled  there  it  will  be 
very  hard  to  turn  us  out." 

The  room  was  found  to  be  larger  than  they  had  expected, 
and  O'Grady  proposed  that  they  should  admit  the  whole  officers 
of  their  Aving  to  share  it  with  them,  to  which  Terence  at 
once  agreed  heartily.  "  I  think  that  with  a  little  squeezing  the 
place  would  hold  the  officers  of  the  five  companies,  and  the 
major  and  O'Flaherty.  The  more  of  us  there  are  the  merrier, 
and  the  less  fear  of  our  being  turned  out." 

"  That  is  so.  We  had  better  put  the  names  up  on  the  door. 
You  go  down  and  try  and  make  that  black-browed  landlord 
understand  that  you  want  some  paper  and  pen  and  ink." 

With  some  difficulty  and  much  gesticulation  Terence  suc 
ceeded.  The  names  of  the  officers  were  written  down  on  a 
paper  and  it  was  then  fastened  on  the  door. 

"Now,  Terence,  I  will  go  and  fetch  the  boys;  you  and 
Hoolan  make  the  landlord  understand  that  we  want  food  and 
wine  for  fifteen  or  sixteen  officers.  Of  course  they  won't  all 
be  able  to  get  away  at  once.  We  must  contint  ourselves  with 
anything  we  can  get  now;  afterwards  we  will  send  up  our 
rations,  and  with  plenty  of  good  wine  and  a  ham  (there  are 
lots  of  them  hanging  from  the  ceiling  down  below),  we  shall 
do  pretty  well,  with  what  you  can  forage  outside." 

Terence  left  this  part  of  the  work  to  Hoolan,  who,  by  bring 
ing  up  a  number  of  plates  and  ranging  them  on  the  table, 
getting  down  a  ham  and  cutting  it  into  slices,  and  by  pointing 
to  the  wine-skins,  managed  to  acquaint  the  landlord  with  what 
was  required.  In  this  he  was  a  good  deal  aided  by  the  man's 
two  nieces,  who  acted  as  his  assistants,  and  who  were  much 
quicker  in  catching  his  meaning  than  was  the  landlord  himself. 
Very  soon  the  room  below  was  crowded  with  officers  from 
other  regiments,  and  Hoolan  went  up  to  Terence : 

"  I  think,  Mr.  O'Connor,  that  it  would  be  a  good  job  if  you 
were  to  go  down  and  buy  a  dozen  of  them  hams.  A  lot  of 
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them  have  been  sold  already,  and  it  won't  be  long  before  the 
last  has  gone,  though  I  reckon  that  there  are  three  or  four 
dozen  of  them  still  there." 

"  That  is  a  very  good  idea,  Tim.  You  come  down  with  me 
and  bring  them  straight  up  here,  and  we  will  drive  some  nails 
into  those  rafters.  I  expect  before  nightfall  the  place  will  be 
cleared  out  of  everything  that  is  eatable." 

The  bargain  was  speedily  concluded.  The  landlord  was 
now  in  a  better  temper.  At  first  he  had  been  very  doubtful 
of  the  intentions  of  the  new-comers.  Now  that  he  saw  that 
they  were  ready  to  pay  for  everything,  and  that  at  prices  much 
higher  than  he  could  before  have  obtained,  his  face  shone  with 
good -humour.  He  and  the  two  girls  were  already  busy  draw 
ing  wine  and  selling  it  to  the  customers. 

"  I  will  get  some  wood,  yer  honour,  and  light  a  fire  here,  or 
it  is  mighty  little  dinner  that  you  will  be  getting.  The  soldiers 
will  soon  be  dropping  in,  that  is,  if  they  don't  keep  this  place 
for  officers  only,  for  there  are  two  other  places  where  they 
sell  wine  in  the  village.  When  I  came  up  two  officers  had  a 
slice  of  ham  each  on  the  points  of  their  swords  over  the  fire." 

"That  will  be  a  very  good  plan,  Tim;  you  had  better  set  to 
work  about  it  at  once,  and  at  the  same  time  I  will  try  and  get 
some  bread." 

By  the  time  that  O'Grady  returned  with  seven  or  eight  other 
officers  the  fire  was  blazing.  Terence  had  managed  to  get  a 
sufficient  number  of  knives  and  forks;  there  was,  however,  no 
table-cloth  in  the  house.  He  and  Terence  were  cooking  slices 
of  ham  on  a  gridiron  over  the  fire. 

"This  is  first-rate,  O'Grady,"  Major  Harrison  said;  "the 
place  is  crowded  down  below,  and  we  should  have  fared  very 
badly  if  you  had  not  managed  to  get  hold  of  this  room." 

"  If  some  of  the  boys  Avill  see  to  the  cooking,  Major,  I  will 
go  down  Avith  Hoolan  and  get  a  barrel  of  wine  and  bring  it  up 
here;  then  we  shall  do  first-rate." 

"How  about  the  rations,  Major?"  Terence  asked. 
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"  They  have  just  been  served  out.  I  sent  my  man  down  to 
draw  the  rations  for  the  whole  wing  at  once,  and  told  him  to 
bring  them  up  here." 

"And  I  have  told  mine,"  Captain  O'Driscol  said,  "to  go 
round  the  village  and  buy  up  two  or  three  dozen  chickens,  if 
he  can  find  them,  and  as  many  eggs  as  he  can  collect.  I  think 
that  we  had  better  tell  off  two  of  the  men  as  cooks.  I  don't 
think  it  is  likely  that  they  will  be  able  to  get  much  done  that 
way  below.  Hoolan  and  another  will  do." 

"I  should  think  it  best  to  keep  Hoolan  as  forager;  he  is 
rather  a  genius  in  that  capacity.  I  think  he  has  got  round 
those  two  girls,  whether  by  his  red  hair  or  his  insinuating 
manners  I  cannot  say,  but  they  seem  ready  to  do  anything  for 
him,  and  we  shall  want  lots  of  things  in  the  way  of  pots  and 
pans  and  so  on." 

"  Very  well,  Terence,  then  we  will  leave  him  free  and  put 
two  others  on." 


CHAPTER    IV. 

UNDER   CANVAS. 

IN  a  short  time  O'Grady  returned,  followed  by  Hoolan  carry 
ing  a  small  barrel  of  wine. 

"  It  is  good,  I  hope,"  the  major  said,  as  the  barrel  was  set 
down  in  one  corner  of  the  room. 

"  I  think  that  it  is  the  best  they  have ;  one  of  the  girls  went 
down  with  Tim  into  the  cellar  and  pointed  it  out  to  him.  I 
told  him  to  ask  her  for  bueno  vino.  I  don't  know  whether  it 
was  right  or  not,  but  I  think  she  understood." 

"How  much  does  it  hold,  O'Grady T 

"I  cannot  say;  five  or  six  gallons,  I  should  think;  anyhow, 
I  paid  three  dollars  for  it" 

"  You  must  put  down  all  the  outgoings,  O'Grady,  and  we  will 
square  up  when  we  leave  here." 
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"I  will  put  them  down,  Major.  How  long  do  you  think 
we  shall  stop  here?" 

"That  is  more  than  anyone  can  say;  we  have  to  wait  for 
Anstruther  and  Spencer.  It  may  be  three  or  four  days;  it 
may  be  a  fortnight." 

Dick  Ryan  assisted  Terence  in  the  cooking,  while  Tim  went 
down  to  get  something  to  drink  out  of.  He  returned  with 
three  mugs  and  two  horns. 

"Divil  a  thing  else  is  there  that  can  be  found,  yer  honour," 
he  said,  afe  he  placed  them  on  the  table;  "every  mortial  thing 
is  in  use." 

"That  will  do  to  begin  with,"  the  major  said;  "we  will  get 
our  own  things  up  this  afternoon.  We  must  manage  as  best  we 
can  for  this  meal;  it  is  better  than  I  expected  by  a  long  way." 

Tim  now  relieved  the  two  young  officers  at  the  gridiron, 
and  sitting  down  at  the  benches  along  the  table  the  meal  Avas 
eaten  Avith  much  laughter  and  fun. 

"After  all,  there  is  nothing  like  getting  things  straight  from 
the  gridiron,"  the  major  said. 

O'Grady  had  got  the  bung  out  of  the  barrel  and  filled  the 
five  drinking  vessels,  and  the  wine  was  pronounced  to  be  very 
fair.  One  by  one  the  other  officers  dropped  in,  and  Hoolan  was 
for  an  hour  kept  busy.  The  major,  who  spoke  a  little  Spanish, 
went  down  and  returned  with  a  dozen  bottles  of  spirits,  two 
or  three  of  which  were  opened  and  the  contents  consumed. 

"  It  is  poor  stuff  by  the  side  of  whisky,"  O'G-rady  said,  as  he 
SAvallowed  a  stiff  glass  of  it;  "still,  I  will  not  be  denying  that 
it  is  warming  and  comforting,  and  if  we  can  get  enough  of  it 
\ve  can  hold  on  till  we  get  home  again.  Here  is  success  to  the 
campaign.  I  will  trouble  you  for  that  bottle,  O'Driscol." 

"Here  it  is.  I  shall  stick  to  wine;  I  don't  care  for  that 
fiery  stuff.  Here  is  success  to  the  campaign,  and  may  we  meet 
the  French  before  long! 

"  We  are  pretty  sure  to  do  that,"  he  went  on,  as  he  set  his 
horn  down  on  the  table.  "If  Junot  knows  his  business  he 
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won't  lose  a  day  before  marching  against  us,  directly  he  hears 
of  our  landing.  He  will  know  well  enough  that  unless  he 
crushes  us  at  once  he  will  have  all  Portugal  up  in  arms.  Here, 
Terence,  you  can  have  this  horn." 

The  difficulty  of  drinking  had  to  some  extent  been  solved 
by  Hoolan,  who  had  gone  downstairs,  and  returned  with  a 
tin  pot  capable  of  holding  about  a  couple  of  quarts.  This 
he  had  cleaned  by  rubbing  it  with  sand  and  water,  and  it 
went  round  as  a  loving-cup  among  those  unprovided  with 
mugs  or  horns.  When  all  had  finished,  the  two  soldier  ser 
vants,  who  had  now  arrived  with  the  rations,  were  left  in 
charge.  O'Driscol's  servant  had  brought  in  a  dozen  fowls  and 
a  large  basket  full  of  eggs,  and,  ordering  supper  to  be  ready 
at  eight,  the  officers  returned  to  their  camp.  They  found  that 
their  comrades  had  done  fairly  well.  Several  rooms  had  been 
obtained  in  the  village,  and  hams,  black  sausages,  and  other  pro 
visions  purchased,  and  cooked  in  a  rough  way  on  a  gridiron. 

"I  am  afraid  that  it  is  too  good  to  last,"  the  colonel  said, 
as  the  officers  gathered  around  him  as  the  bugle  sounded  for 
parade;  "a  week  of  this  and  the  last  scrap  of  provisions  here 
will  have  been  eaten,  and  we  shall  have  nothing  but  our 
rations  to  fall  back  upon.  There  is  one  thing,  however,  that 
is  not  likely  to  give  out,  that  is  wine.  They  grow  it  about 
here,  and  I  hear  that  the  commissariat  have  bought  up  large 
quantities  without  difficulty  to  serve  out  to  the  troops." 

The  regiment  had  a  long  afternoon's  drill  to  get  them  out 
of  the  slackness  occasioned  by  their  enforced  idleness  on  the 
voyage.  When  it  was  over  they  were  formed  up,  and  the 
colonel  addressed  a  few  words  to  the  men. 

"Men  of  the  Mayo  regiment,"  he  said,  "I  trust  that  now 
we  are  fairly  embarked  upon  the  campaign,  you  will  so 
behave  as  to  do  credit  to  yourselves  and  to  Ireland.  Perhaps 
some  of  you  think  that,  now  that  you  are  on  a  campaign,  you 
can  do  just  as  you  like.  Those  who  think  so  are  wrong;  it  is 
just  the  other  way.  When  you  were  at  home  I  did  not  think 
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it  necessary  that  I  should  be  severe  with  you;  and  as  long  as 
a  man  was  able,  when  he  came  into  barracks,  to  walk  to  his 
quarters,  I  did  not  trouble  about  him.  But  it  is  different 
here;  any  breach  of  duty  will  be  most  severely  punished,  and 
any  man  who  is  found  drunk  will  be  flogged.  Any  man 
plundering  or  ill-treating  the  people  of  the  country  will  be 
handed  over  to  the  provost-marshal,  and  unless  I  am  mistaken 
he  is  likely  to  be  shot. 

"Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  is  not  the  man  to  stand  nonsense. 
There  must  be  no  straggling;  you  must  keep  within  the 
bounds  of  the  camps,  and  no  one  must  go  into  the  village 
without  a  permit  from  the  captain  of  his  company.  As  to  your 
fighting — well,  I  have  no  fear  of  that;  we  will  say  nothing 
about  it.  Before  the  enemy  I  know  that  you  will  all  do  your 
duty,  and  it  is  just  as  necessary  that  you  should  do  your  duty 
and  be  a  credit  to  your  regiment  at  other  times.  There  are 
blackguards  in  the  regiment,  as  there  are  in  every  other,  but 
I  tell  them  that  a  sharp  eye  will  be  kept  upon  them,  and  that 
no  mercy  will  be  shown  them  if  they  misbehave  while  they 
are  in  Portugal.  That  is  all  I  have  to  say  to  you." 

"That  was  the  sort  of  thing,  I  think,  Major,"  he  said,  as, 
after  the  men  were  dismissed,  he  walked  back  to  his  tent  with 
Major  Harrison. 

"Just  the  sort  of  thing,  Colonel,"  the  other  said,  smiling; 
"  and  said  in  the  sort  of  way  that  they  will  understand.  I 
am  afraid  that  we  shall  have  trouble  with  some  of  them. 
Wine  and  spirits  are  cheap,  and  it  will  be  very  difficult  to  keep 
them  from  it  altogether.  Still,  if  we  make  an  example  of  the 
first  fellow  who  is  caught  drunk  it  will  be  a  useful  lesson  to 
the  whole.  A  few  floggings  at  the  start  may  save  some  hang 
ing  afterwards.  I  know  you  are  averse  to  flogging — there 
have  only  been  four  men  flogged  in  the  last  six  months — but 
this  is  a  case  where  punishment  must  be  dealt  out  sharply  if 
discipline  is  to  be  maintained,  and  the  credit  of  the  regiment 
be  kept  up." 

(  H  359  )  E 
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O'Grady  and  one  of  the  other  officers  called  upon  the  priest 
to  thank  him  for  his  good  offices  in  obtaining  the  room  for  them. 

"  I  am  afraid  from  what  my  man  tells  me  that  he  did  not 
state  the  case  quite  fairly  to  you.  Our  regiment  was,  as  he 
said,  raised  in  Ireland,  and  the  greater  portion  of  the  men  are 
naturally  of  your  faith,  Father,  but  we  really  have  no  claim  to 
your  services  whatever." 

The  priest  smiled. 

"I  am,  nevertheless,  glad  to  have  been  of  service  to  you, 
gentlemen,"  he  said  courteously;  "at  least  you  are  Irishmen, 
and  I  have  many  good  friends  countrymen  of  yours.  And  you 
have  still  another  claim  upon  us  all,  for  are  you  not  here  to 
aid  us  to  shake  off  this  French  domination  ?  I  hope  that  you 
are  comfortable,  but  judging  from  what  I  see  and  hear  when 
passing  I  fear  that  your  lodging  is  a  somewhat  noisy  one." 

"  You  may  well  say  that,  Father;  and  we  do  our  full  share 
towards  making  it  so;  but  having  the  room  makes  all  the  differ 
ence  to  us.  They  have  no  time  to  cook  downstairs,  and  it  is 
done  by  our  own  servants;  but  it  is  handy  to  have  the  wine 
and  other  things  within  call,  and  if  we  always  do  as  well,  we 
shall  have  good  cause  to  feel  mighty  contented;  for,  barring 
that  we  are  rather  crowded,  we  are  just  as  well  off  here  as  we 
were  at  home,  saving  only  in  the  quality  of  the  spirits.  Now, 
Father,  we  cannot  ask  you  up  there,  seeing  that  it  is  your  own 
village,  but  if  you  would  like  to  take  a  walk  through  the 
camps  we  should  be  glad  to  show  you  what  there  is  to  be  seen, 
and  can  give  you  a  little  of  the  real  cratur.  It  is  not  much  of 
it  that  we  have  been  able  to  bring  ashore,  for  the  general  is 
mighty  stiff  in  the  matter  of  baggage,  but  I  doubt  whether 
there  is  one  of  us  who  did  not  manage  to  smuggle  a  bottle  or 
two  of  the  real  stuff  hidden  in  his  kit." 

The  priest  accepted  the  invitation,  and  was  taken  through 
the  brigade  camp,  staying  some  time  in  that  of  the  Mayos, 
and  astonishing  some  of  the  soldiers  by  chatting  to  them  in 
English,  and  with  a  brogue  almost  as  strong  as  their  own.  He 
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then  spent  half  an  hour  in  O'Grady's  tent,  and  sampled  the 
whisky,  which  he  pronounced  excellent,  and  of  which  his 
entertainer  insisted  upon  his  taking  a  bottle  away  with  him. 

Three  days  later  it  was  known  in  camp  that  two  French 
divisions  had  been  set  in  motion  against  them,  the  one  from 
Abrantes  to  the  east  under  Loison,  the  other  from  the  south 
under  Laborde.  Junot  himself  remained  at  Lisbon.  The 
rising  in  the  south  and  the  news  of  the  British  landing  caused 
an  intense  feeling  among  the  population,  and  the  French 
general  feared  that  at  any  moment  an  insurrection  might  break 
out.  The  natural  point  of  junction  of  these  two  columns  would 
be  at  Leirya.  That  night  orders  were  issued  for  the  tents 
of  the  division  to  which  the  Mayo  regiment  belonged  to  be 
struck  before  daylight,  and  the  troops  were  to  be  under  arms 
and  ready  to  march  at  six  o'clock. 

"Good  news!"  O'Grady  said,  as  he  entered  the  mess-room  at 
four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  after  having  learned  from  the 
colonel  the  orders  for  the  next  morning,  "our  brigade  is  to 
form  the  advanced  guard,  and  we  are  to  march  at  six  to-morrow." 

A  general  exclamation  of  pleasure  broke  from  the  five  or  six 
officers  present.  "We  shall  have  the  first  of  the  fun,  boys; 
hand  me  that  horn,  Terence.  Here  is  to  Sir  Arthur;  good 
luck  to  him,  and  bad  cess  to  the  French!" 

The  toast  was  drunk  with  some  laughter.  "Now  we  are 
going  to  campaign  in  earnest,"  he  went  on,  "no  more  wine 
swilling,  no  more  devilled  ham — 

"No  more  spirits,  O'Grady,"  one  of  the  group  cut  in;  "and 
as  for  the  wine,  you  have  drunk  your  share,  besides  twice  your 
share  of  the  spirits." 

"Whin  there  is  nothing  to  do,  Debenham,  I  can  take  me 
liquor  in  moderation." 

"  I  have  never  remarked  that,  O'Grady,"  one  of  the  others 
put  in. 

"In  great  moderation,"  O'Grady  said  gravely,  but  he  was 
again  interrupted  by  a  shout  of  laughter. 
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"Ye  had  to  be  helped  home  last  night,  O'Grady,  and  it  took 
Hoolan  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  wake  you  this  morning.  I 
heard  him  say,  '  Now,  master  dear,  the  bugle  will  sound  in  a 
minute  or  two;  it's  wake  you  must,  or  there  will  be  a  divil  of 
botheration  over  it.'  I  looked  in,  and  there  you  were.  Hoolan 
was  standing  by  the  side  of  you  shaking  his  head  gravely,  as 
if  it  was  a  hopeless  job  that  he  had  in  hand,  and  if  I  had  not 
emptied  a  water-bottle  over  you  you  would  never  have  been 
on  parade  in  time." 

"  Oh !  it  was  you,  was  it  ?"  O'Grady  said  wrathfully.  "  Hoolan 
swore  by  all  the  saints  that  he  had  not  seen  who  it  was. 
Never  mind,  me  boy,  I  will  be  even  wid  ye  yet;  the  O'Grady 
is  not  to  be  waked  in  that  fashion;  mind,  I  owe  you  one, 
though  I  am  not  saying  that  I  should  have  been  on  parade  in 
time  if  you  had  not  done  it;  I  only  just  saved  my  bacon." 

"And  hardly  that,"  Terence  laughed,  "for  the  adjutant  was 
down  upon  you  pretty  sharply;  your  coatee  was  all  buttoned 
up  wrong;  your  hair  had  not  been  brushed,  and  stuck  up  all 
ways  below  your  shako ;  your  sword-belt  was  all  awry,  and  you 
looked  worse  than  you  did  when  I  brought  you  home." 

"  Well,  it  is  a  poor  heart  that  never  rejoices,  Terence.  We 
must  make  a  night  of  it,  boys;  if  the  tents  are  to  be  struck 
before  daylight  it  will  be  mighty  little  use  your  turning  in." 

"You  won't  catch  me  sitting  up  all  night,"  Terence  said, 
"  with  perhaps  a  twenty -mile  march  in  the  morning,  and  may 
be  a  fight  at  the  end  of  it.  If  it  is  to  Leirya  we  are  going 
it  will  be  nearer  thirty  miles  than  twenty,  and  even  you, 
seasoned  vessel  as  you  are,  will  find  it  a  long  walk  after  being 
up  all  night,  and  having  had  pretty  hard  work  to-day." 

"  I  cannot  hold  wid  the  general  there,"  O'Grady  said  gravely; 
"  he  has  been  kapeing  us  all  at  it  from  daybreak  till  night, 
ivery  day  since  we  landed,  and  marching  the  men's  feet  off. 
It  is  all  very  well  to  march  when  we  have  got  to  march,  but 
to  keep  us  tramping  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  a  day  when  there 
is  no  occasion  for  it  is  out  of  all  reason." 
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"  We  shall  inarch  all  the  better  for  it  to-morrow,  O'Grady, 
It  has  been  hard  work  certainly,  but  not  harder  than  it  was 
marching  down  to  Cork;  and  we  should  have  a  good  many 
stragglers  to-morrow  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  last  week's 
work.  We  have  got  half  a  dozen  footsore  men  in  my  company 
alone,  and  you  would  have  fifty  to-morrow  night  if  the  men 
had  not  had  all  this  marching  to  get  them  fit." 

"  It  is  all  very  well  for  you,  Terence,  who  have  been  tramping 
all  over  the  hills  round  Athlone  since  you  were  a  gossoon ;  but 
I  am  sure  that  if  I  had  not  had  that  day  off  duty  when  I 
showed  the  priest  round  the  camp  I  should  have  been  kilt." 

"  Here  is  the  general  order  of  the  day,"  the  adjutant  said, 
as  he  came  in  with  Captain  O'Connor.  "The  general* says 
that  now  the  army  is  about  to  take  the  field  he  shall  expect 
the  strictest  discipline  to  be  maintained,  and  that  all  strag 
glers  from  the  ranks  will  at  once  be  handed  over  to  the 
provost-marshal,  and  all  offences  against  the  peasantry  or  their 
property  will  be  severely  punished.  Then  there  are  two  or 
three  orders  that  do  not  concern  us  particularly,  and  then 
there  is  one  that  concerns  you,  Terence.  The  general  has 
received  a  report  from  Colonel  Corcoran  of  the  Mayo  Fusiliers 
stating  that  '  the  transport  carrying  the  left  wing  of  that 
regiment  was  attacked  by  two  French  privateers,  and  would 
have  been  compelled  to  surrender,  she  being  practically  un 
armed,  had  it  not  been  for  the  coolness  and  quick  wit  of  Ensign 
Terence  O'Connor.  Having  read  the  report  the  general  com 
manding  fully  concurs,  and  expresses  his  high  satisfaction  at 
the  conduct  of  Ensign  O'Connor,  which  undoubtedly  saved 
from  capture  the  wing  of  the  regiment.' 

"  There,  Terence,  that  is  a  feather  in  your  cap.  Sir  Arthur 
is  not  given  to  praise  unduly,  and  it  is  seldom  that  an  ensign 
gets  into  general  orders.  It  will  do  you  good  some  day,  per 
haps  when  you  least  expect  it." 

"  I  am  heartily  pleased,  my  lad,"  Captain  O'Connor  said,  as 
he  laid  his  hand  upon  Terence's  shoulder.  "I  am  proud  of 
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you.  I  have  never  seen  my  own  name  in  general  orders,  but  I 
am  heartily  glad  to  see  yours.  Bedad,  when  I  think  that  a 
couple  of  months  ago  you  were  running  wild  and  getting  into 
all  sorts  of  mischief,  it  seems  hard  to  believe  that  you  should 
not  only  be  one  of  us,  but  have  got  your  name  into  general 
orders." 

"And  all  for  nothing,  father,"  Terence  said.  "I  call  it  a 
beastly  shame  that  just  because  I  thought  of  using  that  lugger 
I  should  be  cracked-up  more  than  the  others." 

"It  was  not  only  that  though,  Terence;  those  guns  that 
crippled  the  lugger  could  not  have  been  fired  if  you  had  not 
thought  of  putting  rope  round  them,  and  that  French  frigate 
would  never  have  left  you  alone  had  not  you  suggested  to  the 
major  how  to  throw  dust  into  their  eyes.  No,  my  lad,  you 
thoroughly  deserve  the  credit  that  you  have  got,  and  I  am 
sure  that  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  regiment  Avho  would  not 
say  the  same." 

"  Gintlemen,"  Captain  O'Grady  said  solemnly,  "we  will  drink 
to  the  health  of  Ensign  Terence  O'Connor;  more  power  to  his 
elbow!"  And  the  toast  was  duly  honoured. 

"It  is  mighty  good  of  me  to  propose  it,"  O'Grady  went  on, 
after  Terence  had  said  a  few  words  of  thanks,  "  because  I  have 
a  strong  idea  that  in  another  two  or  three  minutes  I  should 
have  made  just  the  same  suggestion  that  you  did,  me  lad.  I 
knew  at  the  time  that  there  was  a  plan  I  wanted  to  propose, 
but  sorra  a  word  came  to  me  lips.  I  was  just  brimful  with  it 
when  you  came  up  and  took  the  words  out  of  me  mouth.  If  I 
had  spoken  first  it  is  a  brevet  majority  I  had  got,  sure  enough." 

"  You  must  be  quicker  next  time,  O'Grady,"  the  adjutant 
said,  when  the  laughter  had  subsided;  "as  you  say,  you  have 
missed  a  good  thing  by  your  slowness.  I  am  afraid  your  brain 
was  still  a  little  muddled  by  your  indulgence  the  night  before." 

"Just  the  contrary,  me  boy;  I  feel  that  if  I  had  taken  just 
one  glass  more  of  the  cratur  me  brain  would  have  been  clearer 
and  I  should  have  been  to  the  fore.  But  I  bear  you  no  malice, 
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Terence.  Maybe  the  ideas  would  not  have  managed  to 
straighten  themselves  out  until  after  we  had  had  to  haul  down 
the  flag,  and  then  it  would  have  been  too  late  to  have  been  any 
good.  It  has  happened  to  me  more  than  once  before  that  I 
have  just  thought  of  a  good  thing  when  it  was  too  late." 

"It  has  occurred  to  most  of  us,  O'Grady,"  Captain  O'Connor 
said,  laughing.  "Terence,  you  see,  doesn't  care  for  whisky, 
and  perhaps  that  has  something  to  do  with  his  ideas-  coming 
faster  than  ours.  Well,  so  we  are  off  to-morrow;  though,  of 
course,  no  one  knows  which  way  we  are  going  to  march,  it 
must  be  either  to  Leirya  or  along  the  coast  road.  It  is  a  good 
thing  Spencer  has  come  up  in  time,  for  there  is  no  saying  how 
strong  the  French  may  be;  though  I  fancy  they  are  all  so  scat 
tered  about  that,  after  leaving  a  garrison  to  keep  Lisbon  in 
order,  and  holding  other  points,  Junot  will  hardly  be  able  at 
such  short  notice  to  gather  a  force  much  superior  to  ours.  But 
from  what  I  hear  there  are  some  mighty  strong  positions 
between  this  and  Lisbon,  and  if  he  sticks  himself  up  on  the 
top  of  a  hill  we  shall  have  all  our  work  to  turn  him  off  again." 

"I  fancy  it  will  be  to  Leirya,"  the  adjutant  said;  "the 
Portuguese  report  that  one  French  division  is  at  Candieros 
and  another  coming  from  Abrantes,  and  Sir  Arthur  is  likely 
to  endeavour  to  prevent  them  from  uniting." 

That  evening  there  was  a  grand  feast  at  the  mess-room. 
The  colonel  had  been  specially  invited,  and  every  effort  was 
made  to  do  honour  to  the  occasion.  Tim  Hoolan  had  been 
very  successful  in  a  foraging  expedition,  and  had  brought  in  a 
goose  and  four  ducks,  and  had  persuaded  the  landlord's  nieces 
to  let  him  and  the  cook  have  sole  possession  of  the  kitchen. 
The  banquet  was  a  great  success,  but  the  majority  of  those 
present  did  not  sit  very  long  afterwards.  The  colonel  set  the 
example  of  rising  early. 

"  I  should  advise  you,  gentlemen,  to  turn  in  soon,"  he  said. 
"  I  do  not  say  where  we  are  to  march  to-morrow,  but  I  can  tell 
you  at  least  that  the  march  is  a  very  long  one,  and  that  it 
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were  best  to  get  as  much  sleep  as  possible,  for  I  can  assure 
you  that  it  will  be  no  child's  play;  and  I  think  that  it  is  quite 
probable  we  shall  smell  powder  before  the  day  is  over." 

Accordingly  all  the  young  officers  and  several  of  the  seniors 
left  with  him,  but  O'Grady  and  several  of  the  hard  drinkers 
kept  it  up  until  midnight,  observing,  however,  more  moderation 
than  usual  in  their  potations. 

There  was  none  of  the  grumbling  common  when  men  are 
turned  out  of  their  beds  before  dawn;  all  were  in  high  spirits  that 
the  time  for  action  had  arrived,  the  men  were  as  eager  to  meet 
the  enemy  as  were  their  officers;  and  the  tents  were  all  down  and 
placed  in  the  waggons  before  daylight.  The  regimental  cooks 
had  already  been  at  work,  and  the  officers  went  round  and  saw 
that  all  had  had  breakfast  before  they  fell  in.  At  six  o'clock  the 
whole  were  under  arms  and  in  their  place  as  the  central  regiment 
in  the  brigade.  They  tramped  on  without  a  halt  until  eleven; 
then  the  bugle  sounded,  and  they  fell  out  for  half  an  hour. 

The  men  made  a  meal  from  bread  and  the  meat  that  had 
been  cooked  the  night  before,  each  man  carrying  three  days' 
rations  in  his  haversack.  There  was  another  halt,  and  a  longer 
one,  at  two  o'clock,  when  the  brigade  rested  for  an  hour  in  the 
shade  of  a  grove. 

"It  is  mighty  pleasant  to  rest,"  O'Grady  said  as  the  officers 
threw  themselves  down  on  the  grass,  "  but  it  is  the  starting 
that  bates  one.  I  feel  that  my  feet  have  swollen  so  that  every 
step  I  take  I  expect  my  boots  to  burst  with  an  explosion. 
Faith,  if  it  comes  to  fighting  I  shall  take  them  off  altogether, 
and  swing  them  at  my  belt.  How  can  I  run  after  the  French 
when  I  am  a  cripple1?" 

"  You  had  better  take  your  boots  off  now,  O'Grady,"  one  of 
the  others  suggested. 

"  It  is  not  aisy  to  get  them  off,  and  how  should  I  get  them 
on  again?  No;  they  have  got  there,  and  there  they  have  got  to 
stop,  bad  cess  to  them !  I  told  Hoolan  to  rub  grease  into  them 
for  an  hour  last  night,  but  the  rascal  was  as  drunk  as  an  owl." 
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There  was  no  more  talking,  for  every  man  felt  that  an 
hour's  sleep  would  do  wonders  for  him;  soon  absolute  quiet 
reigned  in  the  grove,  and  continued  until  the  bugle  again 
called  them  to  their  feet.  All  knew  now  that  it  was  Leirya 
they  were  making  for,  and  that  another  ten  miles  still  re 
mained  to  be  accomplished.  A  small  body  of  cavalry  which 
accompanied  them  now  pushed  on  ahead,  and  when  half  the 
distance  had  been  traversed  a  trooper  brought  back  the 
news  that  the  enemy  had  not  yet  reached  the  town.  It  was 
just  six  o'clock  when  the  brigade  marched  in  amid  the  cheers 
and  wild  excitement  of  the  inhabitants.  The  waggons  were 
not  yet  up,  and  the  troops  were  quartered  in  the  town,  tired, 
and  many  of  them  foot-sore,  but  proud  of  the  march  they  had 
accomplished,  and  that  it  had  enabled  them  to  forestall  the 
French. 

Laborde,  indeed,  arrived  the  same  night  at  Batalha,  eight 
miles  distant,  but  on  receiving  the  news  in  the  morning  that 
the  British  had  already  occupied  Leirya,  he  advanced  no 
farther.  His  position  was  an  exceedingly  difficult  one;  his 
orders  were  to  cover  the  march  of  Loison  from  Abrantes,  and 
to  form  a  junction  with  that  general;  but  to  do  so  now  would 
be  to  leave  open  the  road  through  Alcobaca  and  Obidos  to  the 
commanding  position  at  Torres  Vedras.  Batalha  offered  no 
position  that  he  could  hope  to  defend  until  the  arrival  of 
Loison ;  therefore,  sending  word  to  that  general  to  move  from 
Torras  Novas,  as  soon  as  he  reached  that  town,  to  Santarem, 
and  then  to  march  to  join  him  at  Rolica,  he  fell  back  to 
Alcobaca  and  then  to  Obidos,  a  town  with  a  Moorish  castle, 
built  on  a  gentle  eminence  in  the  middle  of  a  valley. 

Leaving  a  detachment  here  he  retired  to  Rolica,  six  miles 
to  the  south  of  it.  At  this  point  several  roads  met,  and  he 
at  once  covered  all  the  approaches  to  Torres  Vedras,  and  the 
important  port  of  Peniche,  and  could  be  joined  by  Loison 
marching  down  from  Santarem. 

The  advanced  brigade  of  the  British  force  remained  in  quiet 
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possession  of  Leirya  during  the  next  day,  and  on  the  follow 
ing,  the  llth  of  August,  the  main  body  of  the  army  arrived, 
having  taken  two  days  on  the  march.  The  Portuguese  force 
also  came  in  under  Friere.  That  general  at  once  took  posses 
sion  of  the  magazines  there,  and  although  he  had  promised 
the  English  general  that  their  contents  should  be  entirely 
devoted  to  the  maintenance  of  the  English  army,  he  divided 
them  among  his  own  force. 

Disgusted  as  the  British  commander  was  at  this  barefaced 
dishonesty  he  was  not  in  a  position  to  quarrel  Avith  the  Portu 
guese.  It  was  essential  to  him  that  they  should  accompany 
him,  not  for  the  sake  of  the  assistance  that  they  would  give, 
for  he  knew  that  none  was  to  be  expected  from  them,  but 
from  a  political  point  of  view.  It  was  most  important  that 
the  people  at  large  should  feel  that  their  own  troops  were 
acting  with  the  British,  and  that  no  feelings  of  jealousy  or 
suspicion  of  the  latter  should  arise.  Friere  was  acting  under 
the  orders  of  the  Bishop  and  Junta  of  Oporto,  whose  great 
object  was  to  keep  the  Portuguese  army  together  and  not  to 
risk  a  defeat,  as  they  desired  to  keep  this  body  intact  in  order 
that,  if  the  British  were  defeated,  they  should  be  able  to  make 
favourable  terms  for  themselves.  Consequently,  even  after 
appropriating  the  whole  of  the  stores  and  provisions  found  at 
Leirya,  Friere  continued  to  make  exorbitant  demands,  and  to 
offer  a  vigorous  opposition  to  any  further  advance. 

So  far  did  he  carry  this  that  the  British  general,  finding 
that  in  no  other  way  could  he  get  the  Portuguese  to  advance 
with  him,  proposed  that  they  should  follow  behind  him  and 
wait  the  result  of  the  battle,  to  which  Friere  at  last  consented. 
The  Portuguese,  in  fact,  had  no  belief  whatever  that  the  British 
troops  would  be  able  to  withstand  the  onslaught  of  the  French, 
whom  they  regarded  as  invincible.  Colonel  Trant,  however, 
one  of  our  military  agents,  succeeded  in  inducing  Friere  to 
place  1400  infantry  and  250  cavalry  under  the  command  of 
Sir  Arthur. 
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The  addition  of  the  cavalry  was  a  very  useful  one,  for  the 
English  had  with  them  only  180  mounted  men;  the  country 
was  entirely  new  to  them,  scarcely  an  officer  could  speak  the 
language,  and  there  was  no  means,  therefore,  of  obtaining 
information  as  to  the  movements  of  the  enemy.  Moving 
forward  through  Batalha,  and  regaining  the  coast  road  at 
Alcobaca,  the  British  forces  arrived  at  Caldas  on  the  15th; 
and  on  the  same  day  Junot  quitted  Lisbon  with  a  force  of 
2000  infantry,  2000  cavalry,  and  ten  pieces  of  artillery,  leaving 
7000  to  garrison  the  forts  and  keep  down  the  population  of 
the  city.  His  force  was  conveyed  to  Villa  Franca  by  water, 
and  the  general  then  pushed  forward  to  Santarem,  where  he 
found  Loison  and  took  the  command  of  his  division. 

The  British  ad  vanced  guard,  after  arriving  at  Caldas,  pushed 
forward,  drove  the  French  pickets  out  of  Brilos,  and  then  from 
Obidos.  Here,  however,  a  slight  reverse  took  place.  Some 
companies  of  the  95th  and  60th  Rifles  pressed  forward  three 
miles  farther  in  pursuit,  when  they  were  suddenly  attacked 
in  flank  by  a  greatly  superior  force,  and  had  it  not  been  that 
General  Spencer,  whose  division  was  but  a  short  distance 
behind,  pressed  forward  to  their  assistance  they  would  have 
suffered  heavily;  as  it  was  they  escaped  with  the  loss  of  two 
officers  and  twenty-seven  men  killed  and  wounded.  Their 
rashness,  however,  led  to  the  discovery  that  Laborde's  force 
had  taken  up  a  strong  position  in  front  of  the  village  of  Rolica, 
and  that  he  apparently  intended  to  give  battle  there. 

The  next  day  was  spent  in  reconnoitring  the  French  posi 
tion.  It  was  a  very  strong  one.  Rolica  stood  on  a  table-land 
rising  in  a  valley,  affording  a  view  of  the  road  as  far  as  Obidos. 
The  various  points  of  defence  there,  and  on  the  flank,  were 
held  by  strong  parties  of  the  enemy.  A  mile  in  the  rear  was 
a  steep  and  lofty  ridge  that  afforded  a  strong  second  line  of 
defence.  By  the  side  of  this  ridge  the  road  passed  through 
a  deep  defile,  and  then  mounted  over  a  pass  through  the  range 
of  hills  extending  from  the  sea  to  the  Tagus,  and  occupying 
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the  intermediate  ground  until  close  to  Lisbon.  Laborde's 
position  was  an  embarrassing  one.  If  he  retired  upon  Torres 
Vedras  his  line  of  communication  with  Loison  Avould  be  lost, 
if  he  moved  to  meet  Loison  he  would  leave  open  the  direct 
road  to  Lisbon,  while  if  he  remained  at  Rolica  he  had  to 
encounter  a  force  almost  three  times  his  own  strength. 

Trusting  in  the  advantages  of  his  position  and  confident  in 
the  valour  of  his  troops,  he  chose  the  last  alternative.  Very 
anxiously  during  the  day  the  British  officers  watched  the 
French  line  of  defence,  fearful  lest  the  enemy  would  again 
retreat.  By  sunset  they  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Laborde 
intended  to  stay  where  he  was,  and  to  meet  them.  The  French, 
indeed,  had  been  so  accustomed  to  beat  the  Spanish  and  Por 
tuguese,  that  they  had  not  woke  up  to  the  fact  that  they  had 
troops  of  a  very  different  material  facing  them. 

"We  ought  to  have  easy  work,"  Major  Harrison  said,  as 
the  officers  gathered  round  the  fire  that  had  been  built  in 
front  of  the  colonel's  tent;  "the  people  here  all  declare  that 
Laborde  has  not  above  5000  troops  with  him,  while,  counting 
Trant's  Portuguese,  we  have  nearly  14,000." 

"There  will  be  no  credit  in  thrashing  them  with  such  odds 
as  that,"  Dick  Ryan  grumbled. 

"  I  suppose,  Ryan,"  Major  Harrison  said,  "  if  you  had  been 
in  Sir  Arthur's  place  you  would  have  preferred  remaining  at 
Leirya  until  Junot  could  have  gathered  all  his  forces,  and 
obtained  a  reinforcement  of  some  fifty  thousand  or  so  from 
Spain,  then  you  would  have  issued  a  general  order  saying,  that 
as  the  enemy  had  now  a  hundred  thousand  troops  ready,  the 
army  would  advance  and  smite  them." 

"  Not  so  bad  as  that,  Major,"  the  young  ensign  said,  colour 
ing,  as  there  was  a  general  laugh  from  the  rest;  "but  there 
does  not  seem  much  satisfaction  in  thrashing  an  enemy  when 
we  are  three  to  one  against  him." 

"But  that  is  just  the  art  of  war,  Ryan.  Of  course,  it  is 
glorious  to  defeat  a  greatly  superior  army  and  to  lose  half  your 
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own  in  doing  so;  that  may  be  heroic,  but  it  is  not  modern  war. 
The  object  of  a  general  is,  if  possible,  to  defeat  an  enemy  in 
detail,  and  to  so  manoeuvre  that  he  is  always  superior  in 
strength  to  the  force  that  is  immediately  in  front  of  him, 
and  so  to  ensure  victory  after  victory  until  the  enemy  are 
destroyed.  That  is  what  the  general  is  doing  by  his  skilful 
manoeuvring,  he  has  prevented  Junot  from  massing  the  whole 
of  the  army  of  Portugal  against  us. 

"  To-morrow  we  shall  defeat  Laborde,  and  doubtless  a  day  or 
two  later  we  shall  fight  Loison;  then  I  suppose  we  shall  advance 
against  Lisbon,  Junot  will  collect  his  beaten  troops  and  his 
garrison,  there  will  be  another  battle,  and  then  we  shall 
capture  Lisbon,  and  the  French  will  have  to  evacuate  Portugal. 
Whereas,  if  all  the  French  were  at  Eolica  they  would  probably 
smash  us  into  a  cocked  hat  in  spite  of  any  valour  we  might 
show;  and  as  we  have  no  cavalry  to  cover  a  retreat,  as  the 
miserable  horses  can  scarcely  drag  the  few  guns  that  we  have 
got,  and  the  carriages  are  so  rickety  that  the  artillery  officers  are 
afraid  that  as  soon  as  they  fire  them  they  will  shake  to  pieces, 
it  is  not  probable  that  a  single  man  would  regain  our  ships." 

"  Please  say  no  more,  Major,  I  see  I  was  a  fool." 

"Still,"  Captain  O'Connor  said,  "you  must  own,  Major, 
that  one  does  like  to  win  against  odds." 

"Quite  so,  O'Connor;  individuals  who  may  survive  such  a 
battle  no  doubt  would  be  glad  that  it  was  a  superior  force  that 
they  had  beaten,  but  then  you  see  battles  are  not  fought  for 
the  satisfaction  of  individuals.  Moreover,  you  must  remember 
that  the  proportion  of  loss  is  much  heavier  when  the  numbers 
are  pretty  equally  matched,  for  in  that  case  they  must  meet 
to  a  certain  extent  face  to  face.  Skill  on  the  part  of  the 
general  may  do  a  great  deal,  but  in  the  end  it  must  come  to 
sheer  hard  fighting.  Now  I  expect  that  to-morrow,  although 
there  may  be  hard  fighting,  it  is  not  upon  that  that  Sir  Arthur 
will  principally  rely  for  turning  the  French  out  of  those  strong 
positions. 


78  WITH   MOORE   AT   CORUNNA. 

"  He  will  no  doubt  advance  directly  against  them  with  per 
haps  half  his  force,  but  the  rest  will  move  along  on  the  top  of 
the  heights,  and  so  threaten  to  cut  the  French  line  of  retreat 
altogether.  Laborde  is,  they  say,  a  good  general,  and  there 
fore  won't  wait  until  he  is  caught  in  a  trap,  but  will  fall  back 
as  soon  as  he  sees  that  the  line  of  retreat  is  seriously  menaced. 
I  fancy,  too,  that  he  must  expect  Loison  up  some  time  to 
morrow  or  he  would  hardly  make  a  stand,  and  if  Loison  does 
come  up  Ryan's  wish  will  be  gratified  and  we  shall  be  having 
the  odds  against  us. 

"  Then  you  must  remember  that  our  army  is  a  very  raw  one. 
A  large  proportion  of  it  is  newly  raised,  and  though  there  may 
be  a  few  men  here  who  fought  in  Egypt,  the  great  bulk  have 
never  seen  a  shot  fired  in  earnest;  while,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  French  have  been  fighting  all  over  Europe.  They  are 
accustomed  to  victory,  and  are  confident  in  their  own  valour 
and  discipline.  Our  officers  are  as  raw  as  our  men,  and  we 
must  expect  that  all  sorts  of  blunders  will  be  made  at  first.  I 
can  tell  you  that  I  am  very  well  satisfied  that  our  first  battle 
is  going  to  be  fought  with  the  odds  greatly  on  our  side.  In 
six  months  I  should  feel  pretty  confident  even  if  the  French 
had  the  same  odds  on  their  side." 

"The  major  gave  it  you  rather  hotly,  Dick,"  Terence  said 
to  his  friend  as  they  sauntered  off  together  from  the  group. 
"I  am  glad  that  you  spoke  first,  for  I  had  it  on  the  tip  of  my 
tongue  to  say  just  what  you  did,  and  I  expect  that  a  good 
many  of  the  others  felt  just  the  same." 

"  Yes,  I  put  my  foot  in  it  badly,  Terence.  I  have  no  doubt 
the  major  was  right,  anyhow  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  it. 
But  for  all  that  I  wish  that  either  we  were  not  so  strong  or 
that  they  were  stronger.  What  credit  is  there,  I  should  like 
to  know,  in  thrashing  them  when  we  are  three  to  one.  Any 
how,  I  hope  that  we  shall  have  some  share  in  the  scrimmage. 
We  shall  get  an  idea  when  the  orders  are  published  to-night, 
and  shall  see  where  Fane's  brigade  is  to  be  put." 
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CHAPTEK  V. 

ROLICA    AND    VIMIERA. 

AT  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  it  became  known  that  the 
general  plan  of  attack  predicted  by  Major  Harrison  was 
to  be  carried  out.  Some  five  thousand  men  under  General 
Ferguson  were  to  ascend  the  hills  on  the  left  of  the  valley, 
while  Trant  with  a  thousand  Portuguese  infantry  and  some 
Portuguese  horse  were  to  move  on  the  hills  on  the  right;  the 
centre,  nine  thousand  strong,  and  commanded  by  Sir  Arthur 
himself,  were  to  march  straight  up  the  valley. 

Early  in  the  morning  the  British  troops  marched  out  from 
Obidos.  Ferguson's  command  at  once  turned  to  the  left  and 
ascended  the  hills,  while  Trant's  moved  to  the  Avest. 

After  proceeding  a  short  distance,  Fane's  brigade  moved  off 
from  the  road  and  marched  along  the  valley,  equidistant  from 
the  main  body  and  from  Ferguson,  forming  a  connecting  link 
between  them;  and  on  reaching  the  village  of  St.  Mamed, 
three-quarters  of  a  mile  from  the  French  position,  Hill's  brigade 
turned  off  to  the  right.  From  their  elevated  position  the 
French  opened  fire  with  their  artillery,  and  this  was  answered 
by  the  twelve  guns  in  the  valley  and  from  Ferguson's  six  guns 
on  the  heights.  Fane's  brigade,  extended  to  its  left,  was 
the  first  in  action,  and  drove  back  the  French  skirmishers  and 
connected  Ferguson  with  the  centre.  They  then  turned  to 
attack  the  right  of  the  French  position;  while  Ferguson,  seeing 
no  signs  of  Loison's  force,  descended  from  the  high  ground  to 
the  rear  of  Fane,  while  the  Portuguese  pressed  forward  at  the 
foot  of  the  hills  on  the  other  side  of  the  valley  and  threatened 
the  enemy's  left  flank. 

Seeing  that  his  position  was  absolutely  untenable,  Laborde 
did  not  wait  the  assault  but  fell  back,  covered  by  his  cavalry, 
to  the  far  stronger  position  in  his  rear.  A  momentary  pause 
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ensued  before  the  British  continued  their  advance.  The  new 
position  of  the  French  was  of  great  natural  strength,  and  could 
be  approached  only  by  narrow  paths  winding  up  through  deep 
ravines  on  its  face.  Ferguson  and  Fane  received  orders  to 
keep  to  the  left,  and  so  turn  the  enemy's  right.  Trant  simi- 
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larly  was  to  push  forward  and  threaten  his  left  flank,  while 
Hill  and  Nightingale  advanced  against  the  front. 

The  battle  commenced  by  a  storm  of  skirmishers  from  these 
brigades  running  forward.  These  soon  reached  the  foot  of  the 
precipitous  hill  and  plunged  into  the  passes.  Neither  the  fire 
of  the  enemy  nor  the  difficulties  of  the  ascent  checked  them. 
Spreading  right  and  left  from  the  paths  they  made  their  way  up, 
and  taking  advantage  of  the  shelter  afforded  by  great  boulders, 
broken  masses  of  rock,  and  the  stumps  of  trees,  climbed  up 
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wherever  they  could  find  a  foothold.  The  supporting  columns 
experienced  much  greater  difficulty ;  the  paths  were  too  narrow, 
and  the  ground  too  broken  for  them  to  retain  their  formation, 
and  they  made  their  way  forward  as  best  they  could  in  neces 
sary  disorder. 

The  din  of  battle  was  prodigious,  for  the  rattle  of  musketry 
was  echoed  and  re-echoed  from  the  rocks.  The  progress  of  the 
skirmishers  could  only  be  noted  by  the  light  smoke  rising 
through  the  foliage  and  by  the  shouts  of  the  soldiers,  which 
were  echoed  by  the  still  louder  ones  of  the  French,  gathered 
strongly  on  the  hill  above  them.  As  the  British  made  their 
way  up,  Laborde,  who  was  still  anxiously  looking  for  the 
expected  coming  of  Loison,  withdrew  a  portion  of  his  troops 
from  the  left  and  strengthened  his  right,  in  order  to  hold  on  as 
long  as  possible  on  the  side  from  which  aid  was  expected.  The 
ardour  of  the  British  to  get  to  close  quarters  favoured  this 
movement. 

It  had  been  intended  that  the  9th  and  29th  Regiments  should 
take  the  right-hand  path  where  the  track  they  were  following 
up  the  pass  forked,  and  so  join  Trant's  Portuguese  at  the  top 
of  the  hill  and  fall  upon  the  French  left.  The  left-hand  path, 
however,  was  the  one  that  would  take  them  direct  to  the 
enemy,  and  the  29th,  which  was  leading,  took  this,  and  the  9th 
followed  them.  So  rapidly  did  they  press  up  the  hill  that  they 
arrived  at  the  crest  before  Ferguson  and  Fane  on  the  left  and 
Trant  on  the  right  had  got  far  enough  to  menace  the  line  of 
retreat,  and  so  shake  the  enemy's  position.  The  consequence 
was,  that  as  the  right  wing  of  the  29th  arrived  at  the  top  of 
the  path  it  was  met  by  a  very  heavy  fire  before  it  could  form, 
and  some  companies  of  a  French  regiment,  who  had  been  cut 
off  from  the  main  body  by  its  sudden  appearance,  charged 
through  the  disordered  troops  and  carried  with  them  a  major 
and  fifty  or  sixty  other  prisoners. 

The  rest  of  the  wing,  thus  exposed  to  the  full  fire  of  the 
French,  fell  back  over  the  crest,  and  there  rallied  on  the  left 
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wing;  and  being  joined  by  the  9th,  pushed  forward  again  and 
obtained  a  footing  on  the  plateau.  Laborde  in  vain  endeavoured 
to  hurl  them  back  again.  They  maintained  their  footing,  but 
suffered  heavily,  both  the  colonels  being  killed,  with  many  officers 
and  men.  But  the  5th  Regiment  were  now  up,  and  at  other 
points  the  British  were  gathering  thickly  at  the  edge  of  the 
plateau.  Ferguson  and  Trant  were  pushing  on  fast  past  the 
French  flanks,  and  Laborde,  seeing  that  f  urther  resistance  Avould 
lead  to  great  disaster,  gave  the  order  to  retire  to  a  third  posi 
tion  still  farther  in  the  rear.  The  movement  was  conducted  in 
splendid  order.  The  French  steadily  fell  back  by  alternate 
masses,  their  guns  thundering  on  their  flanks,  while  their  cavalry 
covered  the  rear  by  repeated  charges. 

Gaining  the  third  position,  Laborde  held  it  for  a  time,  and  so 
enabled  isolated  bodies  of  his  force  to  join  him.  Then,  finding 
himself  unable  to  resist  the  impetuosity  of  the  British  attack, 
he  retired,  still  disputing  every  foot  of  ground,  and  took  to  the 
narrow  pass  of  Runa.  He  then  marched  all  night  to  the  strong 
position  of  Montechique,  thereby  securing  his  junction  with 
Loison,  but  leaving  the  road  to  Torres  Vedras  open  to  the 
British.  The  loss  of  the  French  in  this  fight  was  600  killed 
and  wounded,  and  three  guns.  Laborde  himself  was  among 
the  wounded.  The  British  lost  nearly  500  killed,  wounded, 
or  taken  prisoners.  The  number  of  the  combatants  actually 
engaged  on  either  side  was  about  4000,  and  the  loss  sustained 
showed  the  obstinacy  of  the  fighting.  Sir  Arthur  believed  that 
the  French  had,  as  they  retreated,  been  joined  by  Loison,  and 
therefore  prepared  to  march  at  once  by  the  coast-line  to  seize 
the  heights  of  Torres  Vedras  before  the  French  could  throw 
themselves  in  his  way. 

Great  was  the  disappointment  among  officers  and  men  of  the 
Mayo  Fusiliers  that  they  had  taken  no  part  whatever  in  the 
actual  fighting  beyond  driving  in  the  French  skirmishers  at  the 
beginning  of  the  operations. 

"Divil  a  man  killed  or  wounded !"  Captain  O'Grady  remarked 
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mournfully  as  the  regiment  halted  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
fight.  "Faith,  it  is  too  bad  entirely;  there  we  are  left  out 
in  the  cold,  and  scarce  a  shot  has  heen  fired!" 

"There  are  plenty  of  others  in  the  same  case,"  Captain 
O'Driscol  said.  "  None  of  our  three  brigades  on  the  left  have 
had  anything  to  do  with  the  matter,  as  far  as  fighting  went. 
I  don't  think  more  than  four  thousand  of  our  troops  were  in 
action;  but  you  see  if  it  had  not  been  for  our  advance,  Hill 
and  Nightingale  might  not  have  succeeded  in  driving  Laborde 
off  the  hill.  There  is  no  doubt  that  the  French  fought  well, 
but  it's  our  advance  that  forced  him  to  retire,  not  the  troops 
in  front  of  him;  so  that,  even  if  we  have  not  had  any  killed 
or  wounded,  O'Grady,  we  have  at  least  the  satisfaction  of 
having  contributed  to  the  victory." 

"Oh,  bother  your  tactics!  We  have  come  here  to  fight, 
and  no  fighting  have  we  had  at  all,  at  all.  When  we  marched 
out  this  morning,  it  looked  as  if  we  were  going  to  have  our  share 
in  the  divarshon,  and  we  have  been  fairly  chated  out  of  it." 

"  Well,  O'Grady,  you  should  not  grumble,"  Terence  said, 
"  for  we  had  some  fighting  on  the  way  out,  which  is  more  than 
any  of  the  other  troops  had." 

"  That  was  a  mere  skirmish,  Terence.  First  of  all  we  were 
shot  at,  and  could  not  shoot  back  again;  and  thin  we  shot  at 
the  enemy,  and  they  could  not  shoot  back  at  us.  And  as  for 
the  boarding  affair,  faith,  it  did  not  last  a  minute.  The  others 
have  had  two  hours  of  steady  fighting,  clambering  up  the  hill, 
and  banging  away  at  the  enemy,  and  shouting  and  cheering, 
and  all  sorts  of  fun ;  and  there  were  we,  tramping  along  among 
those  bastely  stones  and  rocks,  and  no  one  as  much  as  took 
the  trouble  to  fire  a  shot  at  us !  " 

"  Well,  if  we  had  been  there,  O'Grady,  we  should  have  lost 
about  a  hundred  and  twenty  men  and  officers, — if  we  had 
suffered  in  the  same  proportion  as  the  others, — and  we  should 
now  be  mourning  their  loss — perhaps  you  among  them.  We 
might  have  been  saying,  'There  is  O'Grady  gone;  he  was  a 
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beggar  to  talk,  but  he  meant  well.  Faith,  the  drink  bill  of 
the  regiment  will  fall  off.' " 

"Well,  it  might  have  been  so,"  O'Grady  said  in  a  more 
contented  voice;  "and  if  I  had  been  killed  going  up  the  hill, 
without  even  as  much  as  catching  a  glimpse  of  the  Frenchies, 
I  would  niver  have  forgiven  them — niver ! " 

There  was  a  roar  of  laughter  at  the  bull. 

"Phwat  is  it  have  I  said1?"  he  asked  in  surprise. 

"  Nothing,  O'Grady;  but  it  would  be  an  awful  thing  for  the 
French  to  know  that  after  your  death  you  would  have  gone  on 
hating  them  for  ever." 

"Did  I  say  that?  But  you  know  my  maneing,  and  as  long 
as  you  know  that,  what  does  it  matter  which  Avay  I  put  it? 
Well,  now,  I  suppose  Sir  Arthur  is  going  to  take  us  tramping 
along  again.  Ah,  it  is  a  weary  thing  being  a  soldier!" 

"  Why,  you  were  saying  yesterday,  O'Grady,  that  your  feet 
were  getting  all  right,"  Terence  said. 

"All  right  in  a  manner,  Terence.  And  it  is  a  bad  habit  that 
you  have  got  of  picking  up  your  supayrior  officer's  words  and 
throwing  them  into  his  teeth.  You  will  come  to  a  bad  end  if 
you  don't  break  yourself  of  it;  and  the  worst  of  it  is,  you  are 
corrupting  the  other  lads,  and  the  young  officers  are  losing  all 
respect  for  their  seniors.  I  am  surprised,  Major,  that  you 
and  the  colonel  don't  take  the  matter  in  hand  before  the 
discipline  of  the  regiment  is  destroyed  entirely." 

"  You  draw  it  upon  yourself,  O'Grady,  and  it  is  good  for  us 
all  to  have  a  laugh  sometimes.  We  should  all  have  missed 
you  sorely  had  you  gone  down  on  that  hill  over  there, — as 
many  a  good  fellow  has  done.  I  hear  that  both  the  9th  and 
29th  have  lost  their  colonels." 

"The  Lord  presarve  us  from  such  a  misfortune,  Major! 
It  would  give  us  a  step  all  through  the  regiment;  but  then, 
you  see —  And  he  stopped. 

"You  mean,  I  should  be  colonel,  O'Grady,"  the  major  said 
with  a  laugh;  "and  you  know  I  should  not  take  things  as 
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quietly  as  he  does.  Well,  you  see,  there  are  consolations  all 
round." 

The  firing  had  ceased  at  four  o'clock,  and  until  late  that 
night  a  large  portion  of  the  force  were  occupied  in  searching 
the  ground  that  had  been  traversed,  burying  the  dead,  and 
carrying  the  wounded  of  both  nationalities  down  into  the 
hospital  that  had  been  established  at  Eolica.  Sir  Arthur 
determined  to  march  at  daybreak,  so  as  to  secure  the  passes 
through  Torres  Vedras;  but  in  the  evening  a  messenger  arrived 
with  the  news  that  Anstruther  and  A  eland's  division,  with  a 
large  fleet  of  store-ships,  were  off  the  coast.  The  dangerous 
nature  of  the  coast,  and  the  certainty  that,  should  a  gale  spring 
up,  a  large  proportion  of  the  ships  would  be  wrecked,  rendered  it 
absolutely  necessary  to  secure  the  disembarkation  of  the  troops 
at  once.  The  next  morning,  therefore,  he  only  marched  ten 
miles  to  Lourinha,  and  thence  advanced  to  Vimiera,  eight  miles 
farther,  where  he  covered  the  disembarkation  of  the  troops. 

The  next  day  Anstruther's  brigade  were  with  difficulty,  and 
some  loss,  landed  on  an  open  sandy  beach,  and  on  the  night 
of  the  20th  Acland's  brigade  were  disembarked  at  Maciera 
Bay.  The  reinforcements  were  most  opportune,  for  already 
the  British  had  proof  that  Junot  was  preparing  a  heavy  blow. 
That  general  had,  indeed,  lost  no  time  in  taking  steps  to  bring 
on  a  decisive  battle.  While  the  British  were  marching  to 
Lourinha,  he  had,  with  Loison's  division,  crossed  the  line  of 
Laborde's  retreat,  and  on  the  same  evening  reached  Torres 
Vedras,  where  the  next  day  he  was  joined  by  Laborde,  and  on 
the  20th  by  his  reserve.  In  the  meantime  he  sent  forward 
his  cavalry,  which  scoured  the  country  round  the  rear  of  the 
British  camp,  and  prevented  the  general  from  obtaining  any 
information  whatever  as  to  his  position  or  intentions. 

The  arrival  of  Acland's  brigade  on  the  night  of  the  20th 
increased  the  fighting  strength  of  the  army  to  16,000  men 
with  eighteen  guns,  exclusive  of  Trant's  Portuguese,  while  Sir 
Arthur  judged  that  Junot  could  not  put  more  than  14,000  in 
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the  field.  Previous  to  leaving  Mondego  he  had  sent  to  Sir 
Harry  Burrard  notice  of  his  plan  of  campaign,  advising  him  to 
let  Sir  John  Moore,  on  his  arrival  with  5000  men,  disembark 
there  and  march  on  Santarem,  where  he  would  protect  the 
left  of  the  army  in  its  advance,  block  the  line  of  the  Tagus, 
and  menace  the  French  line  of  communication  between  Lisbon 
and  the  important  fortress  of  Elvas.  The  ground  at  Santarem 
was  suited  for  defence,  and  Moore  could  be  joined  with  Friere, 
who  was  still,  with  his  5000  men,  at  Leirya. 

The  general  intended  to  make  a  forced  march,  keeping  by 
the  sea-road.  A  strong  advance-guard  would  press  forward 
and  occupy  the  formidable  position  of  Mathia  in  the  rear  of  the 
hills.  With  the  main  body  he  intended  to  seize  some  heights 
a  few  miles  behind  Torres  Vedras,  and  to  cut  the  road  between 
that  place  and  Montechique,  on  the  direct  road  to  Lisbon,  and 
so  interpose  between  Junot  and  the  capital.  At  twelve  o'clock 
that  night  Sir  Arthur  was  roused  by  a  messenger,  who  re 
ported  that  Junot,  with  20,000  men,  was  advancing  to  attack 
him,  and  was  but  an  hour's  march  distant.  He  disbelieved  the 
account  of  the  force  of  the  enemy,  and  had  no  doubt  but  that 
the  messenger's  fears  had  exaggerated  the  closeness  of  his 
approach.  He  therefore  contented  himself  with  sending  orders 
to  the  pickets  to  use  redoubled  vigilance,  and  at  daylight  the 
whole  British  force  was,  as  usual,  under  arms. 

Nothing  could  have  suited  the  British  commander  better 
than  that  Junot  should  attack  him,  for  the  position  of  Vimiera 
was  strong.  The  town  was  situated  in  a  valley,  through 
which  the  little  river  Maciera  flows.  In  this  were  placed  the 
commissariat  stores,  while  the  cavalry  and  Portuguese  were 
on  a  small  plain  behind  the  village.  In  front  of  Vimiera 
was  a  steep  hill  with  a  flat  top,  commanding  the  ground  to 
the  south  and  east  for  a  considerable  distance.  Fane's  and 
Anstruther's  infantry,  with  six  guns,  were  posted  here.  Fane's 
left  rested  on  a  churchyard,  blocking  a  road  which  led  round 
the  declivity  of  the  hill  to  the  town.  Behind  this  position, 
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and  separated  by  the  river  and  road,  was  a  hill  extending  in 
a  half-moon  to  the  sea. 

Five  brigades  of  infantry,  forming  the  British  right,  occupied 
this  mountain.     On  the  other  side  of  the  ravine  formed  by  the 


river,  just  beyond  Vimiera,  was  another  strong  and  narrow 
range  of  heights.  There  was  no  water  to  be  found  on  this 
ridge,  and  only  the  40th  Regiment  and  some  pickets  were 
stationed  here.  It  was  vastly  better  to  be  attacked  in  such  a 
position  than  to  be  compelled  to  storm  the  heights  of  Torres 
Vedras,  held  by  a  strong  French  army.  The  advance  of  the 
French  was  fortunate  in  another  respect.  On  the  20th,  Sir 
Harry  Burrard  arrived  in  the  bay  on  board  a  frigate,  and  Sir 
Arthur,  thus  superseded,  went  on  board  to  report  the  position 
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of  affairs,  renewing  his  recommendation  that  Sir  John  Moore 
should  land  at  Mondego  and  march  to  Santarem.  Sir  Harry 
Burrard,  however,  had  already  determined  that  his  force  should 
land  at  Maciera,  and  he  refused  to  permit  Sir  Arthur's  plan  of 
advance  to  be  carried  out,  and  ordered  that  no  offensive  step 
should  be  undertaken  until  Sir  John  Moore  had  landed. 

The  advance  of  Junot,  happily,  left  Wellesley  at  liberty  to 
act;  and  disposing  his  force  in  order  of  battle  he  awaited  the 
appearance  of  the  enemy.  It  was  not  until  seven  o'clock  that 
a  cloud  of  dust  was  seen  rising  above  the  opposite  ridge,  and 
an  hour  later  a  body  of  cavalry  crowned  the  height  and  sent 
out  a  swarm  of  scouts  in  every  direction.  Almost  immediately 
afterwards  a  body  of  cavalry  and  infantry  were  seen  marching 
along  the  road  from  Torres  Vedras  to  Lourinha,  threatening 
to  turn  the  left  of  the  British  position.  As  the  British  right 
was  not  menaced,  four  of  the  brigades  on  the  hill  on  that  flank 
were  ordered  to  cross  the  valley  and  to  take  post  with  the  40th 
Regiment  for  the  defence  of  the  ridge. 

This  movement,  being  covered  by  the  Vimiera  heights,  was 
unseen  by  the  enemy ;  the  5th  brigade  and  the  Portuguese  were 
on  a  second  ridge  behind  the  other,  and  thus  assisted  to  cover 
the  English  left  and  protect  its  rear.  The  ground  between  the 
crest  on  which  the  French  were  first  seen  and  our  position  was  so 
thickly  covered  with  wood,  that  after  the  enemy  had  descended 
into  it  no  correct  view  of  their  movements  could  be  obtained. 

Junot  had  intended  to  fall  upon  the  English  army  at  day 
break,  but  the  defiles  through  which  the  fores  had  to  pass  had 
delayed  the  march,  as  had  the  fatigue  of  the  troops,  who  had 
been  marching  all  night.  From  the  height  from  which  he 
obtained  a  view  of  the  British  position  it  seemed  to  him  that 
the  British  centre  and  right  were  held  in  great  strength,  and 
that  the  left  was  almost  unguarded.  He  therefore  determined 
to  attack  upon  that  flank,  which,  indeed,  was  in  any  case  the 
most  favourable,  as,  were  he  successful  there,  he  would  cut  the 
line  of  the  British  retreat  and  pen  them  up  on  the  sea-shore. 
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The  march  of  the  four  brigades  through  Vimiera  to  take 
post  on  the  British  left  was  hidden  from  him,  and  he  divided 
his  force  into  two  heavy  columns,  one  of  which  was  to  attack 
the  British  left,  and  having  mounted  the  height  to  sweep  all 
before  it  into  the  town;  the  other  was  to  attack  Vimiera  Hill, 
held  by  Anstruther  and  Fane. 

Brennier  commanded  the  attack  against  the  left,  Laborde 
against  the  centre,  Loison  followed  at  a  short  distance.  Keller- 
mann  commanded  the  reserve  of  Grenadiers.  Unfortunately 
for  the  success  of  Junot's  plan  he  was  unaware  of  the  fact  that 
along  the  foot  of  the  ridge  on  the  British  left  ran  a  deep  ravine, 
that  rendered  it  very  difficult  to  attack  except  at  the  extreme 
end  of  the  position. 

"  We  are  going  to  have  our  share  of  the  fun  to-day,"  O'Grady 
said,  as  he  stood  with  a  group  of  officers,  watching  the  wooded 
plain  and  the  head  of  Laborde's  column  debouching  from 
among  the  trees,  and  moving  towards  the  hill. 

There  was  a  general  murmur  of  satisfaction  from  the  officers, 
for  although  they  had  all  laughed  at  O'Grady's  exaggerated 
regrets  at  their  not  being  engaged  at  Eolica,  all  were  somewhat 
sore  at  the  regiment  having  had  no  opportunity  of  distinguish 
ing  itself  on  that  occasion.  No  sooner  had  the  column  cleared 
the  wood  than  the  six  guns  posted  with  Fane's  and  An- 
struther's  brigade  at  once  opened  fire  upon  it.  It  had  been 
intended  that  Brennier's  attack  should  begin  at  the  same  time 
as  Laborde's,  but  that  advance  had  been  stopped  by  the  defile, 
which  was  so  steep  and  so  encumbered  with  rocks,  brushwood, 
and  trees,  that  his  troops  had  the  most  extreme  difficulty  in 
making  their  way  across.  This  enabled  Acland,  whose  brigade 
was  in  the  act  of  mounting  the  heights  from  the  town,  to  turn 
his  battery  against  Laborde's  column,  which  was  thus  smitten 
with  a  shower  of  grape  both  in  front  and  flank,  and  to  this  was 
added  a  heavy  musketry  fire  from  the  three  brigades. 

"Take  it  easy,  lads,  take  it  easy,"  the  colonel  said  as  he 
walked  up  and  down  the  ranks.  "  They  are  hardly  in  range 
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yet,  and  you  had  better  keep  your  ammunition  until  they  get  to 
the  foot  of  the  hill,  then  you  can  blaze  away  as  hard  as  you  like." 

Junot,  receiving  news  of  the  arrest  of  Brennier's  column  and 
the  obstacles  that  he  had  encountered,  and  seeing  that  the 
whole  British  fire  was  now  directed  against  Laborde,  ordered 
Loison  to  support  that  general  with  one  brigade,  and  directed 
Solignac  to  turn  the  ravine  in  which  Brennier  was  entangled 
and  to  fall  upon  the  left  extremity  of  the  enemy's  line. 

Fane  had  been  given  discretionary  power  to  call  up  the 
reserve  artillery  posted  in  the  village  behind  him,  and  seeing 
so  strong  an  attack  against  his  position  about  to  be  made  called 
it  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill. 

Loison  and  Laborde  now  formed  their  troops  into  three 
columns  of  attack.  One  advanced  against  that  part  of  the  hill 
held  by  Anstruther's  brigade,  another  endeavoured  to  penetrate 
by  the  road  past  the  church  on  Fane's  extreme  left,  \vhile  the 
main  column,  represented  by  a  large  number  of  the  best  troops, 
advanced  against  the  centre  of  the  position.  The  reserve 
artillery,  and  the  battery  originally  there,  opened  a  terrible  fire, 
which  was  aided  by  the  musketry  of  the  infantry.  But  with 
loud  shouts  the  French  pressed  forward,  and  although  already 
shaken  by  the  terrible  fire  of  the  artillery,  and  breathless  from 
their  exertions,  they  gained  the  crest  of  the  hill.  Before  they 
could  re-form  a  tremendous  volley  was  poured  into  them,  and 
with  a  wild  yell  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  and  the  50th  charged  them 
in  front  and  flank  and  hurled  them  down  the  hill. 

In  the  meantime  Anstruther,  having  repulsed  the  less  serious 
attack  made  on  him,  detached  the  43rd  to  check  the  enemy's 
column  moving  through  the  churchyard,  and  prevented  their 
advance  until  Kellermann  brought  up  a  force  of  Grenadiers, 
who,  running  forward  with  loud  shouts,  drove  back  the 
advanced  companies  of  the  43rd.  The  guns  on  the  heights 
were  turned  upon  them  with  great  effect,  and  those  of  Acland's 
and  Bowe's  brigades  on  the  left  of  the  ridge  took  them  in  flank 
and  brought  them  almost  to  a  stand-still;  then  the  43rd,  in  one 
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mass,  charged  furiously  down  on  the  column,  and  after  a  fierce 
struggle  drove  them  back  in  confusion. 

The  French  attacks  on  this  side  had  now  completely  failed, 
and  Colonel  Taylor,  riding  out  with  his  little  body  of  cavalry, 
dashed  out  into  the  confused  mass,  slaying  and  scattering  it. 
Margaron,  who  commanded  a  superior  force  of  French  cavalry, 
led  them  down  through  their  infantry,  and  falling  upon  the 
British  force  killed  Taylor  and  cut  half  his  squadron  to  pieces. 
Kellermann  took  post  with  his  reserve  of  Grenadiers  in  a  pine- 
wood  in  advance  of  the  wooded  country  through  which  they 
had  advanced,  while  Margaron's  horsemen  maintained  a  position 
covering  the  retreat  of  the  fugitives  into  the  wood.  At  this 
moment  Solignac  reached  his  assigned  position  and  encountered 
Ferguson's  brigade,  which  was  on  the  extreme  left  of  the 
division,  and  was  taken  by  surprise  on  finding  a  force  equal 
to  his  own  where  he  had  expected  to  find  the  hill  untenanted. 
Ferguson  was  drawn  up  in  three  lines  on  a  steep  declivity. 
A  heavy  artillery  fire  opened  upon  the  French  as  soon  as  they 
were  seen,  while  the  5th  brigade  and  the  Portuguese  marched 
along  the  next  ridge  and  threatened  the  enemy's  rear. 

Ferguson  did  not  wait  to  be  attacked,  but  marched  his  brigade 
against  the  French,  who,  falling  fast  under  the  musketry  and 
artillery  fire  which  had  swept  their  lines,  fell  back  fighting 
to  the  farthest  edge  of  the  ridge.  Solignac  was  carried  off 
severely  wounded,  and  his  brigade  was  cut  off  from  its  line  of 
retreat  and  driven  into  a  low  valley,  in  which  stood  the  village 
of  Peranza,  leaving  six  guns  behind  them.  Ferguson  left  two 
regiments  to  guard  these  guns,  and  with  the  rest  of  his  force 
pressed  hard  upon  the  French ;  but  at  this  moment  Brennier, 
who  had  at  last  surmounted  the  difficulties  that  had  detained 
him,  fell  upon  the  two  regiments  suddenly,  and  retook  the  guns. 

The  82nd  and  71st,  speedily  recovered  from  their  surprise, 
rallied  on  some  higher  ground  and  then,  after  pouring  in  a 
tremendous  volley  of  musketry,  charged  with  a  mighty  shout 
and  overthrew  the  French  brigade  and  recovered  the  guns. 
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Brennier  himself  was  wounded  and  taken  prisoner,  and  Fergu 
son  having  completely  broken  up  the  brigade  opposed  to  him 
would  have  forced  the  greater  part  of  Solignac's  troops  to 
surrender,  if  he  had  not  been  required  to  halt  by  an  unexpected 
order.  The  French  veterans  speedily  rallied,  and  in  admirable 
order,  protected  by  their  cavalry,  marched  off  to  join  their 
comrades  who  had  been  defeated  in  their  attack  upon  the 
British  centre. 

It  was  now  twelve  o'clock,  the  victory  was  complete ;  thirteen 
guns  had  been  captured.  Neither  the  1st,  5th,  nor  Portu 
guese  brigades  had  fired  a  shot,  and  the  4th  and  8th  had  suf 
fered  very  little,  therefore  Sir  Arthur  resolved  with  these  five 
brigades  to  push  Junot  closely,  while  Hill,  Anstruther,  and 
Fane  were  to  march  forward  as  far  as  Torres  Vedras,  and,  push 
ing  on  to  Montechique,  cut  him  off  from  Lisbon.  Had  this 
operation  been  executed  Junot  would  probably  have  lost  all 
his  artillery,  and  seven  thousand  stragglers  would  have  been 
driven  to  seek  shelter  under  the  guns  of  Elvas,  from  which 
fortress,  however,  he  would  have  been  cut  off  had  Moore  landed 
as  Sir  Arthur  wished  at  Mondego.  Unhappily,  however,  the 
latter  was  no  longer  commander-in-chief.  Sir  Harry  Burrard, 
who  had  been  present  at  the  action,  had  not  interfered  with 
the  arrangements,  but  as  soon  as  victory  was  won  he  assumed 
command,  sent  an  order  arresting  Ferguson's  career  of  victory, 
and  forbade  all  further  offensive  operations  until  the  arrival  of 
Sir  John  Moore. 

The  adjutant-general  and  quarter-master  supported  his  views, 
and  Sir  Arthur's  earnest  representations  were  disregarded.  Sir 
Arthur's  plan  would  probably  have  been  crowned  with  success, 
but  it  was  not  without  peril.  The  French  had  rallied  with 
extraordinary  rapidity  under  the  protection  of  their  cavalry. 
The  British  artillery-carriages  were  so  shaken  as  to  be  almost 
unfit  for  service,  the  horses  insufficient  in  number  and  wretched 
in  quality,  the  commissariat  waggons  in  the  greatest  con 
fusion,  and  the  hired  Portuguese  vehicles  had  made  off  in 


ROLICA  AND  VIMIERA.  93 

every  direction.  The  British  cavalry  were  totally  destroyed; 
and  two  French  regiments  had  just  made  their  appearance 
on  the  ridge  behind  the  wood  where  Junot's  troops  were 
re-forming. 

Sir  Harry  Burrard,  with  a  caution  characteristic  of  age, 
refused  to  adopt  Wellesley's  bold  plan.  A  great  success  had 
been  gained,  and  that  would  have  been  imperilled  by  Junot's 
falling  with  all  his  force  upon  one  or  other  of  the  British 
columns.  Sir  Arthur  himself  at  a  later  period,  when  a  com 
mission  was  appointed  by  Parliament  to  inquire  into  the 
circumstances,  admitted  that,  though  he  still  believed  that 
success  would  have  attended  his  own  plan,  he  considered  that 
Sir  Harry  Burrard's  decision  was  fully  justified  on  military 
grounds. 

Junot  took  full  advantage  of  the  unexpected  cessation  of 
hostilities.  He  re-formed  his  broken  army  on  the  arrival  of 
the  two  regiments,  which  brought  it  up  to  its  original  strength ; 
and  then,  covered  by  his  cavalry,  marched  in  good  order  until 
darkness  fell.  He  had  regained  the  command  of  the  passes  of 
Torres  Vedras,  and  the  two  armies  occupied  precisely  the  same 
positions  that  they  had  done  on  the  previous  evening. 

One  general,  thirteen  guns,  and  several  hundred  prisoners 
fell  into  the  hands  of  the  British,  and  Junot's  total  loss  far  ex 
ceeded  that  of  the  British,  which  was  comparatively  small.  At 
the  commencement  of  the  fight  the  British  force  was  more  than 
two  thousand  larger  than  that  of  the  French,  but  of  these  only 
a  half  had  taken  an  active  part  in  the  battle,  while  every  man 
in  Junot's  army  had  been  sent  forward  to  the  attack. 

Sir  Harry  Burrard's  command  was  a  short  one,  for  on  the 
following  morning  Sir  Hew  Dalrymple  superseded  him.  Thus 
in  twenty-four  hours  a  battle  had  been  fought  and  the  com 
mand  of  the  army  had  been  three  times  changed,  a  striking 
proof  of  the  abject  folly  and  incapacity  of  the  British  ministry 
of  the  day. 

Two  of  these  three  commanders  arrived  fresh  on  the  scene 
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without  any  previous  knowledge  of  the  situation,  and  all  three 
differed  from  each  other  in  their  views  regarding  the  general  plan 
of  the  campaign ;  the  last  two  were  men  without  any  previous 
experience  in  the  handling  of  large  bodies  of  troops,  and  with 
out  any  high  military  reputation;  while  the  man  displaced  had 
already  shown  the  most  brilliant  capacity  in  India,  and  was 
universally  regarded  as  the  best  general  in  the  British  service. 
Dalrymple  adopted  neither  the  energetic  action  advised  by  Sir 
Arthur  nor  the  inactivity  supported  by  Burrard,  but  taking  a 
middle  course  decided  to  advance  on  the  following  morning, 
but  not  to  go  far  until  Sir  John  Moore  landed  at  Maciera. 

Sir  Arthur  was  strongly  opposed  to  this  policy.  He  pointed 
out  that  there  were  at  present  on  shore  but  seven  or  eight  days' 
provisions  for  the  force  at  Vimiera.  No  further  supplies  could 
be  obtained  in  the  country,  and  at  any  moment  a  gale  might 
arise  and  scatter  or  destroy  the  fleet,  from  which  alone  they 
could  draw  supplies  during  their  advance.  The  debate  on  the 
subject  was  continuing  when  the  French  General  Kellermann, 
bearing  a  flag  of  truce  and  escorted  by  a  strong  body  of  cavalry, 
arrived  at  the  outposts  and  desired  a  conference.  The  news 
was  surprising  indeed.  Junot's  force  was  practically  unshaken. 
He  possessed  all  the  strong  places  in  Portugal,  and  could  have 
received  support  in  a  short  time  from  the  French  forces  in  Spain. 

Upon  the  other  hand  the  position  of  the  British,  even  after 
winning  a  victory,  was  by  no  means  a  satisfactory  one;  they 
had  already  learnt  that  it  was  useless  to  rely  in  the  slightest 
degree  upon  Portuguese  promises  or  Portuguese  assistance, 
and  that,  even  in  the  matter  of  provisions  and  carriage,  their 
commander-in-chief  expected  to  be  maintained  by  those  who 
had  come  to  aid  in  freeing  the  country  of  the  French,  instead 
of  these  receiving  any  help  from  him.  In  carriage  the  British 
army  was  wholly  deficient,  of  cavalry  they  had  none.  When 
Sir  John  Moore  landed  there  would  be  but  four  days'  pro 
visions  on  shore  for  the  army,  and  were  the  fleet  driven  off  by 
a  gale,  starvation  would  at  once  threaten  them. 
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The  gallantry  with  which  the  French  had  fought  in  both 
engagements,  the  skill  with  which  they  had  been  handled,  and 
above  all  the  quickness  and  steadiness  with  which,  after  defeat, 
they  had  closed  up  their  ranks  and  drawn  off  in  excellent  order, 
showed  that  the  task  of  expelling  such  troops  from  the  country 
would,  even  if  all  went  well  in  other  respects,  be  a  very  for 
midable  one,  and  the  offer  of  a  conference  was  therefore  at 
once  embraced  by  Sir  Hew  Dalrymple. 

Kellermann  was  admitted  to  the  camp.  His  mission  was  to 
demand  a  cessation  of  arms  in  order  that  Junot  might,  under 
certain  conditions,  evacuate  Portugal.  The  advantages  of 
freeing  the  country  from  the  French  without  further  fighting 
was  so  evident  that  Sir  Hew  at  once  agreed  to  discuss  the 
terms,  and  took  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  into  his  counsels.  The 
latter  quite  agreed  with  the  policy  by  which  a  strong  French 
army  would  be  quietly  got  out  of  the  country,  in  which  it  held 
all  the  military  posts  and  strong  positions.  A  great  moral 
effect  would  be  produced,  and  the  whole  resources  of  Portugal 
would  then  be  available  for  operations  in  Spain. 

By  the  afternoon  the  main  points  of  the  Convention  had 
been  generally  agreed  upon.  The  French  were  to  evacuate 
Portugal,  and  were  to  be  conveyed  in  the  English  vessels  to 
France  with  their  property,  public  or  private.  There  was  to 
be  no  persecution  of  persons  who  had  been  the  adherents  of 
France  during  the  occupation;  the  only  serious  difference  that 
arose  was  as  to  the  Eussian  fleet  in  the  Tagus.  Kellermann 
proposed  to  have  it  guaranteed  from  capture,  with  leave  to 
return  to  the  Baltic.  This,  however,  was  refused,  and  the 
question  was  referred  to  Admiral  Cotton,  who,  as  chief  repre 
sentative  of  England,  would  have  to  approve  of  the  treaty 
before  it  could  be  signed. 

Kellermann  returned  to  Lisbon  with  Colonel  Murray  the 
quarter-master-general,  and  after  three  days'  negotiations  the 
treaty  was  finally  concluded,  the  Russian  difficulty  being 
settled  by  their  vessels  being  handed  over  to  the  British,  and 
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the  crew  transported  in  English  ships  to  the  Baltic.  The 
Convention  was,  under  the  circumstances,  unquestionably  a 
most  advantageous  one.  It  would  have  cost  long  and  severe 
fighting  and  the  siege  of  several  very  strong  fortresses  before 
the  French  could  have  been  turned  out  of  Portugal.  Heavy 
siege-guns  would  have  been  necessary  for  these  operations.  At 
the  very  shortest  calculation  a  year  would  have  been  wasted, 
very  heavy  loss  of  life  incurred,  and  an  immense  expenditure 
of  money  before  the  result,  now  obtained  so  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly,  had  been  arrived  at. 

Nevertheless,  the  news  of  the  Convention  was  received  with 
a  burst  of  popular  indignation  in  England,  where  the  public, 
wholly  ignorant  of  the  difficulty  of  the  situation,  had  formed 
the  most  extravagant  hopes,  founded  on  the  two  successes 
obtained  by  their  troops.  The  result  was  that  a  Commission 
was  appointed  to  investigate  the  whole  matter.  The  three 
English  generals  were  summoned  to  England  to  attend  before 
it,  and  so  gross  were  the  misrepresentations  and  lies  by  which 
the  public  had  been  deceived  by  the  agents  of  the  unscrupulous 
and  ambitious  Bishop  of  Oporto  and  his  confederates,  that  it 
was  even  proposed  to  bring  the  generals  to  trial,  who  had  in 
so  short  a  time  and  with  such  insufficient  means  freed  Portugal 
from  the  French.  Sir  John  Moore  remained  in  command  of 
the  troops  in  Portugal. 


CHAPTER   VI. 

A  PAUSE. 


THE  Mayo  Fusiliers  had  suffered  their  full  proportion  of 
losses  at  the  battle  of  Vimiera.      Major  Harrison  had 
been  killed,  Captain  O'Connor  had  been  severely  wounded  as 
his  company  had  been  thrown  forward  as  skirmishers  on  the 
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face  of  the  hill,  and  a  third  of  their  number  had  fallen  when 
Laborde's  great  column  had  driven  them  in  as  it  charged  up 
the  ascent.  Terence's  father  had  been  brought  to  the  ground 
by  a  ball  that  struck  him  near  the  hip ;  had  been  trampled  on 
by  the  French  as  they  passed  up  over  him,  and  again  on  their 
retreat;  and  he  was  insensible  when,  as  soon  as  the  enemy 
retired,  a  party  was  sent  down  to  bring  up  the  wounded.  By 
the  death  of  the  major,  O'Connor,  as  senior  captain,  now  attained 
that  rank,  but  the  doctor  pronounced  that  it  would  be  a  long 
time  before  he  would  be  able  to  take  up  his  duties.  Another 
captain  and  three  subalterns  had  been  killed,  and  several  other 
officers  had  been  wounded.  Among  these  was  O'Grady,  whose 
left  arrn  had  been  carried  away  below  the  elbow  by  a  round 
shot.  As  Terence  was  in  the  other  wing  of  the  regiment  he 
did  not  hear  of  his  father's  wounds  until  after  the  battle  was 
over,  and  on  the  order  being  given  that  there  was  to  be  no 
pursuit  the  regiment  fell  out  of  its  ranks.  As  soon  as  the 
news  reached  him  he  obtained  permission  to  go  down  to 
Vimiera,  where  the  church  and  other  buildings  had  been  turned 
into  temporary  hospitals,  to  which  the  seriously  wounded  had 
been  carried  as  soon  as  the  French  retired.  Hurrying  down 
he  soon  learned  where  the  wounded  of  General  Fane's  brigade 
had  been  taken.  He  found  the  two  regimental  doctors  hard 
at  work.  O'Flaherty  came  up  to  Terence  as  soon  as  he  saw  him 
enter  the  barn  that  had  been  hastily  converted  into  a  hospital 
by  covering  the  floor  deeply  with  straw. 

"I  think  your  father  will  do,  Terence,  my  boy,"  he  said 
cheeringly;  "we  have  just  got  the  bullet  out  of  his  leg,  and 
we  hope  that  it  has  not  touched  the  bone,  though  we  cannot 
be  altogether  sure.  We  shall  know  more  about  that  when  we 
have  got  through  the  rough  of  our  work.  Still,  we  have  every 
hope  that  he  will  do  well.  He  is  next  the  door  at  the  further 
end;  we  put  him  there  to  let  him  get  as  much  fresh  air  as 
possible,  for,  by  the  powers,  this  place  is  like  a  furnace." 

Captain  O'Connor  was  lying  on  his  back,  the  straw  having 
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been  arranged  so  as  to  raise  his  shoulders  and  head.  He 
smiled  when  Terence  came  up  to  him. 

"  Thank  God  you  have  got  safely  through  it,  lad ! " 

"I  should  not  have  minded  being  hit,  father,  if  you  had 
escaped,"  Terence  said,  with  difficulty  suppressing  a  sob,  while 
in  spite  of  his  efforts  the  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks. 

"The  doctors  say  I  shall  pull  through  all  right.  I  hear 
poor  Harrison  is  killed;  he  was  a  good  fellow.  Though  it  has 
given  me  my  step,  I  am  heartily  sorry.  So  we  have  thrashed 
them,  lads,  that  is  a  comfort.  I  was  afraid  when  they  went 
up  the  hill  that  they  might  be  too  much  for  us,  and  I  was 
delighted  when  I  heard  them  coming  tearing  down  again, 
though  I  had  not  much  time  to  think  about  it.  They  had 
stepped  over  me  pretty  much  as  they  went  up,  but  they  had 
no  time  to  pick  their  way  as  they  came  back  again,  and  after 
one  or  two  had  jumped  on  me,  I  remembered  no  more  about 
it  until  I  found  myself  here  with  O'Flaherty  probing  the 
wound  and  hurting  me  horribly.  I  am  bruised  all  over,  and 
I  wonder  some  of  my  ribs  are  not  broken;  at  present  they 
hurt  me  a  good  deal  more  than  this  wound  in  the  hip.  Still, 
that  is  only  an  affair  of  a  day  or  two.  Who  have  been  killed 
besides  the  major1?" 

"  Dorman,  Phillips,  and  Henderson  are  killed.  O'Grady  is 
wounded,  I  hear,  and  so  are  Saunders,  Byrne,  and  Sullivan; 
there  have  been  some  others  hit  but  not  seriously,  they  did 
not  have  to  fall  out." 

"  O'Grady  is  over  on  the  other  side  somewhere,  Terence ;  I 
heard  his  voice  just  now.  Go  and  see  where  he  is  hurt." 

O'Grady  was  sitting  up  with  his  back  to  the  wall ;  the  sleeves 
of  his  jacket  and  shirt  had  been  cut  off,  and  a  tourniquet  was 
on  his  arm  just  above  the  elbow. 

"Well,  Terence,"  he  said  cheerfully,  "  I  am  in  luck,  you  see." 

"  I  can't  see  any  luck  about  it,  O'Grady  " 

"Why,  man,  it  might  have  been  my  right  arm,  and  where 
should  I  have  been  then?  As  to  the  left  arm,  one  can  do 
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without  it  very  well.  Then  again  it  is  lucky  that  the  ball  hit 
me  below  the  elbow  and  not  above  it.  O'Flaherty  says  they 
will  be  able  to  make  a  dacent  job  of  it,  and  that  after  a  bit 
they  will  be  able  to  fit  a  wooden  arm  on,  so  that  I  can  screw 
a  fork  into  it.  The  worst  of  it  at  present  is,  that  I  have  a 
terrible  thirst  on  me,  and  nothing  but  water  have  they  given 
me,  a  thing  that  I  have  not  drunk  for  years.  They  have  tied 
up  the  arteries,  and  they  are  going  presently  to  touch  up  the 
loose  ends  with  hot  pitch  to  stop  the  bleeding  altogether.  It 
is  not  a  pleasant  job;  they  have  done  it  to  three  or  four  of  the 
men  already.  One  of  them  stood  it  well,  but  the  others  cried 
a  thousand  murders.  O'Flaherty  has  promised  me  a  drink  of 
whisky  and  water  before  they  do  it,  and  just  at  present  I  feel 
as  if  I  would  let  them  burn  all  my  limbs  at  the  same  price. 
It  is  sorry  I  am,  Terence,  to  hear  that  your  father  is  hit  so 
hard,  but  O'Flaherty  says  he  will  get  through  it  all  right. 
Well,  he  will  get  his  majority,  though  I  am  mightily  sorry 
that  Harrison  is  killed;  he  was  a  good  boy,  though  he  was 
an  Englishman.  Ah,  Terence,  my  heart's  sore  when  I  think 
what  I  said  that  evening  after  the  fight  at  Eolica!  I  did  not 
mean  it  altogether,  but  the  words  come  home  to  me  now.  It 
is  not  for  meself  but  for  the  poor  boys  that  have  gone.  It  was 
just  thoughtlessness,  but  I  would  give  me  other  arm  not  to 
have  said  those  words." 

"  I  know  that  you  did  not  mean  it,  O'Grady,  and  we  were 
all  feeling  sorry  that  the  regiment  had  not  had  a  chance  to  be 
in  the  thick  of  it." 

"  Here  they  are,  coming  this  way  with  the  pitch  kettle.  You 
had  better  get  away,  lad,  before  they  begin." 

Terence  was  glad  to  follow  the  advice,  and  hurried  out  of 
the  barn  and  walked  three  or  four  hundred  yards  away.  He 
was  very  fond  of  O'Grady,  who  had  always  been  very  kind  to 
him,  and  who  was  thoroughly  warm-hearted  and  a  good  fellow  in 
spite  of  his  eccentricities.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  returned. 
Just  as  he  was  entering  O'Flaherty  came  out  of  the  door. 
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"  I  must  have  a  breath  of  fresh  air,  Terence,"  he  said.  "  The 
heat  is  stifling  in  there,  and  though  we  are  working  in  our  shirt 
sleeves  we  are  just  as  damp  as  if  we  had  been  thrown  into  a 
pond." 

"Has  O'Grady's  arm  been  seared?" 

"Yes,  and  he  stood  it  well;  not  a  word  did  he  say  until  it 
was  over.  Then  he  said,  '  Give  me  another  drink,  O'Flahert}' ; 
it's  wake-like  I  feel.'  Before  I  could  get  the  cup  to  his  lips  he 
went  off  in  a  faint.  He  has  come  round  now  and  has  had  a 
drink  of  weak  whisky  and  water,  and  is  lying  quiet  and  com 
posed.  It  is  better  that  you  should  not  go  near  him  at  present. 
I  hope  that  he  will  drop  off  to  sleep  presently.  I  have  just 
given  a  glance  at  your  father,  and  he  is  nearly,  if  not  quite, 
asleep  too,  so  you  had  better  leave  them  now  and  look  in  again 
this  evening.  Now  that  the  affair  is  over,  and  there  is  time  to 
go  round,  they  will  clear  out  some  houses  and  get  things  more 
comfortable.  The  principal  medical  officer  was  round  here 
half  an  hour  ago.  He  said  they  would  fit  up  rooms  for  the 
officers  at  once,  and  I  will  have  your  father,  O'Grady,  and 
Saunders  carried  up  on  stretchers  and  put  into  a  room  together. 
If  they  can  bear  the  moving  it  will  be  all  in  their  favour,  for  it 
will  be  cooler  there  than  in  this  oven  of  a  place.  I  hear  the 
church  has  been  requisitioned,  and  that  the  worst  cases  among 
our  men  will  be  taken  there." 

In  comparison  with  the  loss  of  the  French  that  of  the  British 
had  been  very  small.  From  their  position  on  commanding 
heights  they  had  suffered  but  little  from  the  fire  of  the  French 
artillery,  and  the  casualties  were  almost  confined  to  Fane's 
brigade,  the  43rd  Regiment,  Anstruther's,  and  the  two  regi 
ments  of  Ferguson's  brigade  that  had  been  attacked  by  Bren- 
nier,  and  before  nightfall  the  whole  of  the  wounded  had  been 
brought  in  and  attended  to,  the  hospitals  arranged,  and  the 
men  far  more  comfortably  bestowed  than  in  the  temporary 
quarters  taken  up  during  the  heat  of  the  conflict.  As  there 
was  no  prospect  of  an  immediate  movement,  the  soldier  servants 
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of  the  wounded  officers  had  been  excused  from  military  duty 
and  told  off  to  attend  to  them,  and  when  Terence  went  down 
in  the  evening  he  found  his  father,  O'Grady,  and  Saunders — 
the  latter  a  young  lieutenant — comfortably  lodged  in  a  large 
room  in  which  three  hospital  beds  had  been  placed.  O'Grady 
had  quite  recovered  his  usual  good  spirits. 

"  Don't  draw  such  a  long  face,  Terence,"  he  said  as  the  lad 
entered;  "we  are  all  going  on  well.  Your  father  has  been 
bandaged  all  over  the  chest  and  body,  and  is  able  to  breathe 
more  comfortably;  as  for  me,  except  that  I  feel  as  if  somebody 
were  twisting  a  red-hot  needle  about  in  my  arm,  I  am  as  right 
as  possible,  and  Saunders  is  doing  first-rate.  The  doctors 
thought  at  first  that  he  had  got  a  ball  through  his  body;  after 
they  got  him  here  they  had  time  to  examine  him  carefully, 
and  they  find  that  it  has  just  run  along  the  ribs  and  gone 
out  behind,  and  that  he  will  soon  be  about  again.  If  it  wasn't 
that  the  doctors  say  I  must  drink  nothing  but  water  with 
lemon- juice  squeezed  into  it,  I  would  have  nothing  to  com 
plain  of.  We  have  got  our  servants.  Hoolan  came  in  blubber 
ing  like  a  calf,  the  omadhoun,  and  I  had  to  threaten  to  send 
him  back  to  the  regiment  before  he  would  be  sensible.  He 
has  sworn  off  spirits  until  I  am  well  enough  to  take  to  them, 
which  is  a  comfort,  for  I  am  sorry  to  say  he  is  one  of  those 
men  who  never  know  when  they  have  had  enough." 

"  Like  master  like  man,  O'Grady." 

"  Terence,  when  I  get  well  you  will  repint  of  your  impudence 
to  your  supayrior  officer,  Avhen  he  is  not  able  to  defend  himself." 

Terence  went  across  to  his  father's  bed. 

"Do  you  really  feel  easier,  Father?" 

"A  great  deal,  lad.  I  was  so  bruised  that  every  breath 
I  took  hurt  me;  since  I  have  been  tightly  bandaged  I  am 
better,  ever  so  much.  Daly  says  that  in  a  few  days  I  shall 
be  all  right  again  as  to  that,  but  that  the  other  business  will 
keep  me  on  my  back  for  a  long  time.  He  has  examined  my 
wound  again,  and  says  he  won't  touch  it  for  a  few  days ;  but 
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I  can  see  that  he  is  rather  afraid  that  the  bone  has  been  grazed 
if  not  splintered.  You  have  not  heard  what  is  going  to  be 
done,  have  you?" 

"No,  Father;  the  talk  is  that  no  move  will  be  made  any 
how  until  Sir  John  Moore  lands  with  his  troops,  after  that 
I  suppose  we  shall  go  forward." 

"  It  is  a  pity  we  did  not  push  forward  to-day,  lad, — if,  as 
I  hear,  half  the  force  were  never  engaged  at  all.  Junot  would 
not  have  carried  off  a  gun  if  our  fellows  had  been  launched 
against  them  while  they  were  in  disorder.  As  it  is,  I  hear 
they  have  marched  away  over  that  ridge  in  as  good  order  as 
they  came,  and  so  we  shall  have  all  the  work  of  thrashing  them 
to  do  over  again." 

"  They  say  that  is  what  Sir  Arthur  wanted  to  do,  Father, 
but  Burrard  overruled  him." 

"  Did  any  man  ever  hear  of  such  nonsense  as  a  general  who 
knows  nothing  at  all  about  the  matter  coming  and  taking  over 
the  command  from  a  general  who  has  just  won  a  battle,  and 
who  has  all  the  ins  and  outs  of  the  matter  at  his  finger 
ends!" 

"Now,  my  dear  O'Connor,"  O'Grady  broke  in,  "you  know 
what  Daly  said,  the  quieter  you  lie  and  the  less  you  talk  the 
better.  He  did  not  say  so  to  meself,  in  the  first  place  because 
he  knew  it  would  be  of  no  use,  and  in  the  second,  because 
there  is  no  raison  on  earth  why,  because  a  man  has  lost  a  bit 
of  his  arm,  his  tongue  should  not  wag.  And  what  does  the 
colonel  say,  Terence;  is  he  not  delighted  with  the  regiment?" 

"  He  is  that,  and  he  has  a  right  to  be,"  Terence  said.  "  The 
way  they  went  at  the  French,  and  tumbled  them  over  the  crest 
and  down  the  hill  was  splendid.  The  tears  rolled  down  his 
cheeks  when  he  heard  that  the  major  and  the  others  were 
killed,  but  he  said  that  a  man  could  not  die  more  gloriously. 
He  shook  hands  with  all  the  officers  after  it  was  over,  and  sent 
a  party  down  to  the  town  to  buy  and  bring  up  some  barrels 
of  wine,  and  served  out  a  good  allowance  to  each  man.  As 
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soon  as  the  firing  ceased  I  heard  him  tell  O'DriscoI  that  he  was 
proud  to  have  commanded  the  regiment." 

"  That  is  good,  Terence ;  and  now,  do  you  think  that  you 
could  bring  me  up  just  a  taste  of  the  crature1?" 

"The  divil  a  drop,  O'Grady;  if  Daly  and  O'Flaherty  both 
say  that  you  are  not  to  have  it,  it  is  certain  that  it  is  bad  for 
you.  But  I'll  tell  you  what  I  will  do,  I  have  one  bottle  of 
whisky  left,  and  I  will  promise  you  that  it  sha'n't  be  touched 
till  you  are  well  enough  to  drink  it,  and  if  we  are  marched 
away,  as  I  suppose  we  shall  be,  I  will  hand  it  over  to  O'Flaherty 
to  give  you  when  you  are  fit  to  take  it.  He  tells  me  that  he 
will  be  left  to  look  after  the  wounded  when  we  move." 

"I  could  not  trust  him,  Terence;  I  would  hand  over  a  bag 
of  gold  uncounted  to  him,  but  as  for  whisky  the  temptation 
would  be  too  great  for  an  Irishman  to  resist.  Look  here,  you 
put  it  into  a  wooden  box  and  nail  it  up  securely,  and  write  on 
it,  'O'Grady's  arm',  and  hand  it  over  to  him  solemnly,  and  tell 
him  that  I  have  a  fancy  for  burying  the  contents  myself,  which 
will  be  true  enough,  though  it  is  me  throat  I  mean  to  bury 
it  in." 

Knowing  that  it  was  best  they  should  be  left  in  quiet, 
Terence  soon  left  them  and  returned  to  the  regiment. 

"Well,  Dick,  what  did  you  think  of  a  battle?"  he  asked  his 
chum. 

"  I  don't  quite  know  what  I  did  think.  It  does  not  seem  to 
me  that  I  thought  much  about  it  at  all,  what  with  the  noise  of 
the  firing  and  the  shouting  of  the  men,  and  the  whistle  over 
head  of  the  French  round  shot,  and  the  men  cheering,  the 
French  shouting,  and  the  excitement,  there  was  no  time  for 
thinking  at  all.  From  the  time  the  skirmishers  came  running 
up  the  hill  to  the  time  when  we  rolled  the  French  down  it,  I 
seem  to  have  been  in  a  dream.  It's  lucky  that  I  had  no  words  of 
command  to  give,  for  I  am  sure  I  should  not  have  given  them. 
I  don't  think  I  was  frightened  at  all;  somehow  I  did  not  seem 
to  think  of  the  danger.  It  was  just  a  horrible  confusion." 
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"  I  felt  very  much  like  that  too.  It  was  not  a  bit  like  what 
it  was  when  we  took  that  brig;  I  felt  cool  enough  when  we 
jumped  on  to  her  deck.  But  then  there  was  no  noise  to  speak 
of,  while  the  row  this  morning  was  tremendous.  I  tried  to  cheer 
when  the  men  did,  but  I  could  not  hear  my  own  voice,  and  I 
don't  know  wh ether  I  made  any  sound  or  not." 

A  delay  of  some  weeks  took  place  after  the  battle  of  Yimiera. 
The  Mayo  Fusiliers  were  not  among  the  troops  who  entered 
Lisbon  in  order  to  overawe  the  populace  and  prevent  attacks 
both  upon  French  soldiers  and  officers,  and  Portuguese  sus 
pected  of  leaning  towards  the  French  cause.  Throughout  the 
country  everything  was  in  confusion.  A  strong  party,  at  whose 
head  were  the  Bishop  of  Oporto  and  Friere,  denounced  the 
convention  with  the  French, — against  whom  they  themselves 
had  done  nothing, — as  gross  treachery  on  the  part  of  the  English 
to  Portugal.  They  endeavoured  in  every  way  to  excite  the 
feelings  of  the  population,  both  in  the  country  and  the  capital, 
against  the  British;  but  in  this  they  failed  altogether,  for  the 
people  were  too  thankful  to  get  rid  of  the  oppression  and 
exactions  of  the  invaders  to  feel  aught  but  satisfaction  at  their 
being  compelled  to  leave  the  country. 

The  Junta  at  Oporto,  at  whose  head  was  the  bishop,  desired 
to  grasp  the  entire  power  throughout  the  country,  and  were 
furious  at  being  thwarted  in  their  endeavours  to  prevent  a 
central  Junta  being  established  at  Lisbon.  Throughout  Spain 
also  chaos  reigned.  Each  provincial  Junta  refused  co-operation 
with  others,  and  instead  of  concerting  measures  for  resistance 
against  the  great  force  that  Napoleon  was  assembling  on  the 
frontier,  thought  only  of  satisfying  the  ambitions  and  greed  of 
its  members.  The  generals  disregarded  alike  the  orders  from 
the  central  Junta  at  Madrid  and  those  of  the  provincial  Juntas, 
quarrelled  among  themselves  to  a  point  that  sometimes  ap 
proached  open  hostility,  and  each  acted  only  for  his  private 
ends.  Arms  had  been  sent  in  vast  numbers  from  England; 
yet  while  the  money  so  lavishly  bestowed  by  British  agents 
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went  into  the  pockets  of  individuals,  the  arms  were  retained 
by  the  Juntas  of  Seville,  Cadiz,  and  the  maritime  ports,  and 
the  armies  of  Spain  were  left  almost  unarmed. 

The  term  army  is  indeed  absurd,  as  applied  to  the  gather 
ings  of  peasants  without  an  idea  of  discipline,  with  scarcely 
any  instruction  in  drill,  and  in  the  majority  of  cases,  as  the 
result  proved,  altogether  deficient  in  courage;  and  yet,  while 
neglecting  all  military  precautions  and  ready  to  crumble  to 
pieces  at  the  first  approach  of  the  French,  the  arrogance  and 
insolence  of  the  authorities,  civil  and  military  alike,  were 
absolutely  unbounded.  They  disregarded  wholly  the  advice 
of  the  British  officers  and  agents,  and  treated  the  men,  who 
alone  could  save  them  from  the  consequences  of  their  folly, 
with  open  contempt. 

After  a  fortnight's  halt  at  Vimiera  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  were 
marched,  with  four  other  regiments,  to  Torres  Vedras,  where 
they  took  up  their  quarters.  In  the  middle  of  October  O'Grady 
and  Saunders  re- joined,  and  Terence  obtained  a  few  days'  leave 
to  visit  his  father. 

The  latter's  progress  had  been  slow;  the  wound  was  unhealed, 
pieces  of  bone  working  their  way  out,  and  the  doctors  had 
decided  that  he  must  be  invalided  home,  as  it  was  desirable  to 
clear  out  the  hospitals  altogether  before  the  army  marched 
into  Spain. 

"They  think  the  change  of  air  will  do  me  good,"  Major 
O'Connor  said  to  Terence,  as  they  were  chatting  together  after 
the  latter  arrived,  "  and  I  think  so  myself.  It  is  evident  that 
I  cannot  take  part  in  the  next  campaign,  but  I  hope  to  rejoin 
again  in  the  spring.  Of  course  it  is  hard,  but  I  must  not 
grumble ;  if  the  bullet  had  been  half  an  inch  more  to  the  right 
it  would  have  smashed  the  bone  altogether,  then  I  should  have 
had  small  chance  indeed,  for  taking  off  the  leg  at  the  hip  is 
an  operation  that  not  one  man  in  twenty  survives.  O'Flaherty 
says  he  thinks  that  all  the  bits  of  bone  have  worked  out  now, 
and  that  I  may  not  be  permanently  lame;  but  if  it  is  to  be  so, 
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lad,  it  is  of  no  use  kicking  against  fate.  I  have  got  my 
majority,  and  if  permanently  disabled  by  my  wounds,  can 
retire  on  a  pension  on  which  I  can  live  comfortably. 

"So  I  hear  that  Sir  John  Moore  is  going  to  march  into 
Spain.  By  the  way  you  have  got  some  cousins  in  Oporto  or 
the  neighbourhood,  though  I  don't  suppose  you  are  likely  to 
run  against  them." 

"I  never  heard  you  say  anything  about  them  before, 
Father." 

"No;  I  don't  think  that  I  ever  did  mention  it.  A  first  cousin 
of  mine  went  over,  just  about  the  time  that  I  was  married,  to 
Oporto,  and  established  himself  there  as  a  wine  merchant.  He 
had  been  out  there  before  for  a  firm  in  Dublin,  and  when 
Clancy's  father  died  and  he  came  into  some  money  he  went 
out,  as  I  said,  and  started  for  himself.  He  was  a  sharp  fellow 
and  did  well,  and  married  the  daughter  of  a  big  land-owner. 
We  used  to  hear  from  him  occasionally.  He  died  about  a  year 
ago,  and  left  a  girl  behind  him ;  she  had  been  brought  up  in 
her  mother's  religion.  He  never  said  much  about  his  wife,  but 
I  fancy  she  was  a  very  strong  Roman  Catholic,  and  that  they 
did  not  quite  agree  about  the  girl,  who,  as  I  gathered,  had  a 
hankering  after  her  father's  religion.  However,  after  Clancy 
died  we  never  heard  any  more  of  them. 

"  There  was  a  letter  from  their  man  of  business  announcing 
the  death,  and  stating  that  Clancy  had  left  his  own  property, 
that  is  to  say  the  money  he  had  made  in  business,  to  the  girl. 
What  has  become  of  her  since  I  do  not  know.  It  was  no 
business  of  mine,  though  I  believe  that  I  was  his  nearest 
relation — at  least  my  uncle  had  no  other  children,  and  there 
were  neither  brothers  nor  sisters  except  him  and  my  father. 
Still,  as  he  left  a  widow  who  had  a  good  big  property  on 
her  own  account,  and  was  connected  with  a  lot  of  grandee 
families,  there  was  no  occasion  for  me  to  mix  myself  up  in 
the  affair;  and,  indeed,  it  never  entered  my  head  to  do  so. 
Yet,  Clancy  and  I  were  great  friends,  and  I  should  be  glad 
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to  know  what  has  become  of  his  girl.  I  fancy  that  she  is 
about  your  age,  and  if  Moore  should  take  you  up  north  you 
might  make  some  inquiries  there.  The  mother's  family  name 
was  Montarlies,  and  I  fancy,  from  what  Clancy  said,  her 
father's  property  was  somewhere  to  the  north  of  Oporto,  so  I 
expect  that  at  that  town  you  would  be  likely  to  hear  some 
thing  of  them." 

"All  right,  Father!  if  we  go  there  I  will  be  sure  to  make 
some  inquiries." 

On  the  fourth  day  after  Terence's  arrival  the  hospital  was 
broken  up,  the  convalescents  marched  for  Torres  Vedras,  and 
Major  O'Connor,  with  four  other  officers  and  forty  men,  were 
put  on  board  a  ship  to  be  taken  to  England. 

"Your  visit  has  done  your  father  good,  Terence,"  O'Flaherty 
said,  as,  after  seeing  the  party  safely  on  board  ship,  he  re 
turned  to  the  town  whence  they  were  to  march  with  the  con 
valescents,  sixty  in  number,  among  whom  were  five  officers. 
"He  has  brightened  up  a  deal  the  last  four  days,  and  his  wound 
looks  distinctly  more  healthy.  I  have  a  strong  hope  that  all 
those  splinters  have  worked  out  now,  and  your  being  here  has 
given  him  a  fillip,  so  that  he  is  altogether  better  and  more 
cheerful.  I  hope  by  the  spring  he  will  be  able  to  rejoin  us.  I 
can  tell  you  I  am  mighty  glad  to  be  off  again  myself.  It 
has  been  pretty  hard  work  here,  for  I  have  had,  for  the  last 
fortnight,  a  hundred  and  twenty  men  on  my  hands.  At  first 
there  were  three  of  us  here,  but  two  went  off  with  the  last 
batch  of  convalescents,  and  I  have  been  alone  since.  Luckily 
Major  Peters  has  been  well  enough  to  look  after  things  in 
general,  and  help  the  commissariat  man;  still,  with  forty  bad 
cases  I  have  not  had  much  time  on  my  hands.  Of  course  I 
knew  him  and  all  the  other  officers,  but  they  all  belonged  to 
other  regiments,  and  it  was  not  like  being  among  the  Mayos. 
And  when  do  you  think  we  will  be  starting  again?" 

"  I  have  no  idea.  I  have  heard  that  Moore  is  doing  every 
thing  he  can  to  hurry  on  things,  but  that  he  is  awfully 
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hampered  for  want  of  money.  It  is  scandalous.  Here  are  our 
agents  supplied  with  immense  sums  for  the  use  of  these  black 
guard  Spaniards,  yet  they  keep  their  own  army  Avithout  funds." 

"  If  the  general  has  no  funds,  Terence,  he  had  better  be 
stopping  where  he  is.  There  is  no  getting  anything  in  Portugal 
without  paying  ten  times  the  proper  price  for  it,  and  from 
what  I  hear  of  the  Spaniards  they  will  charge  twenty  times, 
put  the  money  in  their  pockets,  and  then  not  even  give  you 
what  you  paid  for.  As  to  their  being  any  good  to  us  as  allies 
it  is  not  to  be  hoped  for;  they  will  take  our  arms  and  our 
money,  expect  us  to  feed  their  troops,  and  will  then  run  away 
at  the  sight  of  a  French  soldier;  you  Avill  see  if  they  don't." 

"  I  hear  that  the  Junta  of  Corunna  says  that  all  the  North 
will  rise  as  soon  as  we  enter  their  country." 

"They  may  rise  and  flock  round  us  until  they  have  got 
arms  and  money,  and  then  they  will  go  off  to  their  homes 
again.  That  is  the  sort  of  assistance  that  is  to  be  had  from 
them.  We  should  do  a  deal  better  if  there  was  not  a  Spaniard 
in  the  country,  and  it  was  left  to  us  to  fight  it  out  with  the 
French." 

"  In  that  case,  O'Flaherty,  we  should  never  cross  the  frontier 
at  all.  They  say  that  Napoleon  is  gathering  a  great  army,  and 
against  such  a  force,  with  the  French  troops  already  in  Spain, 
our  twenty  or  twenty -five  thousand  men  Avould  fare  very  badly, 
especially  as  they  say  that  the  emperor  is  coming  himself." 

"That  is  worse  news  than  the  other,  Terence.  It  is  only 
because  the  French  generals  have  always  been  quarrelling 
among  themselves  that  the  Avhole  Peninsula  has  not  been  con 
quered;  but  with  Napoleon  at  the  head  of  affairs  it  Avould  be  a 
different  matter  altogether,  and  my  humble  opinion  is  that  AVC 
had  better  stay  Avhere  we  are  until  he  has  Aviped  out  the 
Spaniards  altogether." 

Terence  laughed. 

"You  don't  take  a  sanguine  view  of  things." 

"  You  have  been  Avith  the  regiment,  Terence,  and  have  had 
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very  little  to  do  with  the  natives.  I  have  not  seen  very  much 
of  them  either,  thank  goodness;  but  I  have  seen  quite  enough 
to  know  that  though  perhaps  the  peasants  would  make  good 
soldiers,  if  officered  by  Englishmen,  there  is  mighty  little  feel 
ing  of  patriotism  among  the  classes  above  them.  Reading 
and  writing  may  be  good  for  some  countries,  but  as  far  as 
I  see  here,  reading  and  writing  spoil  them  here,  for  every  man 
one  comes  across  who  can  sign  his  name  is  intent  either  on 
filling  his  pocket,  or  on  working  some  scheme  or  other  for  his 
own  advantage.  If  I  were  Sir  John  Moore  I  would  send  up  a 
division  to  Oporto,  hang  the  bishop  and  every  member  of  the 
Junta,  shoot  Friere  and  a  dozen  of  his  principal  officers,  and  if 
the  people  of  Oporto  gave  them  the  chance  clear  the  streets 
with  grape-shot.  Why,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  a  small  guard  of 
our  fellows  with  the  French  garrisons  that  were  marched  down 
there  to  embark,  the  Portuguese  would  have  murdered  every 
man-jack  of  them. 

"They  did  murder  a  good  many,  and  robbed  them  all  of 
their  baggage ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  that  our  men  loaded  and 
would  have  fired  on  them  if  they  had  gone  further,  not  a 
Frenchman  would  have  got  off  alive.  If  this  had  been  done  in 
Lisbon,  where  the  French  had  been  masters,  there  might  have 
been  some  sort  of  excuse  for  it;  but  they  had  never  been  near 
Oporto  at  all,  and  therefore  the  people  there  had  no  scores  to 
settle  with  them." 

"I  am  afraid,  O'Flaherty,  that  an  army  worked  on  your 
principles  would  never  get  far  from  the  coast,  for  we  should 
have  the  whole  country  against  us." 

"So  much  the  better  if  we  never  get  far  from  the  coast. 
How  much  help  have  we  had  from  them  ?  There  is  not  a  single 
horse  or  wagon  for  transport  except  those  we  have  hired  at 
exorbitant  prices;  not  a  single  ounce  of  food.  They  would  not 
even  divide  with  us  the  magazines  at  Leirya,  which  they  had 
no  share  in  capturing.  The  rabble  they  call  an  army  has 
never  fired  a  shot  or  marched  a  yard  with  us,  except  Trant's 
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small  command,  and  they  were  kept  so  far  out  of  it  in  both 
fights,  that  I  doubt  whether  they  fired  a  shot;  and  yet  they 
take  upon  themselves  to  throw  every  obstacle  in  our  way,  to 
dictate  to  our  generals,  and  to  upset  every  plan  as  soon  as  it  is 
formed. 

"  Well,  I  shall  be  glad  to  be  back  with  the  regiment  again, 
Terence.  There  is  some  fun  going  on  there  anyhow,  and  I 
have  not  had  a  hearty  laugh  since  O'Grady  went  off  ten  days 
ago." 

"  We  were  all  heartily  glad  to  see  him  back  again,"  Terence 
said.  "He  does  not  seem  a  bit  the  worse  for  having  lost  his 
hand." 

"  No,  he  has  got  through  it  a  deal  better  than  I  had  expected, 
considering  that  he  is  not  what  might  be  called  a  very  temper 
ate  man." 

"Not  by  any  means.  It  is  not  very  often  that  he  takes 
more  liquor  than  he  can  carry,  but  he  generally  goes  very 
close  to  the  mark." 

"  I  kept  him  very  short  here,"  O'Flaherty  laughed,  "and  told 
him  that  if  he  did  not  obey  orders  I  would  have  him  invalided 
home:  I  have  got  him  to  promise  that  he  will  draAv  in  a  bit 
in  future,  and  have  good  hopes  of  his  keeping  it,  seeing  that 
when  the  army  starts  again  you  won't  get  much  chance  of 
indulging." 

"It  will  be  a  good  thing  for  others  as  well  as  O'Grady," 
Terence  said  quietly.  "  I  suppose  in  Ireland  the  whisky  does 
not  do  much  harm,  seeing  that  it  is  a  wet  country ;  but  here 
I  notice  that  they  cannot  drink  half  as  much  as  they  were 
accustomed  to  without  feeling  it." 

"  That  is  true  for  you,  Terence.  Half  a  bottle  here  goes  as 
far  as  a  bottle  in  the  old  country ;  and  I  find  with  the  wounded, 
spirits  have  a  very  bad  effect  even  in  very  small  quantities. 
There  is  one  thing,  when  the  troops  are  on  the  march  they  not 
only  get  small  chance  of  getting  drink,  but  mighty  little  time 
to  think  of  it.  When  you  have  been  doing  your  twenty  miles  a 
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day,  with  halts  and  stoppages  on  these  beastly  roads  and  defiles, 
and  are  on  your  feet  from  daylight  until  late  in  the  evening, 
and  then,  perhaps,  a  turn  at  the  outposts,  a  man  hasn't  got 
much  time  for  divarshun;  and  even  if  there  is  liquor  to  be 
had,  he  is  glad  enough  when  he  has  had  a  glass  or  so  to  wrap 
himself  in  his  cloak  and  lie  down  to  sleep.  I  have  nearly 
sworn  off  myself,  for  I  found  that  my  head  troubled  me  in  the 
morning  after  a  glass  or  two,  more  than  it  did  after  an  all- 
night's  sitting  at  Athlone.  Ah,  Terence,  it  is  lucky  for  you 
that  you  have  no  fancy  for  it ! " 

"I  hope  I  never  shall  have,  O'Flaherty.  If  one  has  got 
thoroughly  wet  through  in  a  long  day's  fishing,  it  may  be  that 
a  glass  of  punch  may  keep  away  a  cold,  though  even  that  I 
doubt.  But  I  am  sure  that  I  am  better  without  it  at  any 
other  time;  and  I  hope  some  day  the  fashion  will  change,  and 
instead  of  it  being  considered  almost  as  a  matter  of  course 
after  a  dinner  that  half  the  men  should  be  under  the  table,  it 
will  then  be  looked  upon  as  disgraceful  for  a  man  to  get  drunk, 
as  it  is  now  for  a  woman  to  do  so." 

O'Flaherty  looked  at  his  companion  with  amused  surprise. 
"Faith,  Terence,  that  would  be  a  change  indeed,  and  you 
might  as  well  say  that  you  hope  the  time  will  come  when  you 
can  whip  off  a  fellow's  leg  without  his  feeling  pain." 

"Perhaps  that  may  come  too,"  Terence  laughed;  "there  is 
no  saying." 

The  next  morning  the  detachment  started  at  daybreak  and 
marched  to  Torres  Vedras,  where  they  heard  that  a  general 
movement  was  expected  to  begin.  The  regiment  had  now  a 
comfortable  mess,  and  the  situation  was  freely  discussed  as 
scraps  of  news  arrived  from  Lisbon.  Could  the  English 
ministry  have  heard  the  comments  on  their  imbecility  passed 
by  the  officers  of  the  British  army,  even  they  might  have 
doubted  the  perfect  wisdom  of  their  plan.  On  the  6th  of 
October,  Moore  had  received  a  despatch  stating  that  30,000 
infantry  and  5000  cavalry  were  to  be  employed  in  the  north 
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of  Spain.  Ten  thousand  of  these  were  to  be  sent  out  direct 
from  England,  the  remainder  were  to  be  composed  of  regi 
ments  from  the  army  in  Portugal.  Moore  had  the  choice  of 
taking  the  troops  round  in  ships  or  of  marching  them  direct. 
He  decided  upon  the  latter  course,  for  arrangements  had  been 
made  by  Sir  Hew  Dalrymple  to  enter  Spain  by  Almeida,  and 
moreover,  he  thought  that  the  resources  of  the  sea-coast  of 
Galicia  would  not  be  more  than  sufficient  to  supply  transport 
and  food  for  the  10,000  men  who  were  to  land  there  under  the 
command  of  Sir  David  Baird. 

The  English  general's  difficulties  were  indeed  overwhelming. 
He  had  soldiers  who,  although  but  recently  raised,  had  shown 
themselves  good  fighters;  but  he  was  altogether  without  even 
transport  sufficient  for  the  officers.  With  an  ample  supply 
of  money,  an  experienced  staff,  and  a  well-organized  com 
missariat,  the  difficulties  might  have  been  overcome,  but  Sir 
John  Moore  was  practically  without  money.  His  staff  had  no 
experience  whatever,  and  the  commissariat  and  transport 
officers  were  alike  ignorant  of  the  work  they  were  called  upon 
to  perform.  He  was  unacquainted  with  the  views  of  the 
Spanish  government,  and  uninformed  as  to  the  numbers,  com 
position,  and  situation  of  the  Spanish  armies  with  whom  he 
was  to  act,  or  with  those  of  the  enemy.  He  had  a  winter 
march  of  300  miles  before  he  could  join  Sir  David  Baird,  who 
would  have  200  miles  to  march  from  Corunna  to  join  him,  and 
there  was  then  a  distance  of  another  300  miles  to  be  traversed 
before  he  reached  the  Ebro,  which  was  designated  as  the 
centre  of  his  operations. 

And  all  this  had  to  be  done  while  a  great  French  army  was 
already  pouring  in  through  the  passes  of  the  Pyrenees.  No 
more  tremendous,  or,  it  may  be  said,  impossible  task  was  ever 
assigned  to  an  English  commander;  and  to  add  to  the  absurdity 
of  their  scheme,  the  British  government  sent  off  Sir  David 
Baird  without  instructions,  and  even  without  money.  The 
Duke  of  York  had  vainly  protested  against  the  plan  of  the 
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ministry,  and  had  pointed  out  that  nothing  short  of  an  army  of 
60,000  men,  fully  equipped  with  all  necessaries  for  war — money, 
transport,  and  artillery — could  achieve  success  of  any  kind. 

Upon  the  day  Terence  rejoined,  news  came  from  the  engineers 
in  advance  that  the  assurances  Sir  John  Moore  had  received 
that  the  road  by  which  the  army  was  to  travel  was  perfectly 
practicable  for  artillery  and  baggage -wagons,  were  wholly 
false,  and  it  was  probable  that  the  artillery  and  cavalry  would 
have  to  make  a  long  circuit  to  the  south. 

It  was  too  late  now  to  change  the  route  for  the  rest  of  the 
army.  Nearly  half  the  force  had  already  started  on  the  road 
to  Almeida,  and  the  supplies  for  their  subsistence  had  been 
collected  at  that  town.  Therefore  it  was  necessary  that  the 
main  body  of  the  infantry  should  travel  by  that  road,  while 
three  thousand  were  to  act  as  a  guard  for  the  artillery  and 
cavalry  on  the  other  route. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  ADVANCE. 

IT  is  enough  to  drive  Sir  John  out  of  his  senses,"  the  Colonel 
said  as  the  news  was  discussed  after  mess.  "  These 
people  must  be  the  champion  liars  of  the  world.  Not  content 
with  doing  nothing  themselves,  they  seem  to  delight  in  invent 
ing  lies  to  prevent  our  doing  anything  for  them.  Who  ever 
heard  of  an  army  marching,  without  artillery  and  cavalry,  one 
way,  while  these  arms  travelled  by  a  different  road  entirely, 
and  that  not  for  a  march  of  twenty  miles,  but  for  a  march 
of  three  hundred  1  One  battery  is  to  go  with  us.  But  what 
will  be  the  use  of  six  guns  against  an  enemy  with  sixty  1 
Every  day  the  baggage  is  being  cut  down  owing  to  these 
blackguard  Portuguese  breaking  their  engagements  to  furnish 
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waggons,  and  we  shall  have  to  march  pretty  nearly  as  we  stand, 
and  to  take  with  us  nothing  beyond  one  change  of  clothes." 

Loud  exclamations  of  discontent  ran  round  the  table.  It 
was  bad  enough  that  in  the  midst  of  a  campaign  waggons 
should  break  down  and  baggage  be  left  behind,  but  that  troops 
should  start  upon  a  campaign  with  scarcely  the  necessaries  of 
life  had  caused  general  anger  in  the  army;  and  no  order  would 
have  been  more  willingly  obeyed  than  one  to  march  upon 
Lisbon,  shoot  every  public  official,  establish  a  state  of  siege, 
and  rule  by  martial  law,  seizing  for  the  use  of  the  army  every 
draught  animal,  waggon,  and  carriage  that  could  be  found  in 
the  city,  or  swept  in  from  the  country  round.  The  colonel 
had  not  exaggerated  matters.  The  number  of  tents  to  be 
taken  were  altogether  insufficient  for  the  regiment,  even  with 
the  utmost  crowding  possible.  The  officers'  baggage  had  been 
cut  down  to  twenty  pounds  a  head — an  amount  scarcely  suffi 
cient  for  a  single  change  of  clothes  and  boots.  Even  the 
amount  of  ammunition  to  be  taken  would  be  insufficient  to 
refill  the  soldiers'  pouches  after  the  supply  they  carried  was 
exhausted. 

The  paucity  of  baggage  would  not  have  mattered  so  much 
had  the  march  begun  at  the  commencement  of  summer,  instead 
of  just  as  winter  was  setting  in.  In  the  former  case,  men 
could  have  slept  in  the  open  air,  and  a  solitary  blanket  and 
one  change  of  clothes  would  have  sufficed;  but  with  the  wet 
season  at  hand,  to  be  followed  by  winter  cold,  the  grievance 
was  a  very  serious  one.  Terence  had  already  learned  that  the 
brigade  was  to  march  in  two  days,  and  that  the  great  bulk  of 
the  baggage  was  to  be  stored  at  Torres  Vedras,  which  was  to 
be  occupied  on  their  leaving  by  some  of  the  troops  that  would 
remain  in  Portugal. 

"Faith,  it  is  an  evil  look-out,  Terence,"  O'Grady,  who  was 
sitting  nert  to  him,  said  pathetically.  "Sorra  a  drop  of 
whisky  is  there  in  the  camp,  and  now  we  sha'n't  be  able  to 
have  even  a  drink  of  their  bastely  spirits,  onless  we  can  buy  it 
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at  the  towns;  and  as  Anstruther's  division  lias  gone  on  ahead 
of  us,  it  is  likely  that  every  drop  has  been  drunk  up." 

"  It  will  be  all  the  better  for  you,  O'Grady.  Daly  tells  me 
that  your  arm  is  not  fully  healed  yet.  I  know  that  you  would 
not  like  to  be  left  behind  when  we  have  once  started." 

"  That  is  true  enough,  but  a  drop  of  the  cratur  hurts  no  one." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  O'Grady,  it  is  very  bad  for  anything  like 
a  wound.  The  doctor  told  me,  when  I  was  chatting  with  him 
before  dinner,  that  he  really  did  not  think  that  you  could  go, 
for  you  would  not  obey  his  orders  to  give  up  spirits  altogether." 

"  Well,  I  own  that  it  has  been  smarting  a  good  deal  the  last 
few  days,"  O'Grady  admitted  reluctantly,  "  though  I  have  not 
said  as  much  to  the  doctor.  I  don't  know  that  you  are  not 
about  right,  Terence ;  but  faith,  after  being  kept  upon  bastely 
slops  by  O'Flaherty,  it  was  not  in  human  nature  to  drink 
nothing  but  water  when  one  gets  a  chance.  At  any  rate,  I  am 
not  likely  to  find  any  great  temptation  after  we  have  started." 

"Well,  you  had  better  begin  to-night,  O'Grady.  I  am  going 
to  get  away  as  soon  as  I  can,  and  if  you  will  take  my  advice 
you  will  come  too." 

"What!  and  us  to  march  in  two  days?  It  is  not  to  be 
thought  of.  You  mane  well,  Terence,  but  a  lad  like  you  must 
not  take  to  lecturing  your  supayrior  officer.  Shure,  and  don't 
I  know  what  to  do  for  meself  better  than  any  other?" 

Terence  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  endeavour  to  persuade 
him  to  move,  and  presently  went  round  to  Dr.  Daly  and  said 
quietly : 

"  Doctor,"  he  said,  "  O'Grady  tells  me  that  his  arm  has  been 
hurting  him  a  good  deal  more  during  the  last  two  days.  I 
expect  they  will  make  a  night  of  it  this  evening  and  again  to 
morrow,  and  if  he  once  begins  nothing  will  stop  him  until 
they  break  up.  Could  not  you  do  anything1?" 

"  I  will  talk  to  him  like  a  father,  Terence.  You  are  a  good 
boy  to  have  told  me;  I  might  have  gone  away  without  thinking 
of  it." 
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"  Don't  mention  my  name,  Doctor." 

The  doctor  nodded,  and  Terence  went  away  and  took  a 
vacant  seat  at  some  distance  from  him.  Presently  the  doctor 
got  up  and  went  round  to  O'Grady.  The  supply  of  claret  had 
just  been  finished,  and  bottles  of  spirits  had  been  placed  upon 
the  table.  O'Grady  stretched  out  his  hand  to  one  near  him, 
but  the  doctor  quietly  removed  it. 

"  Not  for  you,  O'Grady,"  he  said;  you  have  had  more  than 
sufficient  wine  already.  I  have  been  doubting  whether  you  are 
fit  to  go  on  with  the  regiment;  and,  by  the  powers,  if  you  touch 
spirits  to-night  or  to-morrow,  I  will  put  your  name  down  in  the 
list  of  those  who  are  to  be  left  behind  as  unfit  for  service!" 

"Sure  you  are  joking,  Doctor?" 

"  Never  was  more  earnest  in  my  life,  O'Grady.  You  don't 
want  to  be  left  behind,  I  suppose,  in  some  filthy  Portuguese 
town,  while  we  march  on,  and  that  is  what  it  will  come  to  if 
your  wound  inflames.  I  told  you  this  morning  that  it  was  not 
doing  as  well  as  it  ought  to,  and  that  you  must  cut  off  liquor 
altogether.  I  have  had  my  eye  upon  you,  and  you  have  taken 
down  more  than  a  bottle  of  wine  already.  I  don't  think  I  ought 
to  let  you  go  with  us  even  as  it  is ;  but,  by  the  piper  that  played 
before  Moses,  if  you  don't  go  off  to  your  quarters  without 
touching  a  drop  more  I  will  have  you  left  behind!" 

"You  are  mighty  hard  on  a  poor  fellow,  arid  must  have  a 
heart  of  stone  to  treat  a  man,  who  has  lost  his  arm  and  wants 
a  bit  of  comfort,  in  such  fashion.  Faith,  I  would  not  do  it  to  a 
dog." 

"There  would  be  no  occasion,  O'Grady;  a  dog  has  got 
sense." 

"And  I  haven't?  Thank  ye  for  the  compliment.  I  will 
appeal  to  the  colonel.  Colonel,  the  doctor  says  if  I  drink  a 
drop  of  spirits  to-night  or  to-morrow  he  will  put  me  down  in 
the  black  list.  Now,  I  ask  you,  do  the  regulations  justify  his 
using  such  a  threat  as  that?" 

"I  think  they  do,"  the  colonel   said  with   a  laugh.      "I 
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think  that  his  order  is  good  and  sensible,  and  I  endorse  it. 
You  know  yourself  that  spirits  are  bad  for  you,  with  an  arm 
only  just  healed  up.  Now,  behave  like  a  raisonable  fellow,  and 
go  off  to  your  quarters.  You  know  well  enough  that  if  you  stop 
here  you  won't  be  able  to  keep  from  it." 

"Faith!  if  the  two  of  you  are  against  me  I  have  nothing 
more  to  say.  It  is  mighty  hard  that  after  having  lost  an  arm 
in  the  service  of  my  country  I  should  be  treated  like  a  child 
and  sent  off  to  bed." 

"  I  am  going  too,  O'Grady,"  Terence,  who  had  gone  back  to 
his  original  place,  now  said.  "  There  is  no  occasion  to  go  to 
bed.  I  have  a  box  of  good  cigars  in  my  tent,  and  we  can  sit 
there  and  chat  as  long  as  you  like." 

But  O'Grady's  dignity  was  ruffled. 

"Thank  you,  Mister  O'Connor,"  he  said  stiffly;  "but  with 
your  lave  I  will  do  as  I  said." 

"That  is  the  best  thing,"  the  doctor  said.  "You  have  not 
had  a  long  night's  rest  since  you  rejoined.  I  am  going  myself, 
and  I  see  that  some  of  the  others  are  getting  up  too,  and  it 
would  be  a  good  thing  if  all  would  do  so,  for  with  such  work 
as  we  have  got  before  us  the  more  sleep  we  get,  while  we  can, 
the  better." 

As  nearly  half  the  officers  now  rose  from  their  seats  O'Grady 
was  mollified,  and  as  we  went  out  he  said: 

"I  think,  after  all,  Terence,  I  will  try  one  of  those  cigars  of 
yours." 

On  the  14th  of  October  Fane's  brigade  left  Torres  Vedras. 
A  number  of  the  troops  had  been  stationed  along  the  line  of 
route  to  be  followed,  and  these  had  started  simultaneously 
with  the  departure  of  Fane's  brigade  from  Torres  Vedras.  The 
discontent  as  to  the  reduction  of  baggage  ceased  as  soon  as  the 
troops  were  in  motion.  They  were  going  to  invade  Spain,  and 
ignorant  as  the  soldiers  were  of  the  real  state  of  affairs,  none 
doubted  but  that  success  would  attend  them  there.  Among 
the  officers  better  acquainted  with  the  state  of  things  there  was 
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no  such  feeling  of  confidence,  but  they  hoped  that  they  should 
at  least  give  as  good  an  account  of  themselves  as  before,  against 
any  French  force  of  anything  like  equal  strength  they  might 
encounter.  O'Grady,  influenced  by  the  doctor's  threats,  Avhich 
he  knew  the  latter  would  be  firm  enough  to  carry  out,  had 
obeyed  his  orders,  and  had  confided  to  Terence  when  the  regi 
ment  formed  up  at  daybreak  for  the  march  that  his  arm  felt 
much  better. 

"I  don't  say  that  the  doctor  may  not  have  been  right, 
Terence,  but  he  need  not  have  threatened  me  in  that  way  at 
all,  at  all." 

"I  don't  know,"  Terence  replied.  "I  feel  pretty  sure  that 
if  he  hadn't  you  would  not  have  knocked  off  spirits.  Well,  it 
is  a  glorious  morning  for  starting,  but  I  am  afraid  the  fine 
weather  won't  last  long.  Everyone  says  that  the  rains  gener 
ally  begin  about  this  time." 

As  Terence  fell  in  with  his  company  the  adjutant  rode  up. 
"  Mr.  O'Connor,  you  are  to  report  yourself  to  the  brigadier." 

Wondering  much  at  the  message,  Terence  hurried  to  the 
house  occupied  by  General  Fane.  He  and  several  officers  were 
standing  in  front  of  it. 

"  I  am  told  that  you  wish  to  speak  to  me,  General,"  he  said, 
saluting. 

"Oh,  you  are  Mr.  O'Connor!     Can  you  ridef 

"Yes,  sir,"  Terence  replied;  for  he  had  often  had  a  scamper 
across  the  hills  round  Athlone  on  half-broken  ponies,  and 
occasionally  on  the  horses  of  some  of  his  friends  in  the  regiment. 

"  I  have  a  vacancy  on  my  staff.  Lieutenant  Andrews  was 
thrown  when  riding  out  from  Lisbon  -with  a  despatch  last  night, 
and  broke  a  leg.  I  was  on  board  the  flag-ship  when  your  colonel 
brought  his  report  about  the  fight  between  the  transport  and 
the  two  privateers.  I  read  it,  and  was  so  much  struck  with 
the  quickness  and  intelligence  you  displayed,  that  I  made  a 
note  at  the  time  that  if  I  should  have  a  vacancy  on  my  staff 
I  would  appoint  you." 
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"I  am  very  much  obliged,  General,"  Terence  said,  "but  I 
have  no  horse." 

"I  have  arranged  that.  Lieutenant  Andrews  will  not  be 
fit  for  service  for  a  long  time.  It  is  a  compound  fracture,  and 
he  will,  the  doctor  says,  probably  be  sent  back  to  England  by 
the  first  ship  that  arrives  after  he  reaches  Lisbon.  His  horse  is 
therefore  useless  to  him,  and  as  it  is  only  a  native  animal  and 
would  not  fetch  a  ten-pound  note,  he  agreed  at  once  to  hand 
it  over  to  his  successor,  and  in  fact  was  rather  glad  to  get  it 
off  his  hands.  He  has  an  English  saddle,  bridle,  and  holsters, 
he  will  take  five  pounds  for  them.  If  you  happen  to  be  short 
of  cash  the  paymaster  will  settle  it  for  you." 

"Thank  you,  sir;  I  have  the  money  about  me,  and  I  am 
very  much  obliged  to  you  for  making  the  arrangement." 

Terence  was  indeed  in  funds,  for  in  addition  to  the  five  pounds 
that  had  fallen  to  him  as  his  share  of  the  prize-money,  his  pay 
had  been  almost  untouched  from  the  day  he  left  England,  and 
his  father  had,  on  embarking,  added  ten  pounds  to  his  store. 

"I  won't  want  it,  Terence,"  he  said;  "I  have  got  another 
twenty  pounds  by  me,  and  by  the  time  I  get  to  England  I  shall 
have  another  month's  pay  to  draw,  and  shall  no.  doubt  be  put 
in  a  military  hospital,  where  I  shall  have  no  occasion  for  money 
till  I  am  out  again." 

"But  I  sha'n't  want  it  either,  Father." 

"  There  is  never  any  saying,  lad ;  it  is  always  useful  to  have 
money  on  a  campaign.  You  may  be  in  places  where  the  com 
missariat  breaks  down  altogether,  and  you  have  to  depend 
on  what  you  buy;  you  may  be  left  behind  wounded,  or  maybe 
taken  prisoner,  one  never  can  tell.  I  shall  feel  more  comfortable 
about  you  if  I  know  that  you  are  well  provided  with  cash,  what 
ever  may  happen.  My  advice  is,  Terence,  get  fifteen  or  twenty 
pounds  in  gold  sewn  up  in  your  boot;  have  an  extra  sole  put 
on,  and  the  money  sewn  inside.  If  it  is  your  bad  luck  to  be 
taken  prisoner,  you  will  find  the  money  mighty  useful  in  a 
great  many  ways." 
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Terence  had  followed  this  advice  and  had  fifteen  pounds 
hidden  away,  besides  ten  that  he  carried  in  his  pockets;  he 
therefore  hurried  to  the  hut  where  Lieutenant  Andrews  was 
lying.  He  was  slightly  acquainted  with  him,  as  he  had  been 
Fane's  aide-de-camp  from  the  time  of  landing.  The  young 
lieutenant's  servant  was  standing  at  the  door  with  a  horse 
ready  saddled  and  bridled. 

"I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  of  your  injury,"  he  said  to  the 
young  officer. 

"Yes,  it  is  a  horrible  nuisance,"  the  other  replied;  "and  just 
as  we  were  starting,  too.  There  is  an  end  of  my  campaigning 
for  the  present.  I  should  not  have  minded  if  it  had  been  a 
French  ball,  but  to  be  merely  thrown  from  a  horse  is  disgusting." 

"  I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  the  horse,  Andrews,  but 
I  would  rather  pay  you  for  it;  it  is  not  fair  that  I  should  get 
it  for  nothing." 

"  Oh,  that  is  all  right!  It  would  be  a  bother  taking  it  down, 
and  I  should  not  know  what  to  do  with  it  when  I  got  to 
Lisbon;  it  would  be  a  nuisance  altogether,  and  I  am  glad  to 
get  rid  of  it.  The  money  is  of  no  consequence  to  me  one 
way  or  the  other.  I  wish  you  better  luck  with  it  than  I 
have  had." 

"At  any  rate  here  are  five  pounds  for  the  saddle  and  bridle," 
and  he  put  the  money  down  on  the  table  by  the  bed. 

"That  is  all  right,"  the  other  said  withoiit  looking  at  it; 
"they  are  well  off  my  hands,  too.  I  hope  the  authorities  will 
send  me  straight  on  board  ship  when  I  get  to  Lisbon;  my  ser 
vant  will  go  down  Avith  me.  If  I  am  kept  there,  he  will  of 
course  stay  with  me  until  I  sail;  if  not,  he  will  rejoin  as  soon 
as  he  has  seen  me  on  board.  He  is  a  good  servant,  and  I  can 
recommend  him  to  you;  he  is  rather  fond  of  the  bottle,  but 
that  is  his  only  fault  as  far  as  I  know.  He  is  a  countryman  of 
yours,  and  you  will  be  able  to  make  allowances  for  his  failing," 
he  added  with  a  laugh. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost — the  bugles  were  sounding — 
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so  with  a  brief  adieu  Terence  went  out,  mounted  the  horse 
and  rode  after  the  general,  who  had  just  left  with  his  staff, 
and  taken  his  place  at  the  head  of  the  column.  As  he  passed 
his  regiment,  he  stopped  for  a  moment  to  speak  to  the  colonel. 

"I  heard  what  you  were  wanted  by  the  General,  Terence," 
the  latter  said,  "and  I  congratulate  you  on  your  appointment. 
I  am  sorry  that  you  are  leaving  us,  but  as  you  will  be  with  the 
brigade  we  shall  often  see  you.  O'Driscol  is  as  savage  as  a 
bull  at  the  loss  of  one  of  his  subalterns.  Well,  it  is  your 
own  luck  that  you  have  and  another's;  drop  in  this  evening, 
if  you  can,  and  tell  us  how  it  was  that  Fane  came  to  pick  you 
out." 

"  It  was  thanks  to  you,  Colonel.  If  you  remember,  you  told 
us  at  Vigo  that  Fane  was  on  board  when  you  went  to  make 
your  report,  and  that  he  and  Sir  Arthur's  adjutant-general 
read  it  over  together,  and  asked  you  a  good  many  questions. 
It  was  owing  to  that  affair  that  he  thought  of  me." 

"  That  is  good,  lad.  I  thought  at  the  time  that  more  might 
come  of  it  than  just  being  mentioned  in  orders,  and  I  am  very 
glad  that  it  was  for  that  you  got  it.  At  any  rate,  come  in  this 
evening,  I  want  to  hear  where  you  have  stolen  that  horse  from, 
and  all  about  it." 

Terence  rode  off  and  took  his  place  with  his  fellow  aides- 
de-camp  behind  the  two  other  officers  of  the  staff.  He  scarcely 
knew  whether  to  be  glad  or  sorry,  at  present,  at  the  change 
that  had  so  suddenly  taken  place.  It  was  gratifying  to  have 
been  selected  as  he  had  been.  It  was  certainly  more  pleasant 
to  ride  through  a  campaign  than  to  march;  and  there  would 
be  a  good  many  more  chances  of  distinguishing  himself  than 
there  could  be  as  a  regimental  officer;  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  would  be  away  from  the  circle  of  his  friends  and  com 
rades,  and  should  greatly  miss  the  fim  and  jollity  of  the  life 
with  them. 

"  An  unfortunate  affair  this  of  Andrews,"  Lieutenant  Trevor, 
his  fellow  aide-de-camp,  said. 
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"Most  unfortunate.  I  little  thought  when  you  and  he 
lunched  with  us  two  days  since  that  to-day  he  would  be  down 
with  a  broken  leg  and  I  riding  in  his  place.  Just  at  present 
I  certainly  do  not  feel  very  delighted  at  the  change.  You  see, 
from  my  father  being  a  captain  in  the  regiment,  I  have  been 
brought  up  with  it,  and  to  be  taken  so  suddenly  away  from 
them  seems  a  tremendous  wrench." 

"  Yes,  I  can  understand  that,"  the  other  said.  "  In  my  case 
it  is  different.  My  regiment  was  not  coming  out,  and  of  course 
I  was  greatly  pleased  when  the  general  gave  me  a  chance  of 
going  with  him.  Still,  you  see,  as  your  regiment  is  in  the 
brigade  you  will  still  be  able  to  be  with  it  when  off  duty, 
and  when  the  end  of  the  campaign  comes  you  will  return  to 
it.  Besides,  there  are  compensations — you  will  at  least  get  a 
roof  to  sleep  under,  at  any  rate  nine  times  out  of  ten.  I  don't 
know  how  you  feel  it,  but  to  me  it  is  no  small  comfort  being 
on  hoi'seback  instead  of  tramping  along  these  heavy  roads  on 
foot.  The  brigadier  is  a  capital  fellow;  and  though  he  does 
keep  us  hard  at  work,  at  any  rate  he  works  hard  himself,  and 
does  not  send  us  galloping  about  with  all  sorts  of  trivial  mes 
sages  that  might  as  well  be  unsent.  Besides,  he  is  always 
thoughtful  and  considerate.  Is  he  related  to  you  in  any  way?" 

"Not  at  all." 

"Then  I  suppose  you  had  good  interest  in  some  way,  or 
else  how  did  he  come  to  pick  you  out?" 

"  It  was  just  a  piece  of  luck,"  Terence  said;  "it  was  because 
he  had  heard  my  name  in  connection  with  a  fight  the  transport 
I  came  over  in  had  with  two  French  privateers." 

"Oh,  yes,  I  remember  now,"  the  other  said;  "I  had  for 
gotten  that  the  name  was  O'Connor.  I  remember  all  about 
it  now.  He  told  us  the  story  at  Vigo,  and  you  were  put  in 
general  orders  by  Sir  Arthur.  I  know  the  chief  spoke  very 
highly  about  your  conduct  in  that  affair.  It  is  just  like  him 
to  remember  it,  and  to  pick  you  out  to  take  Andrews'  place. 
Well,  you  fairly  won  it,  which  is  more  than  one  can  say  for 
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most  staff  appointments,  which  are  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of 
a  hundred  the  result  of  pure  favouritism  or  interest. 

"  Well,  O'Connor,  I  am  very  glad  to  have  you  on  the  staff. 
You  see,  it  makes  a  lot  of  difference,  when  there  are  only  two 
of  us,  that  we  should  like  each  other.  I  own  I  have  not  done 
anything  as  yet  to  get  any  credit,  for  -at  Vimiera  it  was  just 
stand  up  and  beat  them  back,  and  I  had  not  a  single  message 
to  carry,  and,  of  course,  at  Rolica  our  brigade  was  not  in  it; 
but  I  hope  I  shall  get  a  turn  some  day.  Then  it  was  your 
father  who  was  badly  wounded  ? " 

"Yes;  I  saw  him  off  to  England  four  days  ago.  I  hope 
that  he  will  be  able  to  rejoin  before  long,  but  it  is  not  certain 
yet  that  the  wound  won't  bring  on  permanent  lameness.  I 
am  very  anxious  about  it,  especially  as  he  has  now  got  his 
step,  and  it  would  be  awfully  hard  on  him  to  leave  the  service 
just  as  he  has  got  field-officer's  rank." 

"Yes,  it  would  be  hard.  However,  I  hope  that  the  sea 
voyage  and  English  air  will  set  him  up  again." 

Presently  one  of  the  officers  who  were  in  front  turned  and 
said:  "The  general  wishes  you  to  ride  back  along  the  line, 
Mr.  Trevor,  and  report  whether  the  intervals  between  the 
regiments  are  properly  kept,  and  also  as  to  how  the  baggage- 
waggons  are  going  on." 

As  Trevor  turned  to  ride  back  the  general  cantered  on, 
followed  by  the  three  officers  and  the  four  troopers  who  served 
as  orderlies.  Two  miles  ahead  they  came  to  a  bridge  across 
a  torrent.  The  road,  always  a  bad  one,  had  been  completely 
cut  up  by  the  passage  of  the  provision  and  ammunition  carts 
going  to  the  front,  and  was  now  almost  impassable. 

"  Will  you  please  to  ride  back,  Mr.  O'Connor,  and  request 
the  colonel  of  the  leading  regiment  to  send  on  the  pioneers 
and  a  company  of  men  at  the  double  to  clear  the  road  and 
make  it  passable  for  the  waggons." 

The  work  was  quickly  done.  While  some  men  filled  up 
the  deep  ruts,  others  cut  down  shrubs  and  bushes  growing 
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by  the  river  bank,  tied  them  into  bundles,  and  put  them  across 
the  narrow  road,  and  threw  earth  and  stones  upon  them,  and 
in  half  an  hour  from  the  order  being  given  the  bugle  sounded 
the  advance.  The  head  of  the  column  had  been  halted  just 
before  it  reached  the  bridge,  and  the  men  fell  out,  many  of 
them  running  down  to  the  stream  to  refill  their  water-bottles. 
As  the  bugle  sounded  they  at  once  fell  in  again,  and  the 
column  got  into  motion.  General  Fane  and  his  stafl'  remained 
at  the  bridge  until  the  waggons  had  all  crossed  it. 

"  It  is  not  much  of  a  job,"  Fane  said.  "  Of  course  the  four 
regiments  passing  over  it  flattened  the  earth  well  down,  but 
the  waggons  have  cut  it  all  up  again.  The  first  heavy  shower 
will  wash  all  the  earth  away,  and  in  a  couple  of  days  it  will 
be  as  bad  as  before.  There  are  plenty  of  stones  down  in  the 
river,  but  we  have  no  means  of  breaking  up  the  large  ones, 
or  of  carrying  any  quantity  of  small  ones.  A  few  hundred 
sappers  and  engineers,  with  proper  tools,  would  soon  go  a  long 
way  towards  making  the  road  fairly  fit  for  traffic,  but  nothing 
can  be  done  without  tools  and  wheel-barrows,  or  at  least  hand- 
barrows  for  carrying  stones.  You  see,  the  men  wanted  to  use 
their  blankets,  but  the  poor  fellows  will  want  them  badly 
enough  before  long,  and  those  contractors'  goods  would  go  all 
to  pieces  by  the  time  they  had  carried  half  a  dozen  loads  of 
stones.  At  any  rate,  we  will  content  ourselves  with  making  the 
road  passable  for  our  own  waggons,  and  the  troops  who  come 
after  us  must  do  the  same.  By  the  way,  Mr.  O'Connor,  you 
have  not  got  your  kit  yet." 

"No,  sir;  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  is  with  the  regimental 
baggage,  and  I  will  get  it  when  we  halt  to-night." 

"Do  so,"  the  general  said.  "Of  course  it  can  be  carried 
with  ours,  but  I  should  advise  you  always  to  take  a  change 
of  clothes  in  your  valise,  and  a  blanket  strapped  on  with  your 
greatcoat." 

"I  have  Mr.  Andrews'  blanket,  sir.  It  was  strapped  on 
when  I  mounted,  and  I  did  not  notice  it." 
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"  That  is  all  right.  The  store  blankets  are  very  little  use 
for  keeping  off  rain,  but  we  all  provided  ourselves  with  good 
thick  horse-cloths  before  leaving  England.  They  are  a  great  deal 
warmer  than  blankets,  and  are  practically  waterproof.  I  have  no 
doubt  that  Mr.  Andrews  told  his  servant  to  strap  it  on  as  usual." 

Many  and  many  a  time  during  the  campaign  had  Terence 
good  reason  for  thinking  with  gratitude  of  Andrews'  kindly 
thought.  His  greatcoat,  which  like  those  of  all  the  officers  of 
the  regiment,  had  been  made  at  Athlone,  of  good  Irish  frieze 
lined  with  flannel,  would  stand  almost  any  amount  of  rain, 
but  it  was  not  long  enough  to  protect  his  legs  while  lying 
down.  But  by  rolling  himself  in  the  horse-cloth  he  was  able 
to  sleep  warm  and  dry,  when  without  it  he  would  have 
been  half-frozen,  or  soaked  through  with  rain  from  above  and 
moisture  from  the  ground  below.  He  found  that  the  brigadier 
and  his  staff  carried  the  same  amount  of  baggage  as  other 
officers,  the  only  difference  being  that  the  general  had  a  tent 
for  himself,  his  assistant  adjutant  and  quarter -master  one 
between  them,  while  a  third  was  used  as  an  office-tent  in  the 
day,  and  was  occupied  by  the  two  aides-de-camp  at  night. 

The  baggage-waggon  allotted  to  them  carried  the  three  tents, 
their  scanty  kits,  and  a  box  of  stationery  and  official  forms, 
but  was  mainly  laden  with  musketry  ammunition  for  the  use 
of  the  brigade.  After  marching  eighteen  miles  the  column 
halted  at  a  small  village.  The  tents  were  speedily  pitched, 
rations  served  out,  and  fires  lighted.  The  general  took  pos 
session  of  the  principal  house  in  the  village  for  the  use  of 
himself  and  his  staff,  and  the  quartermaster-general  apportioned 
the  rest  of  the  houses  between  the  officers  of  the  four  battalions. 
The  two  aides-de-camp  accompanied  the  general  in  his  tour  of 
inspection  through  the  camp. 

"  It  will  be  an  hour  before  dinner  is  ready,"  Trevor  said  as 
they  returned  to  the  house,  "  and  you  won't  be  wanted  before 
that.  I  shall  be  about  if  the  chief  has  any  orders  to  send  out. 
I  don't  think  it  is  likely  that  he  will  have;  he  is  not  given,  as 
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some  brigadiers  are,  to  worrying;  and,  besides,  there  are  the 
orderlies  here  to  take  any  routine  orders  out,  so  you  can  be 
off  if  you  like." 

Terence  at  once  went  down  to  the  camp  of  the  Mayo  Fusi 
liers.  The  officers  were  all  there,  their  quarter-master  having 
gone  into  the  village  to  fix  their  respective  quarters. 

"Hooray,  Terence,  me  boy!"  O'Grady  shouted  as  he  came 
up,  "  we  all  congratulate  you.  Faith,  it  is  a  comfort  to  see 
that  for  once  merit  has  been  recognized.  I  am  sure  that  there 
is  not  a  man  in  the  regiment  but  would  have  liked  to  have 
given  you  a  cheer  as  you  rode  along  this  morning  just  before 
we  started.  We  shall  miss  you,  but  as  you  will  be  up  and 
down  all  day  and  can  look  in  of  an  evening,  it  won't  be  as 
if  you  had  been  put  on  the  staff  of  another  brigade.  As  to 
Dicky  Ryan  he  is  altogether  down  in  the  mouth,  whether  it  is 
regret  for  your  loss  or  whether  it  is  from  jealousy  at  seeing 
you  capering  about  on  horseback,  while  he  is  tramping  along 
on  foot,  is  more  than  I  know." 

"If  you  were  not  my  superior  officer,  Captain  O'Grady, 
I  should  make  a  personal  onslaught  on  you,"  Ryan  laughed. 
"  You  will  have  to  mind  how  you  behave  now,  Terence,  the 
brigadier  is  an  awfully  good  fellow,  but  he  is  pretty  strict  in 
matters  of  discipline." 

"  I  will  take  care  of  meself,  Dicky,  and  now  that  you  will 
have  nobody  to  help  you  out  of  your  scrapes,  you  will  have  to 
mind  yourself  too." 

"I  am  glad  that  you  have  got  a  lift,  Terence,"  Captain 
O'Driscol  said;  "but  it  is  rather  hard  on  me  losing  a  subaltern 
just  as  the  campaign  is  beginning  in  earnest." 

"Menzies  likes  doing  all  the  work,"  Terence  said,  "so  it 
won't  make  so  much  difference  to  you." 

"It  would  not  matter  if  I  was  always  with  my  company, 
Terence,  but  now,  you  see,  that  I  am  acting  as  field-officer  to 
the  left  wing  till  your  father  rejoins,  it  makes  it  awkward. 

"  I  intend  to  attach  Parsons  to  your  company,  O'Driscol," 
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the  colonel  said.  "  Terence  went  off  so  suddenly  this  morn 
ing,  that  I  had  no  time  to  think  of  it  before  we  marched,  but 
he  shall  march  with  your  company  to-morrow.  You  will  not 
mind,  I  hope,  Captain  Holland." 

"  I  shall  mind,  of  course,  Colonel;  but  as  O'Driscol's  company 
has  now  really  only  one  officer,  of  course  it  cannot  be  helped, 
and  as  Menzies  is  the  senior  lieutenant,  I  have  no  doubt  that 
he  can  manage  very  well  with  Parsons,  who  is  very  well  up  in 
his  work." 

"Thank  you,  Captain  Holland,  it  is  the  first  compliment 
that  you  ever  paid  me,  it  is  abuse  that  I  am  most  accustomed 
to." 

"  It  is  thanks  to  that  that  you  are  a  decent  officer,  Parsons," 
Captain  Holland  laughed.  "  You  were  the  awkwardest  young 
beggar  I  ever  saw  when  you  first  joined,  and  you  have  given 
me  no  end  of  trouble  in  licking  you  into  shape.  How  do  you 
think  you  will  like  your  work,  Terence?" 

"  I  think  I  shall  like  it  very  much,"  the  lad  replied.  "  The 
other  aide-de-camp,  Trevor,  is  a  very  nice  fellow,  and  every 
one  likes  Fane;  as  to  Major  Dowdeswell  and  Major  Errington, 
I  haven't  exchanged  a  word  with  either  of  them,  and  you 
know  as  much  about  them  as  I  do." 

"  Errington  is  a  very  good  fellow,  but  the  other  man  is  very 
unpopular.  He  is  always  talking  about  the  regulations,  as 
if  anyone  cared  a  hang  about  the  regulations  when  one  is  on 
service." 

"  I  expect  that  if  Fane  were  not  such  a  good  fellow  Dowdes 
well  would  make  himself  a  baste  of  a  nuisance,  and  be  bother 
ing  us  about  pipe-clay  and  buttons,  and  all  sorts  of  rigmarole," 
O'Grady  said,  "as  if  a  man  would  fight  any  the  better  for 
having  his  belt  white  as  snow." 

"He  would  not  fight  any  the  better,  O'Grady,  but  the 
regiment  would  do  so,"  the  colonel  put  in.  "  All  these  little 
matters  are  nothing  in  themselves,  but  still  they  have  a  good 
deal  to  do  with  the  discipline  of  the  regiment;  there  is  no 
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doubt  that  we  are  not  as  smart  in  appearance  as  we  ought 
to  be,  and  that  the  other  regiments  in  the  brigade  show  up 
better  than  we  do.  It  is  a  matter  that  must  be  seen  to.  I 
shall  inspect  the  regiment  very  carefully  before  we  march  to 
morrow." 

There  was  a  little  silence  among  the  group,  but  a  smile 
stole  over  several  of  the  faces.  As  a  rule  the  colonel  was  very 
lax  in  small  matters  of  this  kind,  but  occasionally  he  thought 
it  necessary  to  put  on  an  air  of  severity,  and  to  insist  upon 
the  most  rigid  accuracy  in  this  respect;  but  the  fit  seldom 
lasted  beyond  twenty-four  hours,  after  which  things  went  on 
pleasantly  again.  Some  of  the  officers  presently  sauntered  off 
to  warn  the  colour-sergeants  that  the  colonel  himself  intended 
to  inspect  the  regiment  closely  before  marching  the  next 
morning,  and  that  the  men  must  be  warned  to  have  their 
uniforms,  belts,  and  firearms  in  perfect  order. 

Terence  remained  for  some  little  time  longer  chatting,  and 
then  got  possession  of  his  kit,  which  was  carried  by  Tim 
Hoolan  across  to  his  quarters. 

"  We  are  all  sorry  you've  left  us,  yer  honour,"  that  worthy 
said,  as  he  walked  a  short  distance  behind  Terence;  "the  rigi- 
ment  won't  be  like  itself  widout  you.  Not  that  it  has  been 
quite  the  same  since  you  joined  us  reg'lar,  and  have  taken  to 
behaving  yourself." 

"What  do  you  mean,  you  impudent  rascal1?"  Terence  said 
with  a  pretence  at  indignation. 

"  No  offence,  yer  honour,  but  faith  the  games  that  you  and 
Mr.  Ryan  and  some  of  the  others  used  to  play,  kept  the  boys 
alive,  and  gave  mighty  contintment  to  the  regiment." 

"  I  was  only  a  lad  then,  Hoolan." 

"  That  was  so,  yer  honour,  and  now  you  are  a  man  and  an 
officer,  it  is  natural  it  should  be  different." 

"  Tim  Hoolan,  you  are  a  humbug,"  Terence  said  laughing. 

"  Sorra  a  bit  of  one,  yer  honour.  I  am  not  saying  that  you 
won't  grow  a  bit  more;  everyone  says  what  a  fine  man  you 
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will  make.  But  sure  ye  saved  our  wing  from  being  captured, 
and  you  would  not  have  us  admit  that,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
a  boy,  a  wing  of  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  would  have  been  captured 
by  the  French.  No,  your  honour,  when  we  tell  that  story  we 
spake  of  one  of  our  officers  who  had  the  idea  that  saved  the 
Sea-horse,  and  brought  thim  two  privateer  vessels  into  Vigo." 

"  Well,  Tim,  it  is  only  three  months  since  I  joined,  and  I 
don't  suppose  I  have  changed  much  in  that  time ;  but  of  course 
I  cannot  play  tricks  now  as  I  used  to  do,  before  I  got  my 
commission." 

"That  is  so,  your  honour;  the  rigiment  misses  your  tricks, 
though  they  did  bother  us  a  bit.  Three  times  were  we  turned 
out  at  night,  under  arms,  when  we  were  at  Athlone,  once  on  a 
wet  night  too,  and  stood  there  for  two  hours  till  the  colonel 
found  out  it  was  a  false  alarm,  and  there  was  me  and  Mr. 
Kyan  and  two  or  three  others  as  was  in  the  secret,  nigh  chok 
ing  ourselves  with  laughter,  to  hear  the  men  cursing  and 
swearing  at  being  called  out  of  bed.  That  was  a  foine  time, 
yer  honour." 

"  Attention,  Tim ! "  Terence  said  sharply. 

They  had  now  entered  the  village,  and  the  burst  of  laughter 
in  which  Hoolan  indulged  at  the  thought  of  the  regiment  being 
turned  out  on  a  false  alarm  was  unseemly,  as  he  was  accom 
panying  an  officer.  So  Tim  straightened  himself  up,  and  then 
followed  in  Terence's  footsteps  with  military  precision  and 
stiffness. 

"  There  is  a  time  for  all  things,  Tim,"  the  latter  said  as  he 
took  the  little  portmanteau  from  him.  "It  won't  do  to  be 
laughing  like  that  in  sight  of  head-quarters.  I  can't  ask  you 
to  have  a  drink  now,  there  is  no  drink  to  be  had;  but  the  first 
time  we  get  a  chance  I  will  make  it  up  to  you." 

"  All  right,  yer  honour !  I  was  wrong  entirely,  but  I  could 
not  have  helped  it  if  the  commander-in-chief  had  been  standing 
there." 

Terence  went  up  to  the  attic  that  he  and  Trevor  shared. 

(M359)  I 
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There  was  no  changing  for  dinner,  but  after  a  wash  he  went 
below  again. 

"You  are  just  in  time,"  Trevor  said,  "and  we  are  in  luck.  The 
head  man  of  the  village  sent  the  general  a  couple  of  ducks,  and 
they  will  help  out  our  rations.  I  have  been  foraging,  and  have 
got  hold  of  half  a  dozen  bottles  of  good  wine  from  the  priest. 

"  We  always  try  to  get  the  best  of  things  in  the  village,  if 
they  will  but  part  with  them.  That  is  an  essential  part  of  our 
duties.  To-morrow  it  will  be  your  turn." 

"  But  our  servants  always  did  that  sort  of  thing,"  Terence 
said,  in  some  surprise. 

"  I  dare  say,  O'Connor,  but  it  would  not  do  for  the  general's 
servant  to  be  going  about  picking  up  things.  No  matter  what 
he  paid,  we  should  have  tales  going  about  in  no  time  of  the 
shameful  extortion  practised  by  our  servants,  who  under 
threats  compelled  the  peasantry  to  sell  provisions  for  the  use 
of  their  masters  at  nominal  prices." 

"I  did  not  think  of  that,"  Terence  laughed.  "Yes,  as  the 
Portuguese  have  circulated  scores  of  calumnious  lies  on  less 
foundation,  one  cannot  be  too  particular.  I  will  see  what  I 
can  do  to-morrow." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A    FALSE    ALARM. 

THE  march  was  continued  until  the  brigade  arrived  at 
Almeida,  which  they  reached  on  the  7th  of  November,  and 
Sir  John  Moore  and  the  head-quarters  staff  came  up  on  the 
following  day.  All  the  troops  were  now  assembled  at  that 
place;  for  Anstruther,  by  some  misconception  of  orders,  had 
halted  the  leading  division  instead  of,  as  intended  by  the  general, 
continuing  his  march  to  Salamanca.  The  condition  of  the 
troops  was  excellent.  Discipline,  which  had  been  somewhat 
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relaxed  during  the  period  of  inactivity,  was  now  thoroughly 
restored.  The  weather  had  continued  fine,  and  the  steady 
exercise  had  well  prepared  them  for  the  campaign  which  was 
beginning.  Things,  however,  were  in  other  respects  going  on 
unfavourably. 

The  Junta  of  Corunna  had  given  the  most  solemn  promises 
that  transport  and  everything  necessary  for  the  advance  of 
Sir  David  Baird's  force  should  be  ready  by  the  time  that  officer 
arrived.  Yet  nothing  whatever  had  been  done,  and  so  con 
scious  were  the  Junta  of  their  shortcomings,  that  when  the  fleet 
with  the  troops  arrived  off  the  port  they  refused  to  allow  them 
to  enter  without  an  order  from  the  central  Junta,  and  fifteen 
days  were  wasted  before  the  troops  could  disembark.  Then  it 
was  found  that  neither  provisions  nor  transport  had  been  pro 
vided,  and  that  nothing  whatever  was  to  be  hoped  for  from  the 
Spanish  authorities.  Baird  was  entirely  unprovided  with  money, 
and  was  supplied  with  £8000  from  Moore's  scanty  military 
chest,  while  at  the  very  time  the  British  agent,  Mr.  Frere,  was 
in  Corunna  with  two  millions  of  dollars  for  the  use  of  the 
Spaniards,  which  he  was  squandering,  like  the  other  British 
agents,  right  and  left  among  the  men  who  refused  to  put  them 
selves  to  the  slightest  trouble  to  further  the  expedition. 

Spain  was  at  this  time  boasting  of  the  enthusiasm  of  its 
armies,  and  of  the  immense  force  that  it  had  in  the  field,  and 
succeeded  in  persuading  the  English  cabinet  and  the  English 
people  that  with  the  help  of  a  little  money  they  could  alone 
and  unaided  drive  the  French  right  across  the  frontier.  The 
emptiness  of  this  braggadocio,  and  the  utter  incapacity  of  the 
Spanish  authorities  and  generals  was  now  speedily  exposed, 
for  Napoleon's  newly-arrived  armies  scattered  the  Spaniards 
before  them  like  sheep,  and  it  was  only  on  one  or  two  occasions 
that  anything  like  severe  fighting  took  place.  Within  the 
space  of  three  weeks  there  remained  of  the  great  armies  of 
Spain  but  a  few  thousand  fugitives  hanging  together  without 
arms  or  discipline.  Madrid,  the  centre  of  this  pretended  en- 
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thusiasm  and  patriotism,  surrendered  after  a  day's  pretence  at 
resistance,  and  the  whole  of  the  eastern  provinces  fell,  prac 
tically  without  a  blow,  into  the  hands  of  the  invaders. 

At  present,  however,  Moore  still  hoped  for  some  assistance 
from  the  Spaniards.  He,  like  Baird,  was  crippled  for  want  of 
money,  but  determined  not  to  delay  his  march,  and  sent  agents 
to  Madrid  and  other  places  to  make  contracts  and  raise  money; 
thus  while  the  ministers  at  home  squandered  huge  sums  on  the 
Spaniards,  they  left  it  to  their  own  military  commanders  to  raise 
money  by  means  of  loans  to  enable  them  to  march.  Never  in 
the  course  of  the  military  history  of  England  were  her  oper 
ations  so  crippled  and  foiled  by  the  utter  incapacity  of  her 
government  as  in  the  opening  campaigns  of  the  Peninsular  war. 

While  Baird  was  vainly  trying  to  obtain  transport  at  Corunna, 
a  reinforcement  of  some  five  thousand  Spanish  troops  under 
General  Romana  landed  at  San  Andero,  and,  being  equipped 
from  the  British  stores,  joined  the  Spanish  General  Blake  in 
Biscay.  These  troops  had  been  raised  for  the  French  service 
at  the  time  Napoleon's  brother  Joseph  was  undisputed  king  of 
Spain.  They  were  stationed  in  Holland,  arid  when  the  insur 
rection  at  home  broke  out,  the  news  of  the  rising  was  sent  to 
them,  and  in  pursuance  of  a  plan  agreed  upon  they  suddenly 
rose,  marched  down  to  a  port  and  embarked  in  English  ships 
sent  to  receive  them,  and  were  in  these  transported  to  the 
northern  coast  of  Spain. 

Sir  David  Baird  was  a  man  of  great  energy,  and  having 
succeeded  in  borrowing  a  little  more  money  from  Mr.  Frere 
he  started  on  his  march  to  join  General  Moore.  He  had  with 
great  difficulty  hired  some  country  carts  at  an  exorbitant  rate, 
but  the  number  was  so  small  that  he  was  obliged  to  send  up 
his  force  in  half-battalions,  and  so  was  able  to  proceed  but 
very  slowly. 

Sir  John  Moore  was  still  in  utter  ignorance  of  the  situation 
in  Spain.  The  jealousy  among  the  generals,  and  the  disinclin 
ation  of  the  central  Junta  to  appoint  any  one  person  to  a  post 
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that  might  enable  him  to  interfere  with  their  intrigues,  had 
combined  to  prevent  the  appointment  of  a  commander-in-chief, 
and  there  was  no  one  therefore  with  whom  Sir  John  could 
open  negotiations  and  learn  what  plans,  if  any,  had  been  decided 
upon  for  general  operations  against  the  advancing  enemy. 

On  the  day  that  Moore  arrived  at  Almeida  Blake  was  in 
full  flight,  pursued  by  a  French  army  50,000  strong,  and 
Napoleon  was  at  Vittoria  with  170,000  troops. 

Of  these  facts  he  was  ignorant,  but  the  letters  that  he  received 
from  Lord  William  Bentinck  and  Colonel  Graham,  exposing 
the  folly  of  the  Spanish  generals,  reached  him.  On  the  llth 
he  crossed  the  frontier  of  Spain,  marching  to  Ciudad-Rodrigo. 
On  that  day  Blake  was  finally  defeated,  and  one  of  the  other 
armies  completely  crushed  and  dispersed.  These  events  left  a 
large  French  army  free  to  act  against  the  British.  Sir  John 
Moore,  however,  did  not  hear  of  this  until  a  week  later.  He 
knew,  however,  that  the  situation  was  serious;  and  after  all 
the  reports  of  Spanish  enthusiasm  he  was  astonished  to  find 
that  complete  apathy  prevailed,  that  no  effort  was  made  to 
enrol  the  population,  or  even  to  distribute  the  vast  quantity 
of  British  muskets  stored  up  in  the  magazines  of  the  cities. 

The  general  arrived  at  Salamanca  with  4000  British  infantry. 
The  French  cavalry  were  at  Valladolid,  but  three  marches  dis 
tant.  On  the  18th  more  troops  had  arrived,  and  on  the  23rd 
12,000  infantry  and  six  guns  were  at  Salamanca.  But  Moore 
now  knew  of  the  defeat  of  Blake,  and  that  the  French  army 
that  had  crushed  him  was  free  to  advance  against  Salamanca. 
But  he  did  not  yet  know  of  the  utter  dispersal  of  the  Asturian 
army,  or  that  the  two  armies  of  Castanos  and  Palafox  were 
also  defeated  and  scattered  beyond  any  attempt  at  rallying, 
and  that  their  conquerors  were  also  free  to  march  against  him. 
Although  ignorant  of  the  force  with  which  Napoleon  had 
entered  Spain,  and  having  no  idea  of  its  enormous  strength, 
he  knew  that  it  could  not  be  less  than  80,000  men,  and  that  it 
could  be  joined  by  at  least  30,000  more. 
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His  position  was  indeed  a  desperate  one.  Baird  was  still 
twenty  marches  distant,  his  cavalry  and  artillery  still  far  away. 
It  would  require  another  five  days  to  bring  the  rear  of  his 
own  army  to  Salamanca,  as  only  a  small  portion  could  come 
forward  each  day,  owing  to  want  of  transport;  and  yet,  while 
in  this  position  of  imminent  danger,  the  Spanish  authorities, 
through  Mr.  Frere  and  other  agents,  were  violently  urging  an 
advance  to  Madrid. 

General  Moore  was  indeed  in  a  position  of  imminent  danger; 
but  the  lying  reports  as  to  the  strength  of  the  Spanish  army 
induced  him  for  a  moment  to  make  preparations  for  such  a 
movement.  When,  however,  he  learned  the  utter  overthrow 
and  dispersal  of  the  whole  of  the  Spanish  armies,  he  saw  that 
nothing  remained  but  to  fall  back,  if  possible,  upon  Portugal. 

It  was  necessary,  however,  that  he  should  remain  at  Sala 
manca  until  Hope  should  arrive  with  the  guns,  and  the  army 
be  in  a  position  to  show  a  front  to  the  enemy.  Instructions  had 
been  previously  sent  to  Hope  to  march  to  the  Escurial.  Hope 
had  endeavoured  to  find  a  road  across  the  mountains  of  Ciudad- 
Rodrigo,  but  the  road  was  so  bad  that  he  dared  not  venture 
upon  it,  as  the  number  of  horses  were  barely  sufficient  to  drag 
the  guns  and  ammunition  waggons  along  a  good  road.  He 
therefore  kept  on  his  way  until  he  reached  the  Escurial;  but 
after  advancing  three  days  farther  towards  Madrid,  he  heard  of 
the  utter  defeat  of  the  Spaniards  and  the  flight  of  their  armies. 
His  cavalry  outposts  brought  in  word  that  more  than  4000 
cavalry  were  but  twelve  miles  away,  and  that  other  French 
troops  were  at  Segovia  and  other  places.  The  prospect  of  his 
making  his  way  to  join  Sir  John  Moore  seemed  well-nigh  hope 
less;  but  with  admirable  skill  and  resolution,  Hope  succeeded 
in  eluding  some  of  his  foes,  in  checking  others  by  destroying 
or  defending  bridges,  and  finally  joined  the  main  force  without 
the  loss  of  any  of  the  important  convoy  of  guns  and  ammu 
nition  that  he  was  escorting. 

The  satisfaction  of  the  troops  at  the  arrival  of  the  force  that 
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had  been  regarded  as  lost  was  unbounded.  Hitherto,  unpro 
vided  as  they  were  with  artillery  and  cavalry,  they  could  have 
fought  only  under  such  disadvantages  as  would  render  defeat 
almost  inevitable,  for  an  enemy  could  have  pounded  them  with 
artillery  from  a  distance  beyond  their  musket  range,  and  they 
could  have  made  no  effectual  reply  whatever.  His  cavalry 
could  have  circled  round  them,  cut  their  communications,  and 
charged  down  on  their  lines  in  flank  and  rear  while  engaged 
Avith  his  infantry.  Now  every  man  felt  that  once  again  he 
formed  part  of  an  army,  and  that  that  army  could  be  relied 
upon  to  beat  any  other  of  equal  numbers. 

Terence  had  enjoyed  the  march  to  Salamanca.  The  fine 
weather  had  broken  up,  and  heavy  rains  had  often  fallen,  but 
his  thick  coat  kept  him  dry  except  in  the  steadiest  downpours ; 
while  on  one  or  two  occasions  only,  the  general  and  his  staff 
had  failed  to  find  quarters  available.  As  they  proceeded  they 
gradually  closed  up  with  the  troops  forming  a  part  of  the  same 
division,  and  at  Almeida  came  under  the  command  of  General 
Fraser,  whose  division  was  made  complete  by  their  arrival. 
Up  to  this  point  the  young  aide-de-camp's  duties  had  been 
confined  solely  to  the  work  of  the  brigade:  to  seeing  that  the 
regiments  kept  their  proper  distances,  that  none  of  the  waggons 
loitered  behind,  and  that  the  roads  were  repaired,  where  ab 
solutely  necessary,  for  the  baggage  to  pass. 

In  the  afternoon  he  generally  rode  forward  with  Major 
Errington,  the  quartermaster-general  of  the  brigade,  to  examine 
the  place  fixed  upon  for  the  halt,  to  apportion  the  ground 
between  the  regiments,  and  ascertain  the  accommodation  to  be 
obtained  in  the  village.  Two  orderlies  accompanied  them,  each 
carrying  a  bundle  of  light  rods.  With  these  the  ground  was 
marked  off,  a  card  with  the  name  of  the  regiment  being  inserted 
in  a  slit  at  the  end  of  the  rod;  the  village  was  then  divided 
in  four  quarters  for  the  accommodation  of  the  officers.  But 
beyond  fixing  the  name  of  each  regiment  to  the  part  assigned 
to  it,  no  attempt  was  made  to  allot  any  special  quarters  to  indi- 
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vidual  officers,  this  being  left  for  the  regimental  quarter-master 
to  do  on  the  arrival  of  the  troops. 

When  the  column  came  up  Terence  led  each  regiment  to  the 
spot  marked  off,  and  directed  the  baggage  waggons  to  their 
respective  places.  While  he  was  doing  this,  Trevor  with  the 
orderlies  saw  the  head-quarters  baggage  carried  to  the  house 
chosen  for  the  general's  use,  and  that  the  place  was  made  as 
comfortable  as  might  be,  and  then  endeavoured  to  add  to 
the  rations  by  purchases  in  the  village.  Fane  himself  always 
remained  with  the  troops  until  the  tents  were  erected,  and 
they  were  under  cover,  the  rations  distributed,  and  the  fires 
lighted.  The  latter  operation  was  often  delayed  by  the 
necessity  of  fetching  wood  from  a  distance,  the  wood  in  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  having  been  cut  down  and  burned 
either  by  the  French  on  their  advance,  or  by  the  British 
regiments  ahead, 

He  then  went  to  his  quarters,  where  he  received  the  reports 
of  the  medical,  commissariat,  and  transport  officers,  wrote  a 
report  of  the  state  of  the  road  and  the  obstacles  that  he  had 
encountered,  and  sent  it  back  by  an  orderly  to  the  officer  com 
manding  the  six  guns  which  were  following  a  day's  march 
behind  him.  These  had  been  brought  along  with  great  labour, 
it  being  often  necessary  to  take  them  off  their  carriages  and 
carry  them  up  or  down  difficult  places,  while  the  men  were 
frequently  compelled  to  harness  themselves  to  ropes  and  aid 
the  horses  to  drag  the  guns  and  waggons  through  the  deep 
mud.  Between  the  arrival  of  the  troops  and  dinner  Terence 
had  his  time  to  himself,  and  generally  spent  it  with  his 
regiment. 

"Never  did  I  see  such  a  country,  Terence,"  O'Grady  com 
plained  to  him  one  day.  "Go  where  you  will  in  ould  Oirland, 
you  can  always  get  a  jugful  of  poteen,  a  potful  of  'taties, 
and  a  rasher  of  bacon;  and  if  it  is  a  village,  a  fowl  and 
eggs.  Here  there  are  not  even  spirits  or  wine;  as  for  a 
chicken,  I  have  not  seen  the  feather  of  one  since  we  started, 
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and  I  don't  believe  the  peasants  would  know  an  egg  if  they 
saw  it." 

"  Nonsense,  O'Grady !  If  we  were  to  go  off  the  main  road 
we  should  be  able  to  buy  all  these  things,  barring  the  poteen, 
and  may  be  the  potatoes,  but  you  could  get  plenty  of  onions 
instead.  You  must  remember  that  the  French  army  came 
along  here,  and  I  expect  they  must  have  eaten  nearly  every 
thing  up  on  their  way,  and  you  may  be  sure  that  Anstruther's 
brigade  gleaned  all  they  left.  As  we  marched  from  the  Mon- 
dego  we  found  the  villagers  well  supplied — better  a  good  deal 
than  places  of  the  same  size  would  be  in  Ireland — except  at 
our  first  halting-place." 

"I  own  that,  although  Hoolan  sometimes  fails  to  add  to  our 
rations,  we  have  not  been  so  badly  off,  Terence.  He  goes  out 
with  two  or  three  more  of  the  boys  directly  we  halt,  laving 
the  other  servants  to  get  the  tents  ready,  and  he  generally 
brings  us  half  a  dozen  fish,  sometimes  a  dozen,  that  he  has  got 
out  of  the  stream. 

"He  is  an  old  hand,  is  Tim,  and  if  he  can't  get  them  for 
dinner  he  gets  them  for  breakfast.  He  catches  them  with 
night-lines  and  snares,  and  all  sorts  of  poaching  tricks.  I  know 
he  bought  a  bag  with  four  or  five  pounds  of  lime  at  Torres 
Vedras,  and  managed  to  smuggle  it  away  in  the  regimental 
baggage.  I  asked  him  what  it  was  for,  and  the  rascal  tipped 
me  a  wink,  as  much  as  to  say,  Don't  ask  no  questions,  master; 
and  I  believe  that  he  drops  a  handful  into  a  likely  pool  when 
he  comes  across  one.  I  have  never  dared  to  ask  him,  for  my 
conscience  would  not  let  me  countenance  such  an  unsportsman 
like  way  of  getting  round  the  fish. 

"  I  don't  think  that  there  is  much  harm  in  it  under  the  present 
circumstances,"  Terence  laughed.  "  It  is  not  sport,  but  it  is 
food.  I  am  afraid,  Tim,  that  you  must  have  been  poaching  a 
good  deal  at  home  or  you  would  never  have  thought  of  buying 
lime  before  starting  on  this  march." 

"I  would  scorn  to  take  in  an  Oirish  fish,  yer  honour!" 
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Hoolan  said  indignantly.  "But  it  seems  to  me  that  as  the 
people  here  are  trating  us  in  just  as  blackguardly  a  manner 
as  they  can,  shure  it  is  the  least  we  can  do  to  catch  their  fish 
any  way  we  can,  just  to  pay  them  off." 

"Well,  looking  at  it  in  that  light,  Tim,  I  will  say  no  more 
against  the  practice.  I  don't  think  I  could  bring  myself  to 
lime  even  Portuguese  water,  but  my  conscience  would  not 
trouble  me  at  eating  fish  that  had  been  caught  by  somebody 
else." 

"  I  will  bear  it  in  mind,  yer  honour,  and  next  time  we  come 
on  a  good  pool  a  dish  of  fine  fish  shall  be  left  at  your  quarters, 
but  yer  honour  must  not  mintion  to  the  gineral  where  you  got 
them  from.  May  be  his  conscience  in  the  matter  of  ateing 
limed  fish  would  be  more  tender  than  your  own,  and  it  might 
get  me  into  trouble." 

"  I  will  take  care  about  that,  Tim ;  at  any  rate  I  will  try  and 
manufacture  two  or  three  hooks,  and  when  we  halt  for  a  day 
will  try  and  do  a  little  fishing  on  my  own  account." 

"I  will  make  you  two  or  three,  Mr.  O'Connor.  I  made  a 
couple  for  Mr.  Ryan,  and  he  caught  two  beauties  yesterday 
evening." 

"  Thank  you,  Hoolan.  Fond  as  I  am  of  fishing,  I  wonder  it 
did  not  strike  me  before.  I  can  make  a  line  by  plaiting  some 
office  string,  with  twisted  horse-hair  instead  of  gut." 

"I  expect  that  that  is  just  what  Mr.  Ryan  did,  yer  honour. 
I  heard  the  adjutant  using  powerful  language  this  morning 
because  he  could  not  find  a  ball  of  twine." 

After  this  Terence  generally  managed  to  get  an  hour's 
fishing  before  the  evening  twilight  had  quite  faded  away;  and 
by  the  aid  of  a  long  rod  cut  on  the  river  bank,  a  line  manu 
factured  by  himself,  and  Hoolan's  hook  baited  with  worms,  he 
generally  contrived  to  catch  enough  fish  to  supplement  the 
ordinary  fare  at  the  following  morning's  breakfast. 

"This  is  a  welcome  surprise,  Trevor,"  the  brigadier  said  the 
first  time  the  fish  appeared  at  table.  "  I  thought  I  smelt  fish 


A  FALSE  ALARM.  139 

frying,  but  I  felt  sure  I  must  be  mistaken.  Where  on  earth 
did  you  get  them  from?" 

"It  is  not  my  doing,  General,  but  O'Connor's.  I  was  as 
much  surprised  as  yourself  when  I  saw  Burke  squatting  over 
the  fire  frying  three  fine  fish.  I  asked  him  where  he  had 
stolen  them.  He  told  me  that  Mr.  O'Connor  brought  them  in 
at  eight  o'clock  yesterday  evening." 

"Where  did  you  get  them  from,  O'Connor?" 

"  I  caught  them  in  the  stream  that  we  crossed  half  a  mile 
back,  sir.  I  found  a  likely  pool  a  few  hundred  yards  down 
it,  and  an  hour's  work  there  gave  me  those  three  fish.  They 
stopped  biting  as  soon  as  it  got  dark." 

"What  did  you  catch  them  with?"  Terence  explained  the 
nature  of  his  tackle. 

"Capital!  You  have  certainly  given  us  a  very  pleasant 
change  of  food,  and  I  hope  that  you  will  continue  the  practice 
whenever  there  is  a  chance." 

"There  ought  often  to  be  one,  General.  We  cross  half  a  dozen 
little  mountain  streams  every  day,  and  the  villages  are  gener 
ally  built  close  to  one.  I  don't  suppose  I  should  have  thought 
of  it,  if  I  had  not  found  that  some  of  the  men  of  my  regiment 
have  been  supplying  the  mess  with  them.  I  hope  to  do 
better  in  future,  for  going  over  the  ground  where  some  of  the 
troops  in  front  of  us  have  bivouacked  I  came  upon  some  white 
feathers  blowing  about,  and  I  shall  try  to  tie  a  fly.  That  ought 
to  be  a  good  deal  more  killing  than  a  worm  when  the  light 
begins  to  fade." 

"  You  have  been  a  fisherman,  then,  at  home  1 " 

"Yes,  sir;  I  did  a  good  deal  of  fishing  round  Athlone,  and 
was  taught  to  tie  my  own  flies.  I  wish  I  had  a  packet  of 
hooks — the  two  one  of  our  fellows  made  for  me  are  well 
enough  for  worms,  but  they  are  rather  clumsy  for  flies." 

"I  used  to  be  fond  of  fishing  myself,"  Fane  said;  "but  I 
have  always  bought  my  tackle,  and  I  doubt  whether  I  should 
make  much  hand  at  it,  if  left  to  my  own  devices.  We  are 
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not  likely  to  be  able  to  get  any  hooks  till  we  get  to  Almeida, 
but  I  should  think  you  would  find  some  there." 

"  I  shall  be  able  to  get  some  wire  to  make  them  with,  no 
doubt,  sir." 

"  I  fancy  after  we  have  left  Almeida  you  won't  find  many 
opportunities  of  fishing,  O'Connor.  We  shall  have  other  work 
on  hand  then,  and  shall,  I  hope,  be  able  to  buy  what  we  want ; 
at  any  rate  we  shall  have  as  good  a  chance  of  doing  so  as 
others,  while  along  this  road  there  is  nothing  to  be  had  for 
love  or  money,  and  the  peasants  would  no  doubt  be  glad  to 
sell  us  anything  they  have,  but  they  are  living  on  black  bread 
themselves;  and  indeed,  the  greater  part  have  moved  away 
to  less-frequented  places.  No  doubt  they  will  come  back 
again  as  soon  as  we  have  all  passed,  but  how  long  they  will 
be  allowed  to  live  in  peace  and  quietness  is  more  than  I  can 
say.  As  long  as  it  is  only  our  troops  who  come  along  they 
have  nothing  much  to  complain  of,  for  they  can  sell  everything 
they  have  to  dispose  of  at  prices  they  never  dreamt  of  before ; 
but  they  complain  bitterly  of  the  French,  who  ate  their  fruit 
and  drank  their  wine,  killed  their  pigs  and  fowls,  appropriated 
their  cattle  and  horses,  and  they  thought  themselves  lucky  to 
escape  with  their  lives.  You  see  there  are  very  few  men  about 
here,  they  have  all  gone  off  to  join  one  or  other  of  the  Portu 
guese  bands." 

"I  fancy  these  Portuguese  fellows  will  turn  out  useful  some 
day,  General,"  Major  Errington  said.  "They  are  stout  fellows, 
and  though  I  don't  think  the  townspeople  would  be  of  any 
good,  the  peasantry  ought  to  make  good  soldiers  if  the}r  were 
well  drilled  and  led." 

"  That  is  a  very  large  if,"  Fane  laughed.  "  I  see  no  signs  of 
any  leader,  and  unless  we  could  lend  them  a  few  hundred  non 
commissioned  officers  I  don't  see  where  their  drill  instructors 
are  to  come  from.  Still,  I  have  more  hope  of  them  than  I 
have  of  the  Spaniards.  Those  men  under  Trant  were  never 
tried  much  under  fire,  but  they  certainly  improved  in  disci- 
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pline  very  much  in  the  short  time  they  were  with  us.  If  we 
could  but  get  rid  of  all  the  Portuguese  authorities  and  take 
the  people  in  hand  ourselves,  we  ought  to  be  able  to  turn  out 
fifty  thousand  good  fighting  troops  in  the  course  of  a  few 
months,  but  so  long  as  things  go  on  as  they  are  I  see  no  hope 
of  any  efficient  aid  from  them." 

At  Almeida  Terence  managed  to  procure  some  hooks.  They 
were  clumsily  made,  but  greatly  superior  to  anything  that  he 
could  turn  out  himself.  He  was  also  able  to  procure  some 
strong  lines,  but  the  use  of  flies  seemed  to  be  altogether  un 
known.  However,  during  his  stay  he  made  half  a  dozen 
different  patterns,  and  with  these  in  a  small  tin  box  and  a  coil 
of  line  stowed  away  at  the  bottom  of  one  of  his  holsters,  he  felt 
that  if  opportunity  should  occur  he  ought  to  be  able  to  have 
fair  sport.  He  had  suffered  a  good  deal  during  the  heavy  rains 
which  came  on  occasionally,  from  the  fact  that  his  infantry 
cloak  was  not  ample  enough  to  cover  his  legs  when  riding. 
He  was  fortunate  enough  here  to  be  able  to  buy  a  pair  of  long 
riding  boots,  and  with  these  and  a  pair  of  thick  canvas  trousers, 
made  by  one  of  the  regimental  tailors,  and  coming  down  just 
below  the  knee,  he  felt  that  in  future  he  could  defy  the  rain. 

At  Salamanca  there  were  far  better  opportunities  of  the 
officers  supplementing  their  outfits.  Landing  on  the  Mondego 
early  in  August,  they  had  made  provision  against  the  heat,  but 
had  brought  no  outfit  at  all  suited  for  wear  in  winter,  and 
all  seized  the  opportunity  of  providing  themselves  with  warm 
under-garments,  had  linings  sewn  into  greatcoats,  and  other 
wise  prepared  for  the  cold  which  would  shortly  set  in.  The 
greater  part  of  the  troops  were  here  quartered  in  the  convents 
and  other  extensive  buildings,  and  as  Fane's  brigade  was  one 
of  the  first  to  arrive  they  enjoyed  a  short  period  of  well-earned 
rest.  Terence  had  by  this  time  picked  up  a  good  deal  of 
Portuguese,  and  was  able  to  make  himself  pretty  well  under 
stood  by  the  Spanish  shopkeepers.  He,  as  well  as  the  other 
officers,  was  astonished  and  disgusted  at  the  lethargy  that 
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prevailed  when,  as  all  now  knew,  the  great  Spanish  armies 
were  scattered  to  the  winds,  and  large  bodies  of  French  troops 
were  advancing  in  all  directions  to  crush  out  the  last  spark  of 
resistance. 

The  officers  of  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  had  established  a  mess, 
and  Terence  often  dined  there.  He  was  always  eagerly 
questioned  as  to  what  was  going  to  be  done. 

"I  can  assure  you,  O'Grady,"  he  said  one  day,  "that  aides- 
de-camp  are  not  admitted  to  the  confidence  of  the  officer  com- 
manding-in-chief.  I  know  no  more  as  to  Sir  John's  intentions 
than  the  youngest  drummer-boy.  I  suppose  that  everything 
will  depend  upon  the  weather,  and  whether  General  Hope, 
with  the  artillery  and  cavalry,  manages  to  join  us.  If  he  does, 
I  suppose  we  shall  fight  a  battle  before  we  fall  back.  If  he 
does  not,  I  suppose  we  shall  have  to  fall  back  without  fighting, 
if  the  French  will  let  us." 

"  I  wish,  Terence,  you  would  give  these  lazy  Spaniards  a 
good  fright,  just  as  you  gave  the  people  at  Athlone.  Faith, 
I  would  give  a  couple  of  months'  pay  to  see  them  regularly 
scared." 

"  If  I  were  not  on  the  staff  I  might  try  it,  O'Grady,  but  it 
would  never  do  for  me  to  try  such  a  thing  now." 

Dick  Ryan,  who  was  standing  by,  winked  significantly,  and 
in  a  short  time  he  and  Terence  were  talking  eagerly  together 
in  a  corner  of  the  room. 

"Who  is  to  know  you  are  a  staff-officer,  Terence?"  the 
latter  urged.  "  Isn't  it  an  infantry  uniform  that  you  are  wear 
ing  ?  and  ain't  there  hundreds  of  infantry  officers  here  1  It  was 
good  fun  at  Athlone,  but  I  don't  think  that  many  of  them 
believed  there  was  any  real  danger.  It  would  be  altogether 
different  here;  they  are  scared  enough  as  it  is,  though  they 
walk  about  with  their  cloaks  wrapped  round  them  and  pretend 
to  be  mighty  confident." 

"Let  us  come  and  talk  it  over  outside,  Dick.  It  did  not 
much  matter  before  if  it  had  been  discovered  we  had  a  hand 
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in  it.  Of  course  the  colonel  would  have  given  us  a  wigging, 
but  at  heart  he  would  have  been  as  pleased  at  the  joke  as  any 
of  us.  But  it  is  a  different  affair  here." 

Going  out,  they  continued  their  talk  and  arranged  their 
plans.  Late  the  following  night  two  English  officers  rushed 
suddenly  into  a  drinking-shop  close  to  the  gate  through  which 
the  road  to  Valladolid  passed. 

"  The  French !  the  French ! "  one  exclaimed.  "  Eun  for  your 
lives  and  give  the  alarm ! " 

The  men  all  leapt  to  their  feet,  rushed  out  tumultuously, 
and  scattered  through  the  streets,  shouting  at  the  top  of  their 
voices:  "The  French  are  coming!  the  French  are  coming!  Get 
up,  or  you  will  all  be  murdered  in  your  beds ! " 

The  alarm  spread  like  wildfire,  and  Terence  and  Eyan  made 
their  way  back,  by  the  shortest  line,  to  the  room  where  most 
of  the  officers  were  still  sitting  smoking  and  chatting. 

"Any  news,  O'Connor?"  the  colonel  asked. 

"Nothing  that  I  have  heard  of,  Colonel.  I  thought  I  would 
drop  in  for  a  cigar  before  turning  in." 

A  few  minutes  later  Tim  Hoolan  entered. 

"  There  is  a  shindy  in  the  town,  your  honour,"  he  said  to 
the  Colonel.  "  Meself  does  not  know  what  it  is  about;  but 
they  are  hollooing  and  bawling  fit  to  kill  themselves." 

One  of  the  officers  went  to  the  window  and  threw  it  up. 

"Hoolan  is  right,  Colonel;  there  is  something  the  matter. 
There — "  he  broke  off  as  a  church  bell  pealed  out  with  loud 
and  rapid  strokes. 

"That  is  the  alarm,  sure  enough,"  the  colonel  exclaimed. 
"Be  off  at  once,  gentlemen,  and  get  the  men  up  and  under 
arms." 

"  I  must  be  off  to  the  general's  quarters,"  Terence  exclaimed, 
hastily  putting  on  his  greatcoat  again. 

"  The  divil  fly  away  with  them,"  O'Grady  grumbled,  as  he 
hastily  finished  the  glass  before  him;  "sorrow  a  bit  of  peace 
can  I  get  at  all,  at  all,  in  this  bastely  country." 
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Terence  hurried  away  to  his  quarters.  A  score  of  church 
bells  were  now  pealing  out  the  alarm.  From  every  house  men 
and  women  rushed  out  panic-stricken,  and  eagerly  questioned 
each  other.  All  sorts  of  wild  reports  were  circulated. 

"  The  British  outposts  have  been  driven  in ;  the  Valladolid 
gate  has  been  captured ;  Napoleon  himself  with  his  whole  army 
is  pouring  into  the  town." 

The  shrieks  of  frightened  women  added  to  the  din,  above 
which  the  British  bugles  calling  the  troops  to  arms  could  be 
heard  in  various  quarters  of  the  city. 

"Oh,  here  you  are,  Mr.  O'Connor ! "  General  Fane  exclaimed  as 
he  hurried  in.  "  Mr.  Trevor  has  just  started  for  the  convent; 
he  may  be  intercepted,  and  therefore  do  you  carry  the  same 
message:  the  brigade  is  to  get  under  arms  at  once,  and  to 
remain  in  readiness  for  action  until  I  arrive.  From  what  I 
can  gather  from  these  frightened  fools,  the  French  have  already 
entered  the  town.  If  the  convent  is  attacked,  it  is  to  be  de 
fended  until  the  last.  I  am  going  to  head-quarters  for  orders." 

A  good  deal  alarmed  at  the  consequences  of  the  tumult  that 
he  and  Dick  Ryan  had  excited,  Terence  made  his  way  through 
the  streets  at  a  run;  his  progress,  however,  was  impeded  by 
the  crowd,  many  of  whom  seized  him  as  he  passed  and  implored 
him  to  tell  them  the  news.  He  observed  that  not  a  weapon 
was  to  be  seen  among  the  crowd;  evidently  resistance  was 
absolutely  unthought  of.  Trevor  had  reached  the  convent 
before  him.  The  four  regiments  had  already  gathered  there 
under  arms. 

"Have  you  any  orders,  Mr.  O'Connor ?"  Colonel  Corcoran 
asked  eagerly,  for  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  happened  to  be  formed 
up  next  the  gate  of  the  convent. 

"No,  sir;  only  to  repeat  those  brought  by  Mr.  Trevor,  as 
the  general  thought  that  he  might  be  intercepted  on  the  way, 
The  troops  are  to  remain  here  in  readiness  until  he  arrives.  If 
attacked,  they  are  to  hold  the  convent  until  the  last." 

"  Have  you  seen  any  signs  of  the  French  ?" 
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"None  whatever,  Colonel." 

"  Did  you  hear  any  firing?" 

"No,  sir;  but  there  was  such  an  uproar — what  with  the 
church  bells,  everyone  shouting,  and  the  women  screaming — - 
that  I  don't  suppose  I  should  have  heard  it  unless  it  had  been 
quite  close." 

"We  thought  we  heard  musketry,"  the  colonel  replied,  "but 
it  might  have  been  only  fancy.  There  is  such  a  hullabaloo  in 
the  city  that  we  might  not  have  heard  the  fire  of  small-arms, 
but  I  think  that  we  must  have  heard  artillery." 

In  ten  minutes  Fane  with  his  staff  galloped  in.  "The 
brigade  will  march  down  towards  the  Valladolid  gate,"  he 
said.  "  If  you  encounter  any  enemies,  Colonel  Corcoran,  you 
will  at  once  occupy  the  houses  on  both  sides  of  the  street  and 
open  fire  upon  them  from  the  windows  and  roofs;  the  other 
regiments  will  charge  them.  At  present,"  he  went  on  as  the 
colonel  gave  the  order  for  the  regiment  to  march,  "  we  can 
obtain  no  information  as  to  the  cause  of  this  uproar.  An 
officer  rode  in,  just  as  I  was  starting,  from  Anstruther's  force, 
encamped  outside  the  walls,  asking  for  orders,  and  reporting 
that  his  outposts  have  seen  no  signs  of  the  enemy.  I  believe 
it  is  a  false  alarm  after  all,  and  we  are  marching  rather  to 
reassure  the  populace  than  with  any  idea  of  meeting  the  enemy." 

The  troops  marched  rapidly  through  the  streets,  making 
their  way  without  ceremony  through  the  terrified  crowd. 
They  had  gone  but  a  short  distance  when  the  bells  of  the 
churches  one  by  one  ceased  their  clamour,  and  a  hush  suc 
ceeded  the  din  that  had  before  prevailed.  When  the  head  of 
the  column  reached  the  gate,  they  saw  Sir  John  Moore  and 
his  staff  sitting  there  on  horseback.  Fane  rode  up  to  him  for 
orders. 

'  It  is,  as  I  fancied,  wholly  a  false  alarm,"  the  general  said. 
"How  it  could  have  started  I  have  no  idea.  I  have  had 
another  report  from  Anstruther;  all  is  quiet  at  the  outposts, 
and  there  is  no  sign  whatever  of  the  enemy.  There  is  nothing 
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to  do  but  to  march  the  troops  back  to  barracks.  However,  I 
am  not  sorry,  for  possibly  the  scare  may  wake  the  authorities 
up  to  the  necessity  of  taking  some  steps  for  the  protection  of 
the  town." 

Terence  rode  back  with  General  Fane  to  his  quarters. 

"I  cannot  make  out,"  Trevor  said  as  they  went,  "how  the 
scare  can  have  begun;  everything  was  quiet  enough.  I  was 
just  thinking  of  turning  in  when  we  heard  a  shouting  in  the 
streets.  In  three  minutes  the  whole  town  seemed  to  have  gone 
mad,  and  I  made  sure  that  the  French  must  be  upon  us;  but 
I  could  not  make  out  how  they  could  have  done  so  without  our 
outposts  giving  the  alarm.  Where  were  you  when  it  began?" 

"I  was  in  the  mess-room  of  the  Mayos,  when  one  of  the 
servants  ran  in  to  say  that  there  was  a  row.  Directly  after 
wards  the  alarm-bells  began  to  ring,  the  colonel  at  once  gave 
orders  for  the  regiment  to  be  got  under  arms,  and  I  ran  back 
to  the  general  for  orders;  and  I  must  have  passed  you  some 
where  on  the  road.  Did  you  ever  see  such  cowards  as  these 
Spaniards?  Though  there  are  arms  enough  in  the  town  for 
every  man  to  bear  a  musket — and  certainly  the  greater  portion 
of  them  have  weapons  of  some  sort  or  other — I  did  not  see  a 
man  with  arms  of  any  kind  in  his  hand." 

"  I  noticed  the  same  thing,"  Trevor  said.  "  It  is  disgusting. 
It  was  evident  that  the  sole  thought  that  possessed  them 
was  as  to  their  own  wretched  lives.  I  have  no  doubt  that,  if 
they  could  have  had  their  will,  they  would  have  disarmed  all  our 
troops,  in  order  that  no  resistance  whatever  should  be  offered. 
And  yet  only  yesterday  the  fellows  were  all  bragging  about 
their  patriotism,  and  the  bravery  that  would  be  shown  should 
the  French  make  their  appearance.  It  makes  one  sick  to  be 
fighting  for  such  people." 

The  following  afternoon  Terence  went  up  to  the  convent. 

"Well,  O'Connor,  have  you  heard  how  it  all  began?"  the 
colonel  asked  as  he  went  into  the  mess-room. 

''  No  one  seems  to  know  at  all,  Colonel.    The  authorities  are 
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making  inquiries,  but  as  far  as  I  have  heard,  nothing  has  taken 
place  to  account  for  it." 

"  It  reminds  me,"  the  colonel  said,  shutting  one  eye  and 
looking  fixedly  at  Terence,  "  of  a  certain  affair  that  took  place 
at  Athlone." 

"I  was  thinking  the  same  myself,"  Terence  replied  quietly, 
"  only  the  scare  was  a  good  deal  greater  here  than  it  was  there; 
besides,  a  good  many  of  the  townspeople  in  Athlone  did  turn 
out  with  guns  in  their  hands,  whereas  here,  I  believe  every 
man  in  the  town  hid  his  gun  in  his  bed  before  running  out." 

"  I  always  suspected  you  of  having  a  hand  in  that  matter, 
Terence." 

"  Did  you,  Colonel  ?"  Terence  said  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 
"  Well,  as,  fortunately,  I  was  sitting  here  when  this  row  began, 
you  cannot  suspect  me  this  time." 

"  I  don't  know;  you  and  Ryan  came  in  together,  which  was 
suspicious  in  itself,  and  it  was  not  two  minutes  after  you  had 
come  in  that  the  rumpus  began.  Just  give  me  a  wink,  lad,  if 
you  had  a  finger  in  the  matter.  You  know  you  are  safe  with 
me;  besides,  ain't  you  a  staff  officer  now,  and  outside  my  juris 
diction  altogether  1" 

"Well,  Colonel,  a  wink  does  not  cost  anything,"  Terence 
said,  "so  here  is  to  ye." 

He  exchanged  a  wink  with  the  colonel,  who  burst  into  a  fit 
of  laughter  so  loud  that  he  startled  all  the  other  officers,  who 
at  once  came  up  to  hear  the  joke. 

"It  is  just  a  little  story  that  Terence  has  been  telling  me," 
the  colonel  said  when  he  had  recovered  his  breath,  "  about  the 
scare  last  night,  and  how  a  young  woman,  with  next  to  nothing 
on  her,  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck  and  begged  him  to  save 
her.  The  poor  young  fellow  blushed  up  to  his  eyelids  with 
the  shame  of  it  in  the  public  streets ! " 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

THE   RETREAT. 

O'GRADY  asked  no  questions,  but  presently  whispered  to 
Terence:  "Faith,  ye  did  it  well,  me  boy." 

"  Did  what  well,  O'Grady  1" 

"  You  need  not  tell  me  about  it,  Terence.  I  was  expecting 
it.  Didn't  I  spake  to  ye  the  day  before  about  it,  and  didn't  I 
feel  sure  that  something  Avould  come  of  it?  When  that  row 
began  last  night,  I  looked  at  you  hard  and  saw  you  wink 
at  that  young  spalpeen,  Dicky  Ryan;  and  sure  all  the  time 
that  we  were  standing  there,  formed  up,  I  well-nigh  burst  the 
buttons  off  me  coatee  in  holding  in  me  laughter,  when  every 
one  else  Avas  full  of  excitement. 

"'Are  you  ill,  O'Grady?'  the  colonel  said,  for  I  had  to  sit 
meself  down  on  some  steps  and  rock  meself  to  and  fro  to  aise 
myself.  'Is  it  sick  ye  are?'  'A  sudden  pain  has  saised  me, 
Colonel,'  says  I,  'but  I  will  be  all  right  in  a  minute.'  ' Take  a 
dram  out  of  me  flask,'  says  he;  'something  must  have  gone 
wrong  wid  ye.'  I  took  a  drink — 

"  That  I  may  be  sure  you  did,"  Terence  interrupted. 

" — And  thin  told  him  that  I  felt  better;  but  as  we  marched 
down  through  the  crowd  and  saw  the  fright  of  the  men,  and 
the  women  screaming  in  their  night-gowns  at  the  windows, 
faith,  I  well-nigh  choked." 

"  Have  you  spoken  to  Ryan  about  this  absurd  suspicion, 
O'Grady  V 

"  I  spoke  to  him,  but  I  might  as  well  have  spoke  to  a  brick 
wall.  Divil  a  thing  could  I  get  out  of  him.  How  did  you 
manage  it  at  all,  lad?" 

"  How  could  I  manage  it  ?"  Terence  said  indignantly.  "  No, 
no,  O'Grady;  I  know  you  did  make  some  remark  about  that 
scare  at  Athlone,  and  said  it  would  be  fun  to  have  one  here. 
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I  was  a  little  shocked  at  hearing  such  a  thing  from,  as  you 
often  say,  a  superior  officer,  and  it  certainly  appears  to  me  that 
it  was  you  who  first  broached  the  idea.  So  I  have  much  more 
right  to  feel  a  suspicion  that  you  had  a  hand  in  the  carrying 
of  it  out  than  for  you  to  suspect  me." 

"  Well,  Terence,"  O'Grady  said  in  an  insinuating  way,  "  I 
won't  ask  you  any  questions  now,  and  maybe  some  day  when 
you  have  marched  away  from  this  place,  you  will  tell  me  the 
ins  and  outs  of  the  business." 

"  Maybe,  O'Grady,  and  perhaps  you  will  also  confess  to  me 
how  you  managed  to  bring  the  scare  about." 

"Go  along  wid  you,  Terence,  it  is  yourself  knows  better 
than  anyone  else  that  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  and  I  will 
never  forgive  you  until  you  make  a  clean  breast  of  it  to  me." 

"  We  shall  see  about  it,"  Terence  laughed.  "  Anyhow,  if 
you  allude  to  the  subject  again,  I  shall  feel  it  my  duty  to 
inform  the  colonel  of  my  reasons  for  suspecting  that  you  were 
concerned  in  spreading  those  false  reports  last  night." 

"It  was  first-rate,  wasn't  it?"  Dick  Eyan  said  as  he  joined 
Terence,  when  the  latter  left  the  mess-room." 

"  It  was  good  fun,  Dicky;  but  I  tell  you,  for  a  time  I  was 
quite  as  much  scared  as  anyone  else.  I  never  thought  that 
it  would  have  gone  quite  so  far.  When  it  came  to  all  the 
troops  turning  out,  and  Sir  John  and  everyone,  I  felt  that 
there  would  be  an  awful  row  if  we  were  ever  found  out." 

"It  was  splendid,  Terence.  I  knew  that  we  could  not  be 
found  out  when  we  had  not  told  a  soul.  Did  you  ever  see 
such  a  funk  as  the  Spaniards  were  all  in,  and  after  all  their 
bragging  and  the  airs  that  they  had  given  themselves.  Our 
men  were  so  savage  at  their  cowardice,  that  I  believe  they 
would  have  liked  nothing  better  than  an  order  to  pitch  into 
them.  And  didn't  the  women  yell  and  howl  1  It  is  the  best 
lark  we  have  ever  had." 

"  It  is  good  fun  to  look  back  at,  Dicky,  but  I  shall  be  glad 
when  we  are  out  of  this.  The  Spanish  authorities  are  making 
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all  sorts  of  inquiries,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  they  will  get 
hold  of  some  of  the  men  in  that  wine-shop,  and  it  will  come 
out  that  two  British  officers  started  the  alarm." 

"What  if  it  did?"  Ryan  said.  "There  were  only  two 
wretched  candles  burning  in  the  place,  and  they  could  not 
have  got  a  fair  sight  at  us,  and  indeed  they  all  jumped  up  and 
bolted  the  moment  we  spoke.  I  will  bet  that  there  is  not  one 
among  them  who  would  be  able  to  swear  to  us  though  we  were 
standing  before  him;  and  I  have  no  doubt  if  they  were  ques 
tioned  every  man  would  give  a  different  account  of  what  we 
were  like.  I  have  no  fear  that  they  will  ever  find  us  out.  Still, 
I  shall  be  glad  when  we  are  out  of  this  old  place.  Not  because 
I  am  afraid  about  our  share  in  that  business  being  discovered, 
but  we  have  been  here  nearly  a  fortnight  now,  and  as  we 
know  there  is  a  strong  French  force  within  ten  miles  of  us,  I 
think  that  it  is  about  time  that  the  fun  began.  You  don't 
think  that  we  are  going  to  retreat,  do  you1?" 

"  I  don't  know  any  more  about  it  than  you  do,  Dicky;  but 
I  feel  absolutely  sure  that  we  shall  retreat,  I  don't  see  any 
thing  else  for  us  to  do.  Every  day  fresh  news  comes  in  about 
the  strength  of  the  French,  and  as  the  Spanish  resistance  is 
now  pretty  well  over,  and  Madrid  has  fallen,  they  will  all  be 
free  to  march  against  us;  and  even  when  Hope  has  joined  us, 
we  shall  only  be  about  20,000  strong,  and  they  have  at  the 
least  ten  times  that  force.  I  think  we  shall  be  mighty  lucky 
if  we  get  back  across  the  frontier  into  Portugal  before  they 
are  all  on  us." 

Sir  John  Moore,  however,  was  not  disposed  to  retire  without 
doing  something  for  the  cause  of  Spain.  The  French  armies 
had  not  yet  penetrated  into  the  southern  provinces,  and  he 
nobly  resolved  to  make  a  movement  that  would  draw  the 
whole  strength  of  the  French  towards  him,  and  give  time  for 
the  Spaniards  in  the  south  to  gather  the  remains  of  their 
armies  together  and  organize  a  resistance  to  the  French  advance. 
In  view  of  the  number  and  strength  of  the  enemy  no  more 
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heroic  resolution  was  ever  taken  by  a  military  commander, 
and  it  was  all  the  more  to  be  admired,  inasmuch  as  he  could 
hope  to  win  no  victory  that  would  cover  himself  and  his  army 
with  glory,  no  success  that  would  satisfy  the  public  at  home, 
and  at  best  he  could  but  hope,  after  long,  fatiguing,  and  dan 
gerous  marches,  to  effect  his  retreat  from  the  overwhelming 
forces  that  would  be  hurled  against  him. 

While  remaining  at  Salamanca,  Sir  John,  foreseeing  that 
a  retreat  into  Portugal  must  be  finally  carried  out,  took  steps 
to  have  magazines  established  on  two  of  the  principal  routes  to 
the  coast,  that  a  choice  might  be  left  open  to  him  by  which  to 
retire  when  he  had  accomplished  his  main  object  of  diverting 
the  great  French  wave  of  invasion  from  the  south. 

On  the  llth  of  December  the  march  began,  and  for  the  next 
ten  days  the  army  advanced  farther  and  farther  into  the 
country.  So  far  Moore  had  only  Soult's  army  opposing  his 
advance  towards  Burgos,  and  it  might  be  possible  to  strike  a 
heavy  blow  at  that  general  before  Napoleon,  who  was  con 
vinced  that  the  British  must  fall  back  into  Portugal  if  they 
had  not  already  begun  to  do  so,  should  come  up.  He  had 
been  solemnly  assured  that  he  should  be  joined  by  Romana 
with  14,000  picked  men,  but  that  general  had  with  him  but 
5000  peasants,  who  were  in  such  a  miserable  condition  that 
when  the  British  reached  the  spot  where  the  junction  was  to 
be  effected,  he  was  ashamed  to  show  them,  and  marched  away 
into  Leon. 

The  British,  in  order  to  obtain  forage,  were  obliged  to 
move  along  several  lines  of  route.  Sir  David  Baird's  division 
joined  them  as  they  advanced,  and  when  they  reached  the 
Carrion  their  effective  force  amounted  to  23,583  men  with 
sixty  pieces  of  artillery.  On  the  French  side,  Soult  had, — on 
hearing  of  the  British  advance  to  the  north-east,  by  which,  if 
successful,  they  would  cut  the  French  lines  of  communication 
between  Madrid  and  the  frontier, — called  up  all  his  detached 
troops,  and  wrote  to  the  governor  of  Burgos  to  divert  to  his 
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assistance  all  troops  coming  along  the  road  from  France,  what 
ever  their  destination  might  be. 

On  the  21st  Lord  Paget,  with  the  10th  and  15th  Hussars, 
surprised  a  French  cavalry  force  at  Sahagun,  and  ordered  the 
15th  to  turn  their  position  and  endeavour  to  cut  them  off. 
When  with  the  10th  Hussars  Lord  Paget  arrived  in  the  rear 
of  the  village,  he  found  six  hundred  French  dragoons  drawn 
up  and  ready  to  attack  him.  He  at  once  charged  and  broke 
them  and  pursued  them  for  some  distance.  Twenty  were 
killed,  thirteen  officers  and  154  men  taken  prisoners.  On 
the  23rd,  Soult  had  concentrated  his  forces  at  the  town  of 
Carrion,  and  that  night  the  British  troops  were  got  in  motion 
to  attack  them,  the  two  forces  being  about  even  in  numbers; 
but  scarcely  had  he  moved  forward  when  reports,  both  from 
Romana  and  his  own  spies,  reached  Sir  John  Moore  to  the 
effect  that  his  march  had  achieved  the  object  with  which  it 
was  undertaken.  Orders  had  been  sent  by  Napoleon  for  the 
whole  of  the  French  armies  to  move  at  once  against  the  British, 
while  he  himself  with  the  troops  at  Madrid,  70,000  strong,  had 
started  by  forced  marches  to  fall  upon  him. 

The  instant  Moore  received  this  information  he  arrested  the 
forward  movement  of  his  troops.  His  object  had  been  attained. 
The  French  invasion  of  the  south  was  arrested,  and  time  given 
to  the  Spaniards.  There  was  nothing  now  but  to  fall  back 
with  all  speed.  It  was  well  indeed  that  he  did  not  carry  out 
his  intention  of  attacking  Soult.  The  latter  had  that  day 
received  orders  from  the  emperor  not  to  give  battle,  but  to  fall 
back,  and  so  tempt  Moore  to  pursue,  in  which  case  his  line  of 
retreat  would  have  been  intercepted  and  his  army  irretrievably 
lost. 

The  order  to  retreat  was  an  unwelcome  one  indeed  to  the 
troops.  For  twelve  days  they  had  marched  through  deep 
snow  and  suffered  fatigues,  privations,  and  hardships.  That 
evening  they  had  expected  to  be  repaid  for  their  exertions  by 
a  battle  and  a  victory  on  the  following  morning,  and  the  order 
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to  retreat,  coming  at  such  a  moment,  was  a  bitter  disappoint 
ment  indeed. 

They  were,  of  course,  ignorant  of  the  reasons  for  this  sudden 
change,  and  the  officers  shared  the  discontent  of  the  troops, 
a  feeling  that  largely  accounted  for  the  disorders  and  losses 
that  took  place  during  the  retreat. 

Napoleon  led  his  troops  north  with  his  usual  impetuosity. 
The  deep  snow  choked  the  passes  through  the  mountains.  The 
generals,  after  twelve  hours  of  labour,  reported  the  roads 
impracticable,  but  Napoleon  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  the 
column,  and,  amidst  a  storm  of  snow  and  driving  hail,  led 
them  over  the  mountain.  With  tremendous  efforts  he  reached 
Desillas  on  the  26th;  while  Houssaye  entered  Valladolid  on 
the  same  day,  and  Ney,  with  the  6th  corps,  arrived  at  Rio  Seco. 

Full  of  hope  that  he  had  caught  the  British,  the  emperor 
pushed  on  towards  Barras,  only  to  find  that  he  was  twelve 
hours  too  late.  Moore  had,  the  instant  he  received  the  news,  sent 
back  the  heavy  baggage  with  the  main  body  of  infantry,  him 
self  following  more  slowly  with  the  light  brigade  and  cavalry, 
the  latter  at  times  pushing  parties  up  to  the  enemy's  line  and 
skirmishing  with  his  outposts  to  prevent  Soult  from  suspecting 
that  the  army  had  retreated.  On  the  26th  the  whole  army, 
moving  by  different  routes,  approached  the  river  Esla,  which 
they  crossed  in  a  thick  fog  which  greatly  hindered  the  opera 
tion.  A  brigade  remained  on  the  left  bank  to  protect  the 
passage,  for  the  enemy's  cavalry  were  already  close  at  hand, 
and  Soult  was  hotly  pressing  in  pursuit. 

A  strong  body  of  horse  belonging  to  the  emperor's  army 
intercepted  Lord  Paget  near  Mayorga,  but  two  squadrons  of 
the  10th  Hussars  charged  up  the  rising  ground  on  which  they 
had  posted  themselves,  and  notwithstanding  their  disadvantage 
in  numbers  and  position,  killed  twenty  and  took  a  hundred 
prisoners.  Moore  made  but  a  short  pause  on  the  Esla,  for 
that  position  could  be  turned  by  the  forces  advancing  from  the 
south.  He  waited,  therefore,  only  until  he  could  clear  out 
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his  magazines,  collect  his  stragglers,  and  send  forward  his  bag 
gage.  He  ordered  the  bridge  by  which  the  army  had  crossed 
to  be  broken  down,  and  left  Crawford  to  perform  this  duty. 

Short  as  the  retreat  had  been,  it  had  already  sufficed  to 
damage  most  seriously  the  morale  of  the  army.  The  splendid 
discipline  and  order  that  had  been  shown  during  the  advance 
was  now  gone;  many  of  the  regimental  officers  altogether 
neglected  their  duties,  and  the  troops  were  insubordinate. 
Great  numbers  straggled,  plundered  the  villages,  and  com 
mitted  excesses  of  all  sorts,  and  already  the  general  had  been 
forced  to  issue  an  order  reproaching  the  army  for  its  conduct, 
and  appealing  to  the  honour  of  the  soldiers  to  second  his 
efforts.  Valiant  in  battle,  capable  of  the  greatest  efforts  on 
the  march,  hardy  in  enduring  fatigue  and  the  inclemency  of 
weather,  the  British  soldier  always  deteriorates  rapidly  when 
his  back  is  turned  to  the  enemy.  Confident  in  his  bravery, 
regarding  victory  as  assured,  he  is  unable  to  understand  the 
necessity  for  retreat,  and  considers  himself  degraded  by  being 
ordered  to  retire,  and  regards  prudence  on  the  part  of  his 
general  as  equivalent  to  cowardice. 

The  armies  of  Wellington  deteriorated  with  the  same  rapidity 
as  this  force,  when  upon  two  occasions  it  was  necessary  to 
retreat  when  threatened  by  overwhelming  forces;  and  yet, 
however  disorganized,  the  British  soldier  recovers  his  discipline 
the  instant  he  is  attacked,  and  fiercely  turns  upon  his  pursuers. 
At  the  bridge  across  the  Esla  two  privates  of  the  3rd  gave  an 
example  of  splendid  courage  and  determination.  It  was  night. 
Some  of  the  baggage  was  still  on  the  farther  bank,  and  the 
two  men  were  posted  as  sentries  beyond  the  bridge,  their  orders 
being  that  if  an  enemy  appeared,  one  should  fire  and  then  run 
back  to  the  bridge  and  shout  to  warn  the  guard  whether  the 
enemy  were  in  force  or  not.  The  other  was  to  maintain  his 
post  as  long  as  possible. 

During  the  night  the  light  cavalry  of  the  imperial  guard 
rode  down.  Jackson,  one  of  the  sentries,  fired  and  ran  back  to 


"WHAT  DO  YOU  MEAN,  TERENCE?  .  .  .  WE  COULD  HAVE  THRASHED 
THEM  OUT  OF  THEIR  BOOTS  IN  NO  TIME." 
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give  the  alarm.  He  was  overtaken,  and  received  over  a  dozen 
sabre  cuts;  nevertheless  he  staggered  on  until  he  reached  the 
bridge,  and  gave  the  signal.  Walton,  the  other  sentry,  with 
equal  resolution  stood  his  ground  and  wounded  several  of  his 
assailants,  who,  as  they  drew  off,  left  him  unhurt,  although 
his  cap,  knapsack,  belt,  and  musket  were  cut  in  over  twenty 
places,  and  his  bayonet  bent  double. 

Terence  O'Connor's  duties  had  been  light  enough  during  the 
advance,  but  during  the  three  days  of  the  retreat  to  the  Esla 
he  had  been  incessantly  occupied.  He  and  Trevor  had  both 
been  directed  to  ride  backwards  and  forwards  along  the  line  of 
the  brigade  to  see  that  there  was  no  straggling  in  the  ranks, 
and  that  the  baggage  carts  in  the  rear  kept  close  up.  The 
task  was  no  easy  one,  and  was  unpleasant  as  well  as  hard. 
Many  of  the  officers  plodded  sulkily  along,  paying  no  atten 
tion  whatever  to  their  men,  allowing  them  to  straggle  as  they 
chose;  and  they  were  obliged  to  report  several  of  the  worst 
cases  to  the  brigadier.  With  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  they  had 
less  trouble  than  with  others.  Terence  had,  when  he  joined 
them  at  their  first  halt  after  the  retreat  began,  found  them  as 
angry  and  discontented  as  the  rest  at  the  unexpected  order, 
and  was  at  once  assailed  with  questions  and  complaints. 

He  listened  to  them  quietly,  and  then  said: 

"  Of  course,  if  you  all  prefer  a  French  prison  to  a  few  days' 
hard  marching,  you  have  good  reason  to  grumble  at  being 
baulked  in  your  wishes;  that  is  all  I  have  to  say  about  it." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Terence?"  O'Grady  asked  angrily. 
"  Soult's  force  was  not  stronger  than  ours,  at  least  so  we  heard; 
and  if  it  had  been  it  would  make  no  difference,  we  would  have 
thrashed  them  out  of  their  boots  in  no  time." 

"I  dare  say  we  should,  O'Grady,  and  what  then?" 

"Well,  I  don't  know  what  then,"  O'Grady  said,  after  a 
moment's  silence;  "that  would  have  been  the  general's 
business." 

"Quite  so;  and  so  is  this.    There  you  would  have  been  with 
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perhaps  a  couple  of  thousand  wounded  and  as  many  French 
prisoners,  and  Napoleon  with  60,000  men  or  so,  and  Ney  with 
as  many  more,  and  Houssaye  with  his  cavalry  division  all  in 
your  rear  cutting  you  off  from  the  sea.  What  would  have 
been  your  course  then?" 

A  general  silence  fell  upon  the  officers. 

"Is  that  so?"  the  colonel  asked  at  last. 

"  That  is  so,"  Terence  said  gravely.  "  All  these  and  other 
troops  are  marching  night  and  day  to  intercept  us.  It  is  no 
question  of  fighting  now.  Victory  over  Soult,  so  far  from 
being  of  any  use,  would  only  have  burdened  us  with  wounded 
and  prisoners,  and  even  a  day's  delay  would  be  absolutely 
fatal.  As  it  is,  it  is  a  question  whether  we  shall  have  time 
to  get  back  to  the  coast  before  they  are  all  posted  in  our 
front.  Every  hour  is  of  the  greatest  importance.  You  all  know 
that  we  have  talked  over  lots  of  times  how  dangerous  our  posi 
tion  is.  General  Fane  told  us  when  the  orders  to  retreat  were 
issued,  that  he  believed  the  peril  to  be  even  more  imminent 
than  we  thought.  We  all  know  when  we  marched  north  from 
Salamanca,  that,  without  a  single  Spaniard  to  back  us,  all  that 
could  be  hoped  for  was  to  aid  Saragossa  and  Seville  and  Cadiz 
to  gather  the  levies  in  the  south  and  prepare  for  defence,  and 
that  ere  long  we  should  have  any  number  of  enemies  upon  us. 
That  is  what  has  precisely  happened,  and  now  there  is  grum 
bling  because  the  object  has  been  attained,  and  that  you  are 
not  allowed  to  fight  a  battle  that,  whether  won  or  lost,  would 
equally  ruin  us." 

"Sure  ye  are  right,"  O'Grady  said  warmly,  "and  we  are  a 
set  of  omadhouns.  You  have  sense  in  your  head,  Terence,  and 
there  is  no  gainsaying  you.  I  was  grumbling  more  than  the 
rest  of  them,  but  I  won't  grumble  any  more.  Still,  I  suppose 
that  there  is  no  harm  in  hoping  we  shall  have  just  a  bit  of 
fighting  before  we  get  back  to  Portugal." 

"  We  shall  be  lucky  if  we  don't  have  a  good  deal  of  fighting, 
O'Grady,  and  against  odds  that  will  satisfy  even  you.  As  to 
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Portugal,  there  is  no  chance  of  our  getting  there.  Ney  will 
certainly  cut  that  road,  and  the  emperor  will,  most  likely,  also 
do  so,  as  you  can  see  for  yourself  on  the  map." 

"  Divil  a  map  have  I  ever  looked  at  since  I  was  at  school," 
O'Grady  said.  "  Then  if  we  can't  get  back  to  Portugal  where 
shall  we  get  to?" 

"  To  one  of  the  northern  seaports ;  of  course  I  don't  know 
which  has  been  decided  upon,  I  don't  suppose  the  general  him 
self  has  settled  that  yet.  It  must  depend  upon  the  roads  and 
the  movements  of  the  enemy,  and  whether  there  is  a  defensible 
position  near  the  port  that  we  can  hold  in  case  the  fleet  and 
transports  cannot  be  got  there  by  the  time  we  arrive." 

"  Faith,  Terence,  ye're  a  walking  encyclopeydia.  You  have 
got  the  matter  at  your  finger  ends." 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  know  any  more  than  anyone  else," 
Terence  said  with  a  laugh.  "But  of  course  I  hear  matters 
talked  over  at  the  brigade  mess.  I  don't  think  that  Fane 
knows  more  of  the  general's  absolute  plans  than  you  do.  I 
dare  say  the  divisional  generals  know,  but  it  would  not  go 
further.  Still,  as  Fane  and  Errington  and  Dowdeswell  know 
something  about  war  besides  the  absolute  fighting,  they  can 
form  some  idea  as  to  the  plans  that  will  be  adopted." 

"Well,  Terence,"  the  colonel  said,  "I  didn't  think  the  time 
was  coming  so  soon  when  I  was  going  to  be  instructed  by  your 
father's  son,  but  I  will  own  that  you  have  made  me  feel  that 
I  have  begun  campaigning  too  late  in  life,  and  that  you  have 
given  me  a  lesson." 

"I  did  not  mean  to  do  that,  Colonel,"  Terence  said,  a  good 
deal  abashed.  "It  was  O'Grady  I  was  chiefly  speaking  to." 

"  Your  supeyrior  officer ! "  O'Grady  murmured. 

"My  superior  officer,  certainly,"  Terence  went  on  with  a 
smile.  "  But  who,  having,  as  he  says,  never  looked  at  a  map 
since  he  left  school, — while  I  have  naturally  studied  one  every 
evening  since  we  started  from  Torres  Vedras, — can  therefore 
know  no  more  about  the  situation  than  does  Tim  Hoolan. 
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But  I  certainly  never  intended  my  remarks  to  apply  to  you, 
Colonel." 

"  They  hit  the  mark  all  the  same,  lad,  and  the  shame  is 
mine  and  not  yours.  I  think  you  have  done  us  all  good.  One 
doesn't  care  when  one  is  retreating  for  a  good  reason,  but 
when  one  marches  for  twelve  days  to  meet  an  enemy,  and 
then,  when  just  close  to  him,  one  turns  one's  back  and  runs 
away,  it  is  enough  to  disgust  an  Englishman  let  alone  an  Irish 
man.  Well,  boys,  now  we  see  it  is  all  right,  we  will  do  our 
duty  as  well  on  the  retreat  as  we  did  on  the  advance,  and  divil 
a  grumble  shall  there  be  in  my  hearing." 

From  that  moment,  therefore,  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  were  an 
example  to  the  brigade.  Any  grumble  in  the  ranks  was  met 
with  a  cheerful  "  ^Yhist,  boys !  do  you  think  that  you  know  the 
general's  business  better  than  he  does  himself.  It  is  plenty  of 
fighting  you  are  likely  to  get  before  you  have  done,  never  fear. 
Now  is  the  time,  boys,  to  get  the  regiment  a  good  name.  The 
general  knows  that  we  can  fight.  Now  let  him  see  that  we 
can  wait  patiently  till  we  get  another  chance.  Remember,  the 
better  temper  you  are  in  the  less  you  will  feel  the  cold." 

So,  laughing  and  joking,  and  occasionally  breaking  into  a  song, 
the  Mayo  Fusiliers  pushed  steadily  forward,  and  the  colonel 
that  evening  congratulated  the  men  that  not  one  had  fallen  out. 

"  Keep  that  up,  boys,"  he  said.  "  It  will  be  a  proud  day 
for  me  when  we  get  to  our  journey's  end,  wherever  that  may 
be,  to  be  able  to  say  to  the  brigadier:  'Except  those  who  have 
been  killed  by  the  enemy,  here  is  my  regiment  just  as  it  was 
when  it  started  from  the  Carrion — not  a  man  has  fallen  out, 
not  a  man  has  straggled  away,  not  a  man  has  made  a  baste  of 
himself  and  was  unfit  to  fall  in  the  next  morning.'  I  know 
them,"  he  said  to  O'Driscol,  as  the  regiment  was  dismissed 
from  parade.  "  They  will  not  fall  out,  they  will  not  straggle, 
but  if  they  come  to  a  place  where  wine's  in  plenty,  they  will 
make  bastes  of  themselves;  and  after  all,"  he  added,  "after  the 
work  they  have  gone  through,  who  is  to  blame  them?" 
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At  the  halt  the  next  evening  at  Bembibre  the  colonel's 
forebodings  that  the  men  could  not  be  trusted  where  liquor 
was  plentiful  were  happily  not  verified.  There  were  immense 
wine  vaults  in  the  town.  These  were  broken  open,  and  were 
speedily  crowded  by  disbanded  Spaniards,  soldiers,  camp-fol 
lowers,  muleteers,  women  and  children — the  latter  taking  refuge 
there  from  the  terrible  cold.  The  rear-guard,  to  which  the 
Mayo  regiment  had  been  attached  the  evening  before,  found 
that  Baird's  division  had  gone  on,  but  that  vast  numbers  of 
drunken  soldiers  had  been  left  behind.  General  Moore  was 
himself  with  the  rear-guard,  and  the  utmost  efforts  were  made 
to  induce  the  drunkards  to  rejoin  their  regiments.  He  himself 
appealed  to  the  troops,  instructing  the  commanders  of  the  dif 
ferent  regiments  to  say  that  he  relied  implicitly  upon  the  soldiers 
to  do  their  duty.  The  French  might  at  any  moment  be  up, 
and  every  man  must  be  in  his  ranks.  No  men  were  to  fall  out 
or  to  enter  any  wine-house  or  cellar,  but  each  should  have  at 
once  a  pint  of  wine  served  out  to  him,  and  as  much  more 
before  they  marched  in  the  morning. 

After  the  colonel  read  out  this  order,  he  supplemented 
it  by  saying,  "Now,  boys,  the  credit  of  the  regiment  is  at 
stake.  It  is  a  big  honour  that  has  been  paid  you  in  choosing 
you  to  join  the  rear-guard,  and  you  have  got  to  show  that  you 
deserve  it.  As  soon  as  it  can  be  drawn  you  will  have  your 
pint  of  wine  each,  which  will  be  enough  to  warm  your  fingers 
and  toes.  Wait  here  in  the  ranks  till  you  have  drunk  your 
wine  and  eaten  some  of  the  bread  in  your  haversacks,  and  by 
that  time  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  for  you.  You  will  have 
another  pint  before  starting;  but  mind,  though  I  hope  there 
isn't  a  mother's  son  who  would  bring  discredit  on  the  regiment, 
I  warn  you  that  I  shall  give  the  officers  instructions  to  shoot 
down  any  man  who  wanders  from  the  ranks  in  search  of 
liquor.  The  French  may  be  here  in  half  an  hour  after  we 
have  started,  and  it  is  better  to  be  shot  than  to  be  sabred 
by  a  French  dragoon,  which  will  happen  surely  enough  to 


160  WITH  MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

every  baste  who  has  drunk  too  much  to  go  on  with  the 
troops." 

Only  a  few  murmurs  were  heard  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
speech. 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  the  colonel  said,  "will  half  a  dozen  of 
you  see  to  the  wine.  Get  hold  of  some  of  those  fellows  loafing 
about  there  and  make  them  roll  out  as  many  barrels  as  will 
supply  a  pint  to  every  man  in  the  regiment,  ourselves  as  well 
as  the  men.  O'Grady,  take  Lieutenant  Horton  and  Mr.  Haldane 
and  two  sergeants  with  you.  Here  is  my  purse.  Go  through 
the  town  and  get  some  bread  and  anything  else  in  the  way  of 
food  that  you  can  lay  your  hands  upon.  And,  if  you  can, 
above  all  things  get  some  tobacco." 

O'Grady's  search  was  for  a  time  unsuccessful,  as  the  soldiers 
and  camp-followers  had  already  broken  into  the  shops  and 
stores.  In  an  unfrequented  street,  however,  they  came  across 
a  large  building.  He  knocked  at  the  door  Avith  the  hilt  of  his 
sword.  It  was  opened  after  a  time  by  an  old  man. 

"What  house  is  this?" 

"It  is  a  tobacco  factory,"  he  replied. 

"  Be  jabers,  we  have  come  to  the  right  place.  I  want  about 
half  a  ton  of  it.  We  are  not  robbers,  and  I  will  pay  for  what 
we  take."  Then  another  idea  struck  him.  "  Wait  a  moment, 
I  will  be  back  again  in  no  time.  Horton,  do  you  stay  here 
and  take  charge  of  the  men.  I  am  going  back  to  the  colonel." 

He  found  on  reaching  the  regiment  that  the  men  were 
already  drinking  their  wine  and  eating  their  bread. 

"  I  am  afraid  1  shall  never  keep  them,  O'Grady,"  the  colonel 
said  mournfully.  "  It  is  scarcely  in  human  nature  to  see  men 
straggling  about  as  full  as  they  can  hold,  and  know  that  there 
is  liquor  to  be  had  for  taking  it  and  not  to  go  for  it." 

"It  is  all  right,  Colonel.  I  know  that  we  can  never  keep  the 
men  if  we  turn  them  into  the  houses  to  sleep;  but  I  have 
found  a  big  building  that  will  hold  the  whole  regiment,  and 
the  best  of  it  is  that  it  is  a  tobacco  factory.  I  expect  it  is  run 
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by  the  authorities  of  the  place,  and  as  we  are  doing  what  we 
can  for  them,  they  need  not  grudge  us  what  we  take;  and 
faith,  the  boys  will  be  quiet  and  contented  enough,  so  that  they 
do  but  get  enough  to  keep  their  pipes  going,  and  know  that 
they  will  march  in  the  morning  with  a  bit  in  their  knapsacks." 

"  The  very  thing,  O'Grady !  Pass  the  word  for  the  regiment 
to  fall  in  the  instant  they  have  finished  their  meal." 

It  was  not  long  before  they  were  ready,  and  in  a  few 
minutes,  guided  by  O'Grady,  the  head  of  the  regiment  reached 
the  building. 

"Who  is  the  owner  of  this  place1?"  the  colonel  asked  the 
old  man,  who,  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand,  was  still  standing  at 
the  door. 

"The  Central  Junta  of  the  Province  has  of  late  taken  it, 
your  Excellency." 

"  Good !  then  we  will  be  the  guests  of  the  Central  Junta  of 
the  Province  for  the  night."  Then  he  raised  his  voice,  "Boys, 
here  is  a  warm  lodging  for  you  for  the  night,  and  tobacco 
galore  for  your  pipes;  and,  for  those  who  haven't  got  them, 
cigars.  Just  wait  until  I  have  got  some  lights,  and  then  file 
inside  in  good  order." 

There  was  no  difficulty  about  this,  for  the  factory  was  in 
winter  worked  long  after  dark  set  in.  In  a  very  few  minutes 
the  place  was  lighted  up  from  end  to  end.  The  troops  were 
then  marched  in  and  divided  amongst  the  various  rooms. 

"Now,  boys,  tell  the  men  to  smoke  a  couple  of  pipes,  and 
then  to  lie  down  to  sleep.  In  the  morning  each  man  can  put 
as  much  tobacco  into  his  knapsack  and  pockets  as  they  will 
hold,  and  when  we  halt  they  can  give  some  of  it  away  to  regi 
ments  that  have  not  been  as  lucky  as  themselves." 

The  men  sat  down  in  the  highest  state  of  satisfaction. 
Boxes  of  cigars  were  broken  open,  and  in  a  couple  of  minutes 
almost  every  man  and  officer  in  the  regiment  had  one  alight  in 
his  mouth.  There  were  few,  however,  who  got  beyond  one 
cigar;  the  warmth  of  the  place  after  their  long  march  in  the 
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snow  speedily  had  its  effect,  and  in  half  an  hour  silence  reigned 
in  the  factory,  save  for  a  murmur  of  voices  in  one  of  the 
lower  rooms  where  the  officers  were  located. 

"  O'Grady,  you  are  a  broth  of  a  boy,"  the  colonel  said.  "The 
men  have  scarce  had  a  smoke  for  the  last  week,  and  it  will  do 
them  a  world  of  good.  We  have  got  them  all  under  one  roof, 
and  there  is  no  fear  that  anyone  will  want  to  get  out,  and 
they  will  fall  in  in  the  morning  as  fresh  as  paint.  Half  an 
hour  before  bugle-call  three  or  four  of  you  had  best  turn  out 
with  a  dozen  men  and  roll  up  enough  barrels  from  the  vaults 
to  give  them  the  drink  promised  to  them,  before  starting.  Who 
will  volunteer?" 

Half  a  dozen  officers  at  once  offered  to  go,  and  a  captain  and 
three  lieutenants  were  told  off  for  the  work. 

"They  know  how  to  make  cigars  if  they  don't  know  any 
thing  else,"  Captain  O'Driscol  said;  "this  is  a  first-rate  weed." 

"So  it  ought  to  be  by  the  brand,"  another  officer  said. 
"  I  took  the  two  boxes  from  a  cupboard  that  was  locked  up. 
There  are  a  dozen  more  like  them,  and  I  thought  it  was  as 
well  to  take  them  out;  they  are  at  present  under  the  table. 
I  have  no  doubt  that  they  are  real  Havannas,  and  have  prob 
ably  been  got  for  some  grandee  or  other." 

"He  will  have  to  do  without  them,"  O'Grady  said  calmly 
as  he  lighted  his  second  cigar;  "they  are  too  good  for  any 
Spaniard  under  the  sun.  And  moreover,  if  we  did  not  take 
them  you  may  be  sure  that  the  French  would  have  them 
to-morrow,  and  I  should  say  that  the  Central  Junta  of  the 
Province  will  be  mighty  pleased  to  know  that  the  tobacco 
was  smoked  by  their  allies  instead  of  by  the  French." 

"I  don't  suppose  that  they  will  care  much  about  it  one  way 
or  another,"  O'Driscol  remarked;  "their  pockets  are  so  full  of 
English  gold  that  the  loss  of  a  few  tons  of  tobacco  won't  affect 
them  much.  I  enjoy  my  cigar  immensely,  and  have  the  satis 
faction  of  knowing  that  for  once  I  have  got  something  out 
of  a  Spaniard — it  is  the  first  thing  since  I  landed." 
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"  Well,  boys,  we  had  better  be  off  to  sleep,"  the  colonel  said. 
"  I  am  so  sleepy  that  I  can  hardly  keep  my  eyes  open,  and 
you  ought  to  be  worse,  for  you  have  tramped  well-nigh  forty 
miles  to-day.  See  that  the  sentry  at  the  door  keeps  awake, 
Captain  Humphrey;  you  are  officer  of  the  day;  upon  my  word 
I  am  sorry  for  you.  Tell  him  he  can  light  up  if  he  likes,  but 
if  he  sees  an  officer  coming  round  he  must  get  rid  of  it.  Mind 
the  sentries  are  changed  regularly,  for  I  expect  that  we  shall 
sleep  so  soundly  that  if  all  the  bugles  in  the  place  were  sound 
ing  an  alarm  we  should  not  hear  them." 

"All  right,  Colonel!  I  have  got  Sergeant  Jackson  in 
charge  of  the  reliefs  in  the  passage  outside,  and  I  think  that 
I  can  depend  upon  him,  but  I  will  tell  him  to  wake  me  up 
whenever  he  changes  the  sentries.  I  don't  say  I  shall  turn 
out  myself,  but  as  long  as  he  calls  me  I  shall  know  that  he  is 
awake,  and  that  it  is  all  right.  I  had  better  tell  him  to  call 
you  half  an  hour  before  bugle-call,  Sullivan,  so  that  you  can 
wake  the  others  and  get  the  wine  here ;  he  mustn't  be  a  minute 
after  the  half-hour.  Thank  goodness,  we  don't  have  to  furnish 
the  outposts  to-night." 

In  ten  minutes  all  were  asleep  on  the  floor,  wrapped  in  their 
greatcoats,  the  officer  of  the  day  taking  his  place  next  the 
door  so  that  he  could  be  roused  easily.  Every  hour  one  or 
other  of  the  two  non-commissioned  officers  in  charge  of  the 
guard  in  the  passage  opened  the  door  a  few  inches  and  said 
softly,  "I  am  relieving  the  sentries,  sir;"  and  each  time  the 
officer  murmured  assent. 

Sullivan  was  called  at  the  appointed  time,  got  up,  and 
stretched  himself  grumbling : 

"  I  don't  believe  that  I  have  been  asleep  ten  minutes." 

On  going  out  into  the  passage,  however,  where  a  light  was 
burning,  his  watch  told  him  that  it  was  indeed  time  to  be 
moving.  He  woke  the  others,  and  with  the  men  went  down 
to  the  cellars.  Here  the  scene  of  confusion  was  great;  drunken 
men  lay  thickly  about  the  floor,  others  sat  cup  in  hand  talking, 
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or  singing  snatches  of  song,  Spanish  or  English.  Hastily 
picking  out  enough  unbroken  casks  for  the  purpose,  he  set  the 
men  to  carry  them  up  to  the  street,  and  they  were  then  rolled 
along  to  the  factory.  Just  as  they  reached  the  door  the  bugle-call 
sounded;  the  men  were  soon  on  their  feet,  refreshed  by  a  good 
night's  sleep.  The  casks  were  broached,  and  the  wine  served  out. 

"It  is  awful,  Colonel,"  Sullivan  said.  "There  will  be  hun 
dreds  of  men  left  behind.  There  must  have  been  over  that 
number  in  the  cellar  I  went  into,  and  there  are  a  dozen  others 
in  the  town.  I  never  saw  such  a  disgusting  scene." 

Scarcely  had  they  finished  when  the  assemble  sounded,  and 
the  regiment  at  once  fell-in  outside  the  factory,  every  man 
with  knapsack  and  haversack  bulging  out  with  tobacco.  They 
then  joined  the  rest  of  the  troops  in  the  main  street.  General 
Moore  had  made  a  vain  attempt  to  rouse  the  besotted  men. 
A  few  of  those  least  overcome  joined  the  rear-guard,  but  the 
greater  number  were  too  drunk  to  listen  to  orders,  or  even  to 
the  warning  that  the  French  would  be  into  the  town  as  soon 
as  the  troops  marched  out. 


CHAPTER    X. 

CORUNNA. 

AS  the  confusion  in  the  streets  increased  from  the  pouring 
out  from  the  houses  and  cellars  of  the  camp-followers, — 
women  and  children,  together  with  men  less  drunk  than  their 
comrades,  but  still  unable  to  walk  steadily, — who  filled  the  air 
with  shouts  and  drunken  execrations,  Colonel  Corcoran  rode 
along  the  line. 

"  Just  look  at  that,  boys,"  he  said.  "  Isn't  it  better  for  you 
to  be  standing  here  like  dacent  men,  ready  to  do  your  duty, 
than  to  be  rolling  about  in  a  state  like  those  drunken  black- 
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guards,  for  the  sake  of  half  an  hour's  pleasure.  Sure  it  is 
enough  to  make  every  mother's  son  of  you  swear  off  liquor  till 
ye  get  home  again.  When  the  French  get  inside  the  town 
there  is  not  one  of  the  drunken  bastes  that  won't  be  either 
killed  or  marched  away  a  thousand  miles  to  a  French  prison, 
and  all  for  half  an  hour's  drink." 

The  lesson  was  indeed  u  striking  one,  and  careless  as  many 
of  the  men  were,  it  brought  home  to  them  with  greater  force 
than  ever  before  in  their  lives,  not  only  the  folly  but  the 
degradation  of  drunkenness.  A  few  minutes  later  General 
Moore,  who  was  riding  up  and  down  the  line  inspecting  the 
condition  of  the  men  in  each  regiment,  came  along. 

"Your  men  look  very  well,  Colonel,"  he  said  as  he  reached 
the  Fusiliers.  "  How  many  are  you  short  of  your  number  ? " 

"  Not  a  man,  General ;  I  am  happy  to  say  that  there  was  not 
a  single  one  that  did  not  answer  when  his  name  was  called." 

"That  is  good,  indeed,"  the  general  said  warmly.  "I  am 
happy  to  say  that  all  the  regiments  of  the  rear-guard  have 
turned  out  well,  and  shewn  themselves  worthy  of  the  trust 
reposed  in  them;  none,  however,  can  give  so  good  a  report  as 
you  have  done.  I  selected  your  regiment  to  strengthen  this 
division  from  the  excellent  order  that  I  observed  you  kept 
along  the  line  of  march,  and  I  am  glad  indeed  that  it  has  shown 
itself  so  worthy  of  the  honour.  March  your  regiment  across 
to  the  side  of  the  street,  let  the  others  pass  you,  and  fall  in  at 
the  rear  of  the  column.  I  shall  give  the  Mayo  Fusiliers  the 
post  of  honour,  as  a  mark  of  my  warm  approbation  for  the 
manner  in  which  they  have  turned  out." 

Scarcely  had  the  troops  left  the  town  when  the  French 
cavalry  poured  in.  Now  that  it  was  too  late  the  sense  of 
danger  penetrated  the  brains  of  the  revellers,  and  the  mob  of 
disbanded  Spanish  and  British  soldiers  and  camp-followers 
poured  out  from  the  cellars.  Few  of  the  soldiers  had  the  sense 
even  to  bring  up  their  muskets.  Most  of  those  who  did  so 
were  too  drunk  to  use  them,  and  the  French  troopers  rode 
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through  the  mob,  sabring  them  right  and  left  and  trampling 
them  under  foot,  and  then,  riding  forward  without  a  pause, 
set  out  in  pursuit  of  the  retiring  columns.  As  they  came 
clattering  along  the  road  the  colonel  ordered  the  last  two 
companies  to  halt,  and  when  the  head  of  the  squadron  was 
within  fifty  yards  of  them,  and  the  troopers  were  beginning  to 
check  their  horses,  a  heavy  volley  was  poured  in,  which  sent 
them  to  the  right-about  as  fast  as  they  had  come,  and  emptied 
a  score  of  saddles.  Then  the  two  companies  formed  fours 
again,  and  went  on  at  the  double  until  they  reached  the  rear 
of  the  column. 

All  day  the  French  cavalry  menaced  the  retreat,  until  Lord 
Paget  came  back  with  a  regiment  of  hussars  and  drove  them 
back  in  confusion,  pursuing  them  a  couple  of  miles  with  the  view 
of  discovering  whether  they  were  followed  by  infantry.  Such, 
however,  was  not  the  case,  and  the  column  was  not  further 
molested  until  they  reached  Cacabolos,  where  they  were 
halted.  The  rest  of  the  army  had  moved  on,  the  troops  com 
mitting  excesses  similar  to  those  that  had  taken  place  at 
Bembibre,  and  plundering  the  shops  and  houses. 

The  division  marched  over  a  deep  stream  crossed  by  a  stone 
bridge,  and  took  up  their  ground  on  a  lofty  ridge,  the  ascent 
being  broken  by  vineyards  and  stone  walls.  Four  hundred 
men  of  the  rifles  and  as  many  cavalry  were  posted  on  a  hill  two 
miles  beyond  the  river  to  watch  the  roads.  They  had  scarcely 
taken  their  post  when  the  enemy  were  seen  approaching,  pre 
ceded  by  six  or  eight  squadrons  of  cavalry.  The  rifles  were 
at  once  withdrawn,  and  the  cavalry,  believing  that  the  Avhole 
French  army  was  advancing,  presently  followed  them,  and, 
riding  fast,  came  up  to  the  infantry  just  as  they  were  crossing 
the  bridge. 

Before  all  the  infantry  were  over  the  French  cavalry  came 
down  at  a  furious  gallop,  and  for  a  time  all  was  confusion.  Then 
the  rifles,  throwing  themselves  among  the  vineyards  and  behind 
the  walls,  opened  a  heavy  fire.  The  French  general  in  com- 
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mand  of  the  cavalry  was  killed  with  a  number  of  his  troops,  and 
the  rest  of  the  cavalry  fell  back.  A  regiment  of  light  infantry 
had  followed  them  across  the  bridge,  and  two  companies  of  the 
52nd  and  as  many  of  the  Mayo  regiment  went  down  the  hill 
and  reinforced  the  rifles.  A  sharp  fight  ensued  until  the  main 
body  of  the  French  infantry  approached  the  bridge.  A  battery 
of  artillery  opened  upon  them,  and  seeing  the  strength  of  the 
British  division,  and  believing  that  the  whole  army  was  before 
him,  Soult  called  back  his  troops.  The  voltigeurs  retired  across 
the  bridge  again,  and  the  fight  came  to  an  end.  Between  two 
and  three  hundred  men  had  been  killed  or  wounded. 

As  soon  as  night  came  on  the  British  force  resumed  its 
march,  leaving  two  companies  of  the  rifles  as  piquets  at  the 
bridge.  The  French  crossed  again  in  the  night,  but  after  some 
fighting  fell  back  again  without  having  been  able  to  ascertain 
whether  the  main  body  of  the  defenders  of  the  position  were 
still  there.  Later  on  the  rifles  fell  back,  and  at  daybreak  re 
joined  the  main  body  of  the  rear-guard,  which  had  reached 
Becerrea,  eighteen  miles  away.  Here  General  Moore  received 
the  report  from  the  engineers  he  had  sent  to  examine  the 
harbours,  and  they  reported  iir  favour  of  Corunna,  which 
possessed  facilities  for  defence  which  were  lacking  at  Vigo. 
Accordingly  he  sent  off  orders  to  the  fleet,  which  was  lying  at 
the  latter  port,  to  sail  at  once  for  Corunna,  and  directed  the 
various  divisions  of  the  army  to  move  on  that  town. 

The  rear-guard  passed  the  day  without  moving,  enjoying 
a  welcome  rest  after  the  thirty-six  miles  they  had  covered 
the  day  before.  By  this  march  they  had  gained  a  long  start 
of  the  enemy  and  had  in  the  evening  reached  the  town,  the 
division  before  them  had  quitted  that  morning.  The  scene  as 
they  marched  along  was  a  painful  one.  Every  day  added  to  the 
numbers  of  the  stragglers.  The  excesses  in  drink  exhausted 
the  strength  of  the  troops  far  more  than  did  the  fatigue  of  the 
marches.  Their  shoes  were  worn  out;  many  of  them  limped 
along  with  rags  tied  round  their  feet.  Even  more  painful  than 
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the  sight  of  these  dejected  and  worn-out  men  was  that  of  the 
camp-followers.  These,  in  addition  to  their  terrible  hardships 
and  fatigue,  were  worn  out  with  hunger,  and  almost  famished. 
Numbers  of  them  died  by  the  roadside,  others  still  crawled  on 
in  silent  misery. 

Nothing  could  be  done  to  aid  these  poor  creatures.  The 
troops  themselves  were  insufficiently  fed,  for  the  evil  conduct 
of  the  soldiers  who  first  marched  through  the  towns  defeated 
all  the  efforts  of  the  commissariat;  for  they  had  broken  into 
the  bakers'  shops  and  so  maltreated  the  inhabitants  that  the 
people  fled  in  terror,  and  no  bread  could  be  obtained  for  the 
use  of  the  divisions  in  the  rear.  Towards  evening  the  next  day 
the  reserve  approached  Constantina.  The  French  were  now 
close  upon  their  rear.  A  bridge  over  a  river  had  to  be  crossed 
to  reach  the  town,  and  as  there  was  a  hill  within  a  pistol-shot 
of  the  river,  from  which  the  French  artillery  could  sweep  the 
bridge,  Sir  John  Moore  placed  the  riflemen  and  artillery  on  it. 
The  enemy,  believing  that  he  intended  to  give  battle,  halted, 
and  before  their  preparations  could  be  made  the  troops  were 
across  the  bridge,  and  were  joined  by  the  artillery  which  had 
retired  at  full  speed. 

The  French  advanced  and  endeavoured  to  take  the  bridge. 
General  Paget,  however,  held  the  post  with  two  regiments  of 
cavalry,  and  then  fell  back  to  Lugo,  where  the  whole  army 
was  now  assembled.  The  next  day  Sir  John  Moore  issued 
an  order  strongly  condemning  the  conduct  of  the  troops,  and 
stating  that  he  intended  to  give  battle  to  the  enemy.  The 
news  effected  an  instant  transformation.  The  stragglers  who 
had  left  their  regiments  and  entered  the  town  by  twos  and 
threes  at  once  rejoined  their  corps.  Fifteen  hundred  men 
had  been  lost  during  the  retreat,  of  whom  the  number  killed 
formed  but  a  small  proportion.  But  the  army  still  amounted 
to  its  former  strength,  as  it  Avas  here  joined  by  two  fresh 
battalions  who  had  been  left  at  Lugo  by  General  Baird  on 
his  march  from  the  coast.  The  force  therefore  numbered 
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19,000  men;  for  it  had  been  weakened  by  some  4000  of  the 
light  troops  having,  early  in  the  retreat,  been  directed  towards 
other  ports,  in  order  to  lessen  as  far  as  possible  the  strain  on 
the  commissariat. 

The  position  was  a  strong  one,  and  when  Soult  at  mid-day 
came  up  at  the  head  of  12,000  men  he  saw  at  once  that  until 
his  whole  force  arrived  he  could  not  venture  to  attack  it. 
Like  the  British,  his  troops  had  suffered  severely  from  the  long 
marches,  and  many  had  dropped  behind  altogether.  Uncertain 
whether  he  had  the  whole  of  the  British  before  him,  he  sent 
a  battery  of  artillery  and  some  cavalry  forward;  when  the 
former  opened  fire,  they  were  immediately  silenced  by  a  reply 
from  fifteen  pieces.  Then  he  made  an  attack  upon  the  right, 
but  was  sharply  repulsed  with  a  loss  of  from  three  to  four 
hundred  men;  and,  convinced  now  that  Moore  was  ready  to 
give  battle  with  his  whole  force,  he  drew  off. 

The  next  day  both  armies  remained  in  their  positions.  Soult 
had  been  joined  by  Laborde's  division,  and  had  17,000  in 
fantry,  4000  cavalry,  and  50  guns;  the  English  had  16,000 
infantry,  1800  cavalry,  and  40  guns.  The  French  made  no 
movement  to  attack,  and  the  British  troops  were  furious  at 
the  delay.  Soult,  however,  was  waiting  until  Ney,  who  was 
advancing  by  another  road,  should  threaten  the  British  flank 
or  cut  the  line  of  retreat.  Moore,  finding  that  Soult  would 
not  fight  alone,  and  knowing  that  Ney  was  approaching,  gave 
the  order  for  the  army  to  leave  its  position  after  nightfall  and 
march  for  Corunna.  He  exhorted  them  to  keep  good  order, 
and  to  make  the  effort  which  would  be  the  last  demanded 
from  them.  It  was  indeed  impossible  for  him  to  remain  at 
Lugo,  even  if  Ney  had  not  been  close  at  hand,  for  there  was 
not  another  day's  supply  of  bread  in  the  town. 

He  took  every  precaution  for  securing  that  no  errors  should 
take  place  as  to  the  route  to  be  followed  in  the  dark,  for  the 
ground  behind  the  position  was  intersected  by  stone  walls 
and  a  number  of  intricate  lanes.  To  mark  the  right  tracks, 
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bundles  of  straw  were  placed  at  intervals  along  the  line,  and 
officers  appointed  to  guide  the  columns.  All  these  precautions, 
however,  were  brought  to  nought  by  the  ill-fortune  that  had 
dogged  the  general  along  the  whole  line  of  retreat.  A  tre 
mendous  storm  of  wind  and  rain  set  in,  the  night  was  pitch 
dark,  the  bundles  of  straw  were  whirled  away  by  the  wind, 
and  when  the  army  silently  left  their  post  at  ten  o'clock  at 
night,  the  task  before  them  was  a  difficult  one  indeed.  All  the 
columns  lost  their  way,  and  one  division  alone  recovered  the 
main  road;  the  other  two  wandered  about  all  night,  buffeted 
by  the  wind,  drenched  by  the  rain,  disheartened  and  weary. 

Some  regiments  entered  what  shelters  they  could  find,  the 
men  soon  scattered  to  plunder,  stragglers  fell  out  in  hundreds, 
and  at  daybreak  the  remnants  of  the  two  divisions  were  still 
in  Lugo.  The  moment  the  light  afforded  means  of  recovering 
their  position,  the  columns  resumed  their  march,  the  road  be 
hind  them  being  thickly  dotted  by  stragglers.  The  rear-guard, 
commanded  by  the  general  himself,  covered  the  rear,  but 
fortunately  the  enemy  did  not  come  up  until  evening;  but 
so  numerous  were  the  stragglers  that  when  the  French  cavalry 
charged,  they  mustered  in  sufficient  force  to  repel  their  attack, 
a  proof  that  it  was  not  so  much  fatigue  as  insubordination  that 
caused  them  to  lag  behind.  The  rear-guard  halted  a  few  miles 
short  of  Friol  and  passed  the  night  there,  which  enabled  the 
disorganized  army  to  rest  and  re-form.  The  loss  during  this 
unfortunate  march  was  greater  than  that  of  all  the  former 
part  of  the  retreat,  added  to  all  the  losses  in  action  and  during 
the  advance! 

The  next  day  the  army  halted,  as  the  French  had  not  come 
up  in  sufficient  numbers  to  give  battle,  and  on  the  following 
day  marched  in  good  order  into  Corunna;  where,  to  the  bitter 
disappointment  of  the  general,  the  fleet  had  not  yet  arrived. 
At  the  time,  Sir  John  Moore  was  blamed  by  the  ignorant  for 
having  worn  out  his  troops  by  the  length  of  the  marches; 
but  the  accusation  was  altogether  unfounded,  as  is  proved 
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by  the  fact  that  the  rear-guard, — upon  whom  the  full  brunt 
of  the  fighting  had  fallen,  who  had  frequently  been  under 
arms  all  night  in  the  snow,  had  always  to  throw  out  very 
strong  outposts  to  prevent  surprises,  and  had  marched  eighty 
miles  in  two  days,  had  suffered  far  more  than  the  other  troops, 
owing  to  the  fact  that  the  food  supply  intended  for  all  had 
been  several  times  wasted  and  destroyed  by  the  excesses  of 
those  who  had  preceded  them, — yet  who,  when  they  reached 
Corunna,  had  a  much  smaller  number  missing  from  their 
ranks  than  was  the  case  with  the  three  other  divisions. 

After  all  the  exertions  that  had  been  made,  and  the  extra 
ordinary  success  with  which  the  general  had  carried  his  force 
through  a  host  of  enemies,  all  his  calculations  were  baffled  by 
the  contrary  winds  that  delayed  the  arrival  of  the  fleet,  and 
it  remained  but  to  surrender  or  fight  a  battle,  which  if  won 
might  yet  enable  the  army  to  embark.  Sir  John  did  not  even 
for  a  moment  contemplate  the  former  alternative.  The  troops 
on  arriving  were  at  once  quartered  in  the  town.  The  inhabitants 
here,  who  had  so  sullenly  held  aloof  from  Baird's  force  on 
its  arrival,  and  had  refused  to  give  him  the  slightest  aid,  now 
evinced  a  spirit  of  patriotism  seldom  exhibited  by  the  Spaniards, 
save  in  their  defence  of  Saragossa,  and  on  a  few  other  occasions. 

Although  aware  that  the  army  intended,  if  possible,  to  em 
bark,  and  that  the  French  on  entering  might  punish  them  for 
any  aid  given  to  it,  they  cheerfully  aided  the  troops  in  remov 
ing  the  cannon  from  the  sea-face  and  in  strengthening  the 
defences  on  the  land  side.  Provisions  in  ample  quantity  were 
forthcoming,  and  in  twenty-four  hours  the  army,  knowing  that 
at  last  they  were  to  engage  the  foe  who  had  for  the  last  fort 
night  hunted  them  so  perseveringly,  recovered  its  confidence 
and  discipline.  This  was  aided  by  the  fact  that  Corunna  had 
large  magazines  of  arms  and  ammunition,  which  had  been 
sent  out  fifteen  months  before  from  England,  and  were  still 
lying  there  although  Spain  was  clamouring  for  arms  for  its 
newly-raised  levies. 
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To  the  soldiers  this  supply  was  invaluable.  Their  muskets 
were  so  rusted  with  the  almost  constant  downfall  of  rain  and 
snow  of  the  past  month  as  to  be  almost  unserviceable,  and  these 
were  at  once  exchanged  for  new  arms.  The  cartridge-boxes  were 
re-filled  with  fresh  ammunition,  an  abundant  store  served  out 
for  the  guns,  and,  after  all  this,  two  magazines  containing  four 
thousand  barrels  of  powder  remained.  These  had  been  erected 
on  a  hill  three  miles  from  the  town,  and  were  blown  up  so 
that  they  should  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy.  The 
explosion  was  a  terrible  one,  and  Avas  felt  for  many  miles  round. 
The  water  in  the  harbour  was  so  agitated  that  the  shipping 
rolled  as  if  in  a  storm,  and  many  persons  who  had  gone  out  to 
witness  the  explosion  were  killed  by  falling  fragments. 

The  ground  on  which  the  battle  was  to  take  place  was  unfit 
for  the  operations  of  cavalry.  The  greater  portion  of  the 
horses  were  hopelessly  foundered,  partly  from  the  effects  of 
fatigue,  partly  from  Avant  of  shoes;  for  although  a  supply  of 
these  had  been  issued  on  starting,  no  hammers  or  nails  had 
been  sent,  and  the  shoes  were  therefore  useless.  It  Avould  in 
any  case  have  been  impossible  to  ship  all  these  animals,  and 
accordingly,  as  a  measure  of  mercy,  the  greater  portion  of 
them  were  shot.  Three  days  Avere  permitted  Moore  to  make 
his  arrangements,  for  it  took  that  time  for  Soult  to  bring  up 
his  Aveary  troops  and  place  them  in  a  position  to  give  battle. 
Their  position  was  a  lofty  ridge  which  commanded  that  upon 
Avhich  Sir  John  Moore  now  placed  his  troops,  covering  the 
town.  On  the  right  of  the  French  ridge  there  Avas  another 
eminence  upon  Avhich  Soult  had  placed  eleven  heavy  guns. 

On  the  evening  of  the  14th  there  was  an  exchange  of 
artillery  fire,  but  it  led  to  nothing.  That  afternoon  the  sails 
of  the  long-expected  fleet  were  made  out,  and  just  at  nightfall 
it  entered  the  harbour.  The  dismounted  cavalry,  the  sick,  the 
remaining  horses,  and  fifty  guns  were  embarked,  nine  guns 
only  being  kept  on  shore  for  action.  On  the  15th,  Soult 
occupied  himself  in  completing  his  preparations.  Getting  his 
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great  guns  on  to  the  rocks  on  his  left,  he  attacked  and  drove 
from  an  advanced  position  some  companies  of  the  5th  Regiment, 
and  posted  his  mass  of  cavalry  so  as  to  threaten  the  British 
right,  and  even  menace  its  retreat  to  the  town  from  the  position 
it  held.  Had  the  battle  been  delayed  another  day,  Sir  John 
Moore  had  made  every  preparation  for  embarking  the  rest  of 
his  troops  rather  than  await  a  battle  in  which  even  victory 
would  be  worthless,  for  Ney's  corps  would  soon  be  up.  The 
French,  however,  did  not  afford  him  an  opportunity  of  thus 
retiring. 

Terence  O'Connor  speedily  paid  a  visit  to  his  regiment  at 
Corunna,  for  he  had,  of  course,  accompanied  Fane's  brigade 
during  the  retreat.  He  was  delighted  to  find  that  there  had 
been  only  a  few  trifling  casualties  among  the  officers,  and  that 
the  regiment  itself,  although  it  had  lost  some  men  in  the  fight 
ing  that  had  taken  place,  had  not  left  a  single  straggler  behind, 
a  circumstance  that  was  mentioned  with  the  warmest  com 
mendation  by  General  Paget  in  his  report  of  the  doings  of  the 
rear-guard. 

"I  was  awfully  afraid  that  it  would  have  been  quite  the 
other  way,"  Terence  said.  "  I  know  how  all  the  three  other 
divisions  suffered,  though  they  were  never  pressed  by  the 
enemy,  and  had  not  a  shadow  of  excuse  for  their  conduct." 

"You  did  not  know  us,  me  boy,"  O'Grady  said.  "I  tell 
ye  the  men  were  splendid.  I  expect  if  we  had  been  with  the 
others  we  should  have  behaved  just  as  badly;  but  being  chosen 
for  the  rear-guard  put  our  boys  all  on  their  mettle,  and  every 
man  felt  that  the  honour  of  the  regiment  depended  on  his  good 
conduct.  Then,  too,  we  were  lucky  in  lighting  on  a  big  store 
of  tobacco,  and  tobacco  is  as  good  as  food  and  drink.  The  men 
gave  a  lot  away  to  the  other  regiments,  and  yet  had  enough  to 
last  them  until  we  got  here." 

"Then  they  were  not  above  doing  a  little  plundering," 
Terence  laughed. 

"  Plunder  is  it ! "  O'Grady  repeated  indignantly.     "  It  was  a 
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righteous  action,  for  the  factory  belonged  to  the  Central  Junta 
of  the  Province,  and  it  was  just  stripping  the  French  of  their 
booty  to  carry  it  away.  Faith,  it  was  the  most  meritorious 
action  of  the  campaign." 

"Have  you  got  a  good  cigar  left,  O'Grady  ?" 

"Oh,  you  have  taken  to  smoking,  have  you?" 

"  I  was  obliged  to,  to  keep  my  nose  warm.  On  the  march, 
Fane  and  the  major  and  Errington  all  smoked,  and  they  looked 
so  comfortable  and  contented  that  I  felt  it  was  my  duty  to 
keep  them  company." 

"  I  have  just  two  left,  Terence,  so  we  will  smoke  them 
together,  and  I  have  got  a  bottle  of  dacent  spirits.  Think  of 
that,  me  boy;  thirty-two  days  without  spirits!  They  will 
never  believe  me  when  I  go  home  and  tell  'em  I  went  without 
it  for  thirty -two  mortal  days." 

"Well,  you  have  had  wine,  O'Grady." 

"  It's  poor  stuff  by  the  side  of  the  cratur,  still  I  am  not  say 
ing  that  it  wasn't  a  help.  But  it  was  cold  comfort,  Terence,  a 
mighty  cold  comfort." 

"You  are  looking  well  on  it  anyhow.  And  how  is  the 
wound?" 

"  Och,  I  have  nigh  forgot  I  ever  had  one,  save  when  it  comes 
to  ateing.  Tim  has  to  cut  my  food  up  for  me,  and  I  never 
sit  down  to  a  male  without  wishing  bad  cess  to  the  French. 
When  we  get  back  I  will  have  a  patent  machine  for  holding  a 
fork,  fixed  on  somehow.  It  goes  against  me  grain  to  have  me 
food  cut  up  as  if  I  was  a  baby;  if  it  wasn't  for  that  I  should 
not  miss  my  hand  one  way  or  the  other.  In  fact,  on  the  march 
it  has  been  a  comfort  that  I  have  only  had  five  fingers  to 
freeze  instead  of  ten.  There  is  a  compensation  in  all  things. 
So  we  are  going  to  fight  them  at  last  1  There  is  no  chance  of 
the  fleet  coming  to  take  us  off  before  that,  I  hope?"  he  asked 
anxiously,  "for  we  should  all  break  our  hearts  if  we  were 
obliged  to  go  without  a  fight." 

"  I  don't  think  there  is  any  chance  of  that,  O'Grady,  though 
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I  should  be  very  glad  if  there  were.  I  am  not  afraid  of  the 
fighting,  but  we  certainly  sha'n't  win  without  heavy  loss,  and 
every  life  will  be  thrown  away,  seeing  that  we  shall,  after  all, 
have  to  embark  when  the  battle  is  over.  Ney,  with  50,000 
men,  is  only  two  or  three  marches  away. 

"Well,  Dicky,  how  do  you  do?"  he  asked  as  Kyan  came 
up. 

"  I  am  well  enough,  Mr.  Staff  Officer.  I  needn't  ask  after 
yourself,  for  you  have  been  riding  comfortably  about,  while 
we  have  been  marched  right  off  our  legs.  Forty  miles  a  day, 
Terence,  and  over  such  roads  as  they  have  in  this  country,  it  is 
just  cruelty  to  animals." 

"  I  would  rather  have  been  with  you,  Dicky,  than  see  to  the 
horrible  confusion  that  has  been  going  on.  Why,  as  soon  as 
the  day's  march  was  over  we  had  to  set  to  work  to  go  about 
trying  to  keep  order.  A  dozen  times  I  have  been  nearly  shot 
by  drunken  rascals  whom  I  was  trying  to  get  to  return  to 
their  corps.  Worse  still,  it  was  heart-rending  to  see  the  misery 
of  the  starving  women  and  camp-followers.  I  would  rather 
have  been  on  outpost  duty,  with  Soult's  cavalry  hovering  round 
ready  to  charge  at  any  moment." 

"  It  is  all  very  well  to  say  that,  Terence,"  O'Grady  exclaimed. 
"  But  wait  until  you  try  it  a  bit,  my  boy.  I  had  five  nights  of  it, 
and  that  widout  a  drop  of  whisky  to  cheer  me.  It  was  enough 
to  have  made  Samson  weep,  let  alone  a  man  with  only  one 
hand,  and  a  sword  to  hold  in  it,  and  a  bad  could  in  his  head.  It 
was  enough  to  take  the  heart  out  of  any  man  entoirely,  and  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  the  credit  of  the  regiment,  I  could  often  have 
sat  down  on  a  stone  and  blubbered.  It  is  mighty  hard  for  a 
man  to  keep  up  his  spirits  when  he  feels  the  mortal  heat  in 
him  oozing  out  all  over,  and  his  fingers  so  cold  that  it  is  only 
by  looking  that  one  knows  one  has  got  a  sword  in  them,  and 
you  don't  know  whether  you  are  standing  on  your  feet  or  on 
your  knee-bones,  and  feel  as  if  your  legs  don't  belong  to  you, 
but  are  the  property  of  some  poor  chap  who  has  been  kilt 
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twenty-four  hours  before.  Och,  it  was  a  terrible  time!  and  a 
captain's  pay  is  too  small  for  it,  if  it  was  not  for  the  divarsion 
of  a  scrimmage  now  and  then ! " 

"How  about  an  ensign's  pay?"  Ryan  laughed.  "1  think 
that  on  such  work  as  we  have  had,  O'Grady,  the  pay  of  all  the 
officers,  from  the  colonel  down,  ought  to  be  put  together  and 
equally  divided." 

"I  cannot  say  whether  I  should  approve  the  plan,  Ryan,  until 
I  have  made  an  intricate  calculation,  which,  now  I  am  com 
fortable  at  last,  would  be  a  sin  and  a  shame  to  ask  me  brain 
to  go  through;  but  as  my  present  idea  is  that  I  should  be  a 
loser,  I  may  say  that  your  scheme  is  a  bad  one,  and  not  to 
say  grossly  disrespectful  to  the  colonel,  to  put  his  value  down 
as  only  equal  to  that  of  a  slip  of  a  lad  like  yourself.  Boys 
nowadays  have  no  respect  for  their  supeyrior  officers.  There  is 
Terence,  who  is  not  sixteen  yet — 

"  Sixteen  three  months  back,  O'Grady,"  Terence  put  in. 

"Yes,  I  remember  now,  but  a  week  or  two  one  way  or  the 
other  makes  no  difference.  Here  is  Terence,  just  sixteen,  who 
ought  to  be  at  school  trying  to  get  a  little  learning  into  his 
head,  laying  down  the  law  to  his  supeyrior  officers,  just  because 
he  has  had  the  luck  to  get  on  to  the  brigadier's  staff.  I  think 
sometimes  that  the  world  is  coming  to  an  end." 

"At  any  rate,  O'Grady,"  Terence  laughed,  "I  am  half  a  head 
taller  than  you  are,  and  could  walk  you  off  your  legs  any 
day." 

"There!  And  he  says  this  to  a  man  who  has  gone  through 
all  the  fatigues  of  the  rear-guard,  while  he  has  been  riding 
about  the  country  like  a  gentleman  at  aise." 

"  Well,  I  cannot  stop  any  longer,"  Terence  said.  "  I  am  on 
my  way  up  to  see  how  they  are  getting  on  with  the  earthworks, 
and  the  general  may  want  me  at  any  moment." 

"  I  would  not  trouble  about  that,"  O'Grady  said  sarcastically ; 
"perhaps  he  might  make  a  shift  to  do  widout  you,  widout 
detriment  to  the  service." 
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Terence  made  no  reply,  but,  mounting,  rode  off  up  the  hill 
behind  the  town.  At  two  o'clock  on  the  16th  a  general  move 
ment  of  the  French  line  was  observed,  and  the  British  infantry, 
14,500  strong,  drew  up  in  order  of  battle  along  the  position 
marked  for  them.  The  British  were  fighting  under  a  serious 
disadvantage,  for  not  only  had  Soult  over  20,000  infantry,  with 
very  powerful  artillery  and  great  strength  in  cavalry,  but  owing 
to  their  position  on  the  crest  running  somewhat  obliquely  to 
the  higher  one  occupied  by  the  French,  the  heavy  battery  on 
the  rocks  to  their  right  raked  the  whole  line  of  battle.  Hope's 
division  was  on  the  British  left,  Baird's  on  the  right.  Fraser's 
division  was  on  another  ridge  some  distance  from  the  others 
and  immediately  covering  the  town  of  Corunna;  and  Paget  with 
his  division,  to  which  the  Mayo  regiment  was  still  attached, 
was  posted  at  the  village  of  Airis,  on  the  height  between 
Hope's  division  and  the  harbour,  and  looking  down  the  valley 
between  the  main  position  and  the  ridge  held  by  Fraser. 

From  here  he  could  either  reinforce  Hope  and  Baird,  or 
advance  down  the  valley  to  repel  any  attack  of  the  French 
cavalry,  and  cover  the  retreat  of  the  main  body  if  forced  to 
fall  back.  The  battle  commenced  by  the  French  opening  fire 
with  their  field-guns,  which  were  distributed  along  the  front 
of  their  position,  and  by  the  heavy  battery  on  their  left,  while 
their  infantry  descended  the  mountain  in  three  heavy  columns, 
covered  by  clouds  of  skirmishers.  The  British  piquets  were 
at  once  driven  in,  and  the  village  of  Elvina,  held  by  a  portion 
of  the  50th,  carried.  The  French  column  on  this  side  then 
divided  into  two  portions;  one  endeavoured  to  turn  Baird's 
right  and  enter  the  valley  behind  the  British  position,  while 
the  other  climbed  the  hill  to  attack  him  in  front.  The  second 
column  moved  against  the  British  centre,  and  the  third  attacked 
Hope's  left,  which  rested  on  the  village  of  T>alavia  Abaxo. 

The  nine  English  guns  were  altogether  overmatched  by  those 
of  Soult's  heavy  battery.  Moore,  seeing  that  the  half-column 
advancing  by  Baird's  flank  made  no  movement  to  penetrate 
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beyond  his  right,  directed  him  to  throw  back  one  regiment 
and  take  the  French  in  flank.  Paget  was  ordered  to  advance 
up  the  valley,  to  drive  back  the  French  column,  and  menace 
the  French  battery,  uniting  himself  with  a  battalion  previously 
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posted  on  a  hill  to  keep  the  threatening  masses  of  French 
cavalry  in  check.  He  also  sent  word  to  Fraser  to  advance  at 
once  and  support  Paget.  Baird  launched  the  50th  and  42nd 
Regiments  to  meet  the  enemy  issuing  from  Elvina.  The 
ground  round  the  village  was  broken  by  stone  walls  and 
hollow  roads,  but  the  French  were  forced  back,  and  the  50th, 
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entering  the  village  with  the  fleeing  enemy,  drove  them,  after 
a  struggle,  beyond  the  houses. 

The  42nd,  misunderstanding  orders,  retired  towards  the  hill, 
and  the  French,  being  reinforced,  again  attacked  Elvina,  which 
the  50th  held  stubbornly  until  again  joined  by  the  42nd,  which 
had  been  sent  forward  by  Moore  himself.  Paget  was  now 
engaged  in  the  valley,  the  advance  of  the  enemy  was  arrested, 
and  they  suffered  very  heavily  from  the  fire  of  the  regiments 
on  the  height  above  their  flank,  while  Paget  steadily  gained 
ground.  The  centre  and  left  were  now  hotly  engaged,  but 
held  their  ground  against  all  the  attacks  of  the  enemy,  and  on 
the  extreme  left  advanced  and  drove  the  French  out  of  the 
village  of  Palavia  Abaxo,  which  they  had  occupied.  Elvina 
was  now  firmly  held,  while  Paget  carried  all  before  him  on  the 
right,  and,  with  Fraser's  division  behind  him,  menaced  the 
great  French  battery. 

Had  this  been  carried,  the  two  divisions  could  have  swept 
along  the  French  position,  crumpling  up  the  forces  as  they 
went,  and  driving  them  down  towards  the  river  Moro,  in  which 
case  they  would  have  been  lost.  Owing,  however,  to  the  battle 
having  been  begun  at  so  late  an  hour,  darkness  now  fell.  The 
general  himself,  while  watching  the  contest  at  Elvina,  had  been 
struck  by  a  cannon-ball  and  mortally  wounded.  General  Baird 
had  also  been  struck  down.  This  loss  of  commanders  combined 
with  the  darkness  to  arrest  the  progress  of  the  victorious  troops, 
and  permitted  the  French,  who  were  already  falling  back  in 
great  confusion,  to  recover  themselves  and  maintain  their 
position. 

The  object  for  which  the  battle  had  been  fought  was  gained. 
Night,  which  had  saved  the  French  from  total  defeat,  afforded 
the  British  the  opportunity  of  extricating  themselves  from 
their  position,  and  General  Hope,  who  now  assumed  the  com 
mand,  ordered  the  troops  to  abandon  their  positions  and  to 
march  down  to  the  port,  leaving  strong  piquets  with  fires 
burning  to  deceive  the  enemy.  All  the  arrangements  for 
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embarkation  had  been  carefully  arranged  by  Sir  John  Moore, 
and  without  the  least  hitch  or  confusion  the  troops  marched 
down  to  the  port,  and  before  morning  were  all  on  board  with 
the  exception  of  a  rear-guard,  under  General  Beresford,  which 
occupied  the  citadel. 

At  daybreak  the  piquets  were  withdrawn  and  also  em 
barked,  and  a  force  under  General  Hill,  that  had  been  stationed 
on  the  ramparts  to  cover  the  movement,  then  marched  down 
to  the  citadel,  and  there  took  boats  for  the  ships.  By  this 
time,  however,  the  French,  having  discovered  that  the  British 
position  was  abandoned,  had  planted  a  battery  on  the  heights 
of  San  Lucia  and  opened  fire  on  the  shipping.  This  caused 
much  confusion  among  the  transports.  Several  of  the  masters 
cut  their  cables,  and  four  vessels  ran  ashore.  The  troops,  how 
ever,  were  taken  on  board  of  other  transports  by  the  boats  of 
the  men-of-war.  The  stranded  ships  were  fired,  and  the  fleet 
got  safely  out  of  harbour. 

The  noble  commander,  by  whose  energy,  resolution,  and 
talent  this  wonderful  march  had  been  achieved,  lived  only  long 
enough  to  know  that  his  soldiers  were  victorious,  and  was 
buried  the  same  night  on  the  ramparts.  His  memory  was  for 
a  time  assailed  with  floods  of  abuse  by  that  portion  of  the 
press  and  public  that  had  all  along  vilified  the  action  of  the 
British  general,  had  swallowed  eagerly  every  lie  promulgated 
by  the  Junta  of  Oporto,  and  by  the  whole  of  the  Spanish 
authorities;  but  in  time  his  extraordinary  merits  came  to  be 
recognized  to  their  full  value,  and  his  name  will  long  live  as 
one  of  the  noblest  men  and  best  generals  Great  Britain  has 
ever  produced. 

Beresford  held  the  citadel  until  the  18th,  and  then  embarked 
with  his  troops  and  all  the  wounded;  the  people  of  Corunna, 
remaining  true  to  their  promises,  manned  the  ramparts  of  the 
town  until  the  last  British  soldier  was  on  board. 

The  British  loss  in  the  battle  was  estimated  at  800  men,  that 
of  the  French  was  put  down  at  3000.  Their  greater  loss  was 
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due  to  the  fact  that  they  assumed  the  offensive,  and  were  much 
more  exposed  than  the  defenders;  that  the  nine  little  guns  of 
the  latter  were  enabled  to  sweep  them  with  grape,  while  the 
British  were  so  far  away  from  the  French  batteries  that  the 
latter  were  obliged  to  fire  round  shot;  and  lastly,  that  the  new 
muskets  and  fresh  ammunition  gave  a  great  advantage  to  the 
British  over  the  rusty  muskets  and  often  damaged  powder  of 
the  French.  Paget's  division  had  suffered  but  slightly,  the  main 
loss  of  the  English  having  occurred  in  and  around  Elvina,  and 
from  the  shot  of  the  heavy  battery  that  swept  the  crest  held 
by  them.  Two  officers  killed  and  four  wounded  were  the  only 
casualties  in  that  division,  Awhile  but  thirty  of  the  rank  and  file 
were  put  out  of  action. 
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AN   ESCAPE. 

WHILE  the  battle  was  at  its  height  Terence  was  despatched 
by  the  brigadier  to  carry  an  order  to  one  of  the  regi 
ments  that  had  pushed  too  far  forward  in  its  ardour.  Scram 
bling  over  rough  ground,  and  occasionally  leaping  a  wall,  he 
reached  the  colonel.  "  The  general  requests  you  to  fall  back  a 
little,  sir,  you  are  farther  forward  than  the  regiment  on  your 
flank.  The  enemy  are  pushing  a  force  down  the  hill  in  your 
direction,  and  as  there  is  no  support  that  can  be  sent  to  you  at 
present,  he  wishes  your  extreme  right  to  be  in  touch  with  the 
left  of  the  regiment  holding  Elvina." 

"  Very  good.  Tell  General  Fane  that  I  will  carry  out  his 
instructions.  Where  is  he  now1?" 

"He  is  in  the  village,  sir."  Terence  turned  his  horse  to  ride 
back.  The  din  of  battle  was  almost  bewildering.  A  desperate 
conflict  was  going  on  in  front  of  the  village,  where  every  wall 
was  obstinately  contested,  the  regiment  being  hotly  engaged 
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with  a  French  force  that  was  rapidly  increasing  in  strength. 
The  great  French  battery  was  sending  its  missiles  far  over 
head  against  the  British  position  on  the  hill,  the  British  guns 
were  playing  on  the  French  troops  beyond  the  village,  and  the 
French  light  field-pieces  were  pouring  their  fire  into  Elvina. 
Terence  made  his  way  across  the  broken  ground  near  the  vil 
lage.  Galloping  at  a  low  stone  wall,  the  horse  was  in  the  act  of 
rising  to  clear  it  when  it  was  struck  in  the  head  by  a  round 
shot.  Terence  was  thrown  far  ahead  over  the  wall,  and  fell 
heavily  head-foremost  on  a  pile  of  stones  covered  by  some 
low  shrubs. 

The  shock  was  a  terrible  one,  and  for  many  hours  he  lay  in 
sensible.  When  he  recovered  consciousness,  he  remained  for 
some  time  wondering  vaguely  where  he  was.  Above  him  was 
a  canopy  of  foliage,  through  which  the  rays  of  the  sun  were 
streaming.  A  dead  silence  had  succeeded  the  roar  of  battle. 
He  put  his  hand  to  his  head,  which  was  aching  intolerably, 
and  found  that  his  hair  was  thick  with  clotted  blood. 

"  Yes,  of  course,"  he  said  to  himself  at  last;  "  I  was  carrying 
a  message  to  Fane.  I  was  just  going  to  jump  a  wall  and  there 
was  a  sudden  crash.  I  remember — I  flew  out  of  the  saddle — 
that  is  all  I  do  remember.  I  have  been  stunned,  I  suppose. 
How  is  it  so  quiet?  I  suppose  the  battle  is  over." 

Then  he  sat  suddenly  upright. 

"  The  sun  is  shining,"  he  said.  "  It  was  getting  dusk  when 
I  was  riding  back  to  the  village.  I  must  have  lain  here  all 
night." 

Suddenly  he  heard  a  gun  fired ;  it  was  quickly  followed  by 
others.  He  rose  on  his  knees  and  looked  cautiously  over  the 
bushes. 

"  It  is  away  there,"  he  said,  "  on  those  heights  above  the 
harbour.  The  army  must  have  embarked,  and  the  French  are 
firing  at  the  ships." 

His  conjecture  was  speedily  verified,  for,  looking  along  the 
crest  which  the  British  had  held  during  the  fight,  he  saw  a 
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large  body  of  French  troops  just  reaching  the  top  of  the  rise. 
He  stood  up  now  and  looked  round.  No  one  could  be  seen 
moving  in  the  orchards  and  vineyards  round.  He  peered  over 
the  wall;  his  horse  lay  there  in  a  huddled-up  heap. 

"A  round  shot  in  the  head!"  he  exclaimed;  "that  accounts 
for  it.  Poor  old  Jack!  he  has  carried  me  well  ever  since  I 
got  him  at  Torres  Vedras." 

He  climbed  down  and  got  what  he  was  in  search  of — a  large 
flask  full  of  brandy-and-water,  which  he  carried  in  one  of  the 
holsters.  He  took  a  long  drink,  and  felt  better  at  once. 

"  I  may  as  well  take  the  pistols,"  he  said,  and,  putting  them 
into  his  belt,  climbed  over  the  wall  again,  and  lay  down  among 
the  bushes. 

He  was  now  able  to  think  clearly.  Should  he  get  up  and 
surrender  himself  as  a  prisoner  to  the  first  body  of  French 
troops  that  he  came  across?  or  should  he  lie  where  he  was 
until  nightfall,  and  then  try  to  get  away?  If  he  surrendered, 
there  was  before  him  a  march  of  seven  or  eight  hundred  miles 
to  a  French  prison;  if  he  tried  to  get  away,  no  doubt  there 
were  many  hardships  and  dangers,  but  at  least  a  possibility  of 
rejoining  sooner  or  later.  At  any  rate  he  would  be  no  worse 
off  than  the  many  hundreds  who  had  straggled  during  the 
march,  for  it  was  probable  that  the  great  majority  of  these  were 
spread  over  the  country,  as  the  French,  pressing  forward  in  pur 
suit,  would  not  have  troubled  themselves  to  hunt  down  fugi 
tives,  who,  if  caught,  would  only  be  an  encumbrance  to  them. 

He  was  better  off  than  they  were,  for  at  any  rate  he  could 
make  himself  understood,  which  was  more  than  the  majority 
of  the  soldiers  could  do;  and  at  least  he  would  not  provoke  the 
animosity  of  the  peasants  by  the  rough  measures  they  would 
be  likely  to  take  to  satisfy  their  wants.  The  worst  of  it  was 
that  he  had  no  money.  Then  suddenly  he  sat  up  again  and 
looked  at  his  feet 

"This  is  luck!"  he  exclaimed;  "I  had  never  given  the 
thing  a  thought  before." 
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On  his  arrival  at  Corunna  he  had  thrown  away  the  riding- 
boots  he  had  bought  at  Salamanca.  The  constant  rains  had  so 
shrunk  them  that  he  could  no  longer  wear  them  without  pain, 
and  he  had  taken  again  to  the  boots  that  he  carried  in  his  valise. 

From  the  time  when,  at  his  father's  suggestion,  he  had  had 
extra  soles  placed  on  them,  above  which  were  hidden  fifteen 
guineas,  the  fact  of  the  money  being  there  had  never  once 
occurred  to  him.  He  had  had  sufficient  cash  about  him  to 
pay  for  purchases  at  Salamanca  and  on  the  road,  and,  indeed, 
had  five  guineas  still  in  his  pocket,  though  he  had  drawn  no 
pay  from  the  time  of  leaving  Torres  Vedras. 

This  discovery  decided  him.  With  twenty  guineas  he  could 
pay  his  way  for  months,  and  he  determined  to  make  the 
attempt  to  escape. 

The  firing  continued  for  some  time  and  then  ceased. 

"The  fleet  must  have  got  out,"  he  said  to  himself.  "It  is 
certain  that  the  French  have  not  taken  Corunna.  We  were 
getting  the  best  of  it  up  to  the  time  I  was  hurt,  and  it  would 
be  dark  in  another  half-hour,  and  there  could  be  no  fighting 
on  such  ground  as  this,  after  that.  Besides,  Corunna  is  a  strong 
fortress,  and  we  could  have  held  out  there  for  weeks,  for  Soult 
can  have  no  battering  train  with  him;  besides,  everything 
was  ready  for  embarkation,  and  I  know  that  it  was  intended, 
whether  we  won  or  lost,  that  the  troops  should  go  on  board 
in  the  night." 

As  he  lay  there  he  could  occasionally  hear  the  sound  of 
drums  and  trumpets  as  the  troops  marched  from  their  positions 
of  the  night  before,  to  take  up  others  nearer  to  the  town.  At 
times  he  heard  voices,  and  knew  that  they  were  searching  for 
wounded  over  the  ground  that  had  been  so  desperately  con 
tested  ;  but  the  spot  where  he  was  lying  lay  between  the  village 
and  the  ground  where  the  regiment  he  had  gone  to  order  back 
had  been  engaged  with  the  enemy,  and  as  no  fighting  had  taken 
place  there,  it  was  unlikely  that  the  search-parties  would  go 
over  it.  This  indeed  proved  to  be  the  case,  and  after  a  time 
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he  fell  off  to  sleep,  and  did  not  wake  until  night  was  closing  in. 
He  was  hungry  now,  and  again  crossing  the  wall  he  took  half 
a  chicken  and  a  piece  of  bread,  that  his  servant  had  thrust  into 
his  wallet  just  before  starting,  and  made  a  hearty  meal.  He 
unbuckled  his  sword  and  left  it  behind  him;  he  had  his  pistols, 
and  a  sword  would  be  only  an  encumbrance. 

As  soon  as  it  became  quite  dark  he  made  his  way  cautiously 
down  the  valley,  passed  the  spot  where  the  French  column  had 
suffered  so  heavily,  and  then,  turning  to  the  left,  traversed 
the  narrow  plain  that  divided  the  position  on  which  the  French 
heavy  battery  had  been  placed  and  the  plateau  on  which  their 
cavalry  had  been  massed.  Numerous  fires  blazed  in  the  wide 
valley  behind,  where  the  reserve  had  been  stationed  on  the 
previous  morning,  and  he  doubted  not  that  the  French  cavalry 
were  there,  especially  as  he  found  no  signs  of  life  on  the  plateau 
above.  Coming  presently  on  a  small  stream  he  bathed  his  head 
for  a  considerable  time,  and  then  proceeded  on  his  way,  feeling 
much  brighter  and  fresher  than  he  had  done  before. 

The  ground  began  to  ascend  more  steeply,  and  after  an 
hour's  walking  he  stood  on  the  crest  of  the  hill  and  looked 
down  on  the  position  that  the  French  had  held,  and  beyond 
it  on  Corunna  and  the  sea.  The  cold  was  extreme.  He  had 
brought  with  him  his  greatcoat  and  blanket,  and,  wrapping 
himself  in  these,  lay  down  in  a  sheltered  position  and  slept 
again  till  morning  broke.  His  head  was  now  better,  and  he 
was  able  to  think  more  clearly  than  he  could  the  day  before. 
The  first  thing  was  to  decide  as  to  his  course.  It  would  be 
dangerous  to  make  direct  for  the  frontier  of  Portugal.  Now 
that  the  British  army  had  embarked,  Soult  would  be  free  to 
undertake  operations  in  that  country,  and  would  doubtless 
shortly  put  his  troops  in  motion  in  that  direction,  and  his 
cavalry  would  be  scattering  all  over  the  province  collecting 
provisions.  Moreover,  there  would  be  the  terrible  range  of 
the  Tras-os-montes  to  pass,  and  no  certainty  whatever  of  being 
well  received  by  the  Portuguese  peasants  north  of  Oporto. 
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His  constant  study  of  the  staff  maps  was  now  of  great  assist 
ance  to  him.  He  determined  to  turn  west  until  he  reached 
the  river  Minho  some  distance  below  Lugo,  which  he  could  do 
by  skirting  the  top  of  the  hills.  He  would  therefore  strike  it 
somewhere  about  the  point  where  the  river  Sil  joined  it,  and, 
following  this,  would  find  himself  at  the  foot  of  the  Cantabrian 
Hills,  dividing  the  Asturias  from  Leon.  Then  he  could  be  guided 
by  circumstances,  and  could  either  cross  these  mountains  and 
make  for  a  seaport,  or  could  journey  down  through  Leon  to 
Ciudad-Rodrigo,  which  was  still  held  by  a  Spanish  garrison,  and 
from  there  make  his  way  through  Portugal  to  Lisbon. 

He  questioned  whether  it  would  be  wise  for  him  to  attempt 
to  get  the  dress  of  a  Spanish  peasant  instead  of  his  uniform,  but 
he  finally  decided  that  until  he  was  beyond  any  risk  of  being 
captured  by  parties  from  either  Soult  or  Ney's  armies,  it  would 
be  better  to  continue  in  uniform.  If  taken  in  that  dress  it 
would  be  seen  that  he  was  a  straggler  from  Moore's  army,  and 
he  would  be  simply  treated  as  a  prisoner  of  war;  while  if  taken 
in  the  dress  of  a  peasant,  he  would  be  liable  to  be  treated  as  a 
spy  and  shot.  Having  made  up  his  mind  he  started  at  once, 
and  in  three  hours  was  at  the  foot  of  the  hills  on  the  other 
side  of  which  ran  the  road  from  Lugo  to  Corunna,  which  proved 
so  disastrous  to  the  army.  He  presently  arrived  at  a  small 
hamlet,  and  the  children  in  the  streets  ran  shrieking  away  as 
they  saw  him.  Women  appeared  at  the  doors  and  looked  out 
anxiously;  they  had  not  before  seen  a  British  uniform,  and  at 
once  supposed  that  he  was  French.  Seeing  that  he  was  alone, 
several  men  armed  with  clubs  and  picks  came  out. 

"  I  am  an  English  officer,"  he  said,  "  and  I  desire  food  and 
shelter  for  a  few  hours.  I  have  money  to  pay  for  it." 

The  peasants  at  once  came  round  him.  Confused  accounts 
had  reached  them  of  the  doings  on  the  other  side  of  the  hills. 
They  knew  that  an  English  army  had  marched  from  Lugo  to 
Corunna,  hotly  pursued  by  the  French,  but  they  had  heard 
nothing  of  what  had  happened  afterwards.  They  eagerly 
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asked  for  news.  Terence  told  them  that  there  had  been  a 
great  battle  outside  Corunna,  that  the  French  had  been  repulsed 
with  much  loss,  and  that  the  English  had  embarked  on  board 
ships  to  take  them  round  to  Lisbon,  there  to  march  east  to 
meet  the  French  again. 

Nothing  could  be  kinder  than  the  treatment  he  received. 
They  told  him  that  Ney's  army  was  between  the  Sil  and  Lugo, 
but  that  no  French  troops  had  crossed  the  Minho  as  yet. 

They  were  eager  to  know  why  the  English,  if  they  had 
beaten  the  French,  sailed  away.  But  when  he  said  that  Soult 
would  have  been  joined  by  Ney  in  a  couple  of  days,  and  would 
then  be  well-nigh  double  the  strength  of  the  British,  who  would 
be  so  hotly  pressed  that  they  would  be  unable  to  embark,  the 
peasants  saw  that  what  they  considered  their  desertion  could 
not  have  been  avoided.  The  news  of  the  terrible  defeats  that 
had,  a  month  before,  been  inflicted  upon  their  armies  had  not 
reached  them,  and  Terence  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  en 
lighten  them.  He  told  them  that  the  march  north  of  the  Eng 
lish  had  been  intended  to  bring  all  the  French  forces  in  that 
direction,  and  so  to  enable  the  Spanish  armies  to  operate  suc 
cessfully,  and  that  not  only  Soult  and  Ney,  but  Napoleon  him 
self  had  been  drawn  off  from  the  south  in  pursuit  of  them. 

They  were  filled  with  satisfaction,  and  he  was  at  once  taken 
into  one  of  the  cottages.  A  good  meal  was  shortly  placed 
before  him,  his  head  was  carefully  bandaged,  and  he  was 
then  asked  how  it  was  that  he  had  not  embarked  with  the 
rest  of  the  army.  He  related  how  he  had  been  left  behind, 
and  then  asked  them  their  opinion  as  to  his  best  course,  telling 
them  the  plan  he  himself  had  formed.  They  agreed  at  once 
that  this  was  the  wisest  one,  but  that  it  would  be  dangerous 
to  try  it  until  Ney's  force  had  moved  from  its  present  position. 
They  knew  that  he  had  a  division  at  Orense  on  the  Minho,  and 
that  parties  of  his  cavalry  had  scoured  the  plain  as  far  as  the 
river  Ulla,  and  urged  upon  him  to  remain  with  them  until 
some  news  was  obtained  of  the  movements  of  the  French  army. 
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He  gladly  accepted  the  invitation,  and  for  a  couple  of  days 
remained  at  the  little  hamlet.  One  of  the  peasants  came  in  at 
the  end  of  that  time  saying  that  the  French  in  Corunna  had 
crossed  the  mountains  and  had  arrived  at  Santiago,  twenty 
miles  distant,  and  that  their  cavalry  were  scouring  the  country. 
They  also  brought  news  that  Romana  was  at  Toabado,  and 
that  he  had  but  two  or  three  thousand  men  with  him,  the  rest 
having  been  routed  and  cut  up  by  the  French  cavalry.  Terence 
at  once  determined  to  join  him. 

The  fact  that  he  still  had  some  troops  with  him  had  no 
influence  in  causing  him  to  form  this  resolution.  Romana 
had  been  so  often  defeated  that  he  knew  that  his  men  would, 
after  their  recent  misfortunes,  scatter  at  once  before  even  the 
weakest  French  detachment.  But  Romana  himself  knew  the 
country  well,  was  a  man  of  great  resource  and  activity,  and 
was  likely  to  evade  all  efforts  to  capture  him.  He  thought 
then  that  by  joining  him  and  sharing  his  fortunes  he  was  more 
likely  to  have  some  opportunity  of  making  his  way  to  Lisbon 
than  he  would  have  if  left  to  his  own  resources,  especially  as 
he  had  no  doubt  that  Soult  would  at  once  prepare  to  invade 
Portugal  by  occupying  all  the  passes,  and  thus  render  it  next 
to  impossible  to  journey  thither  alone  and  on  foot.  One  of 
the  peasants  offered  to  guide  him  across  the  hills  to  Toabado. 
They  started  at  once,  and  at  daybreak  next  morning  reached 
the  village. 

As  Romana  had  been  several  times  in  personal  communica 
tion  with  Sir  John  Moore,  Terence  was  acquainted  with  his 
appearance,  and  seeing  him  standing  at  the  door  of  the  prin 
cipal  house  of  the  village,  went  up  to  him  and  saluted  him. 
The  latter  looked  upon  him  with  great  surprise. 

"How  have  you  managed  to  pass  through  the  French?" 
he  asked. 

"I  have  seen  none  of  them,  Marquis.  I  was  wounded  in 
the  battle  of  Corunna,  and  after  lying  insensible  all  that  night, 
found,  when  I  recovered  in  the  morning,  that  the  French  had 
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advanced  and  that  I  was  in  their  rear.  I  heard  their  guns 
from  the  heights  above  the  town,  and  knew  that  our  army  had 
gained  their  transports.  I  lay  concealed  all  day  and  then 
crossed  the  mountains,  and  have  been  resting  for  two  days  at 
a  village  on  the  other  side  of  the  hills.  The  news  came  that 
you  were  here,  and  I  decided  to  join  you  at  once.  I  was  on 
the  staff  of  General  Fane,  and,  knowing  the  duties  of  an  aide- 
de-camp,  thought  I  might  make  myself  useful  to  you  until 
there  was  an  opportunity  of  my  rejoining  a  British  force." 

"You  are  welcome,  sir,"  Romana  said  courteously.  "It 
was  only  this  morning  that  we  learned  from  a  prisoner  that 
my  men  took,  that  you  had  driven  back  Soult  before  Corunna 
and  had  embarked  safely.  I  was  in  great  fear  that  your 
army  would  have  been  captured.  I  see  that  you  have  been 
wounded  on  the  head." 

"  It  can  scarcely  be  called  a  wound,  Marquis.  I  was  carry 
ing  a  message  on  the  battle-field ;  when  I  was  taking  a  wall  my 
horse  was  struck  with  a  round  shot.  I  was  thrown  over  his 
head  on  to  a  heap  of  rough  stones,  and  it  was  a  marvel  to  me 
that  I  was  not  killed." 

"I  am  just  going  to  breakfast,  senor,  and  shall  be  glad  if  you 
will  join  me.  I  have  no  doubt  that  you  will  do  justice  to  it." 

Romana,  who  had  commanded  the  Spanish  troops  which  had 
escaped  from  Holland,  was  the  most  energetic  of  the  Spanish 
generals.  Defeated  often,  he  was  speedily  at  the  head  of 
fresh  gatherings,  and  ready  to  take  the  field  again.  As  a 
partisan  chief  he  was  excellent,  but  possessed  no  military 
talent,  and  was,  like  the  Spaniards  generally,  full  of  grand 
but  utterly  impracticable  schemes,  and  in  spite  of  his  experience 
to  the  contrary,  confident  that  the  Spaniards  would  overthrow 
the  French. 

"  I  have  been  unfortunate,"  he  said  in  reply  to  the  inquiry 
as  to  how  many  troops  he  had  with  him.  "At  your  English 
general's  request  I  took  a  different  course  with  my  army  to 
that  which  he  was  pursuing,  in  order  that  his  magazines  should 
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be  untouched.  I  crossed  his  line  of  retreat,  but  unfortunately 
Franceschi's  cavalry  came  down  upon  us,  cut  up  my  artillery  and 
infantry,  and  scattered  my  force  entirely.  However,  some 
three  thousand  have  rejoined,  and  I  expect  in  a  short  time  to 
be  at  the  head  of  20,000.  I  ought  to  have  more,  but  these 
Galician  peasants  are  stubborn  fellows.  They  know  nothing 
of  the  affairs  of  Spain,  and  although  they  will  fight  in  defence 
of  their  own  villages  they  have  no  interest  in  anything 
beyond,  and  hang  back  from  joining  an  army  that  might 
operate  outside  their  province.  You  see,  until  now  it  has  been 
untouched  by  war.  They  have  suffered  in  no  way  from 
French  extortions  and  outrages.  As  soon  as  they  feel  the 
smart  themselves,  I  doubt  not  they  will  be  as  full  of  hatred 
of  the  invaders  as  people  are  elsewhere,  and  as  ready  to  take 
up  arms  against  them." 

Romana's  troops  were  but  a  motley  gathering.  The  force 
that  he  had  brought  with  him  from  Holland  had  been  landed 
at  Santander,  marched  to  Bilbao,  and  joined  Blake's  army, 
and  had  shared  in  the  crushing  defeat  suffered  by  that  general 
at  Espinosa,  where  most  of  them  were  taken  prisoners.  They 
were  again  incorporated  in  the  French  army,  and  afterwards 
took  part  in  the  Russian  campaign,  and  in  the  retreat  no  less 
than  four  thousand  of  them  were  taken  prisoners  by  the 
Russians  and  handed  over  by  them  to  British  transports  sent 
to  Cronstadt  to  fetch  them.  Romana  himself  had  escaped 
from  the  battle-field,  and  afterwards  raised  a  fresh  force.  This 
had  dwindled  away  from  15,000  to  5000  when  he  joined  Moore 
on  his  advance,  and  now  amounted  to  barely  2000,  of  whom 
the  greater  portion  had  thrown  away  their  arms  in  their  flight. 

On  the  following  day  Romana,  with  a  small  body  of  cavalry, 
left  Toabado,  crossed  the  Minho,  descended  into  the  valley  of 
the  Tamega,  and  took  refuge  close  to  the  Portuguese  frontier 
line.  Here  he  was,  for  a  time,  safe  from  the  pursuit  of  the 
French,  the  insignificance  of  his  force  being  his  best  protection. 
Soult  lost  no  time.  As  soon  as  the  English  army  had  left, 


AN   ESCAPE.  191 

Corunna  opened  its  gates  to  him,  as  did  Ferrol,  although 
neither  of  these  towns  could  have  been  taken  without  a  siege, 
and  Soult  must  have  been  delayed  until  a  battering-train  was 
brought  from  Madrid. 

The  magazines  of  British  powder  and  stores  that  had  been 
lying  for  months  in  Ferrol  were  invaluable  to  him. 

The  soldiers  were  set  to  work  to  make  fresh  cartridges, 
and  then,  after  six  days'  halt  to  give  rest  to  his  weary  and 
foot-sore  men,  he  began  to  prepare  to  carry  out  Napoleon's 
orders  to  invade  Spain.  Ney,  with  20,000  men,  was  to  main 
tain  Galicia,  and,  reinforced  by  a  fresh  division,  Soult  was  to 
march  direct  upon  Oporto  with  25,000  men,  leaving  12,000  in 
hospital,  and  8000  to  keep  up  the  line  of  communication  with 
Ney.  It  took  some  time  to  complete  all  the  arrangements  and 
to  gather  the  force  at  St.  Jago  Compostella,  and  it  was  not 
until  the  first  of  February  that  he  was  able  to  move. 

On  the  day  of  his  arrival  on  the  frontier,  Eomana  despatched 
Terence  to  Sir  John  Cradock,  who  now  commanded  the  British 
troops  in  Portugal,  which  had  been  augmented  by  fresh  arrivals 
from  England  until  their  numbers  almost  equalled  that  of  the 
force  with  which  Sir  John  Moore  marched  into  Spain. 

Romana  asked  that  arms  and  money  should  be  sent  to  him, 
promising  to  harass  the  French  advance,  and  cut  their  com 
munications  from  the  rear.  Terence  gladly  consented  to  carry 
his  despatch;  he  was  furnished  with  one  of  the  best  horses  in 
the  troop,  and  at  once  started  on  his  journey.  It  was  a  long  and 
harassing  one;  many  ranges  of  mountains  and  hills  had  to  be 
crossed,  by  roads  difficult  in  the  extreme  at  the  best  of  times, 
but  almost  impassable  in  winter.  Three  times  he  was  seized 
by  parties  of  Portuguese  militia  and  raw  levies,  but  was 
released  on  convincing  their  leaders  that  he  was  the  bearer  of 
a  communication  to  the  English  general. 

The  distance  to  be  travelled  was,  in  a  direct  line,  over  two 
hundred  and  thirty  miles.  This  was  greatly  increased  by  the 
circuitous  nature  of  the  route  through  the  mountainous 


192  WITH  MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

country,  so  that  it  took  nine  days,  and  would  have  much 
exceeded  this  time,  had  Terence  not  found  a  British  force  at 
Coimbra,  and  there  exchanged  his  worn-out  animal  for  a  fresh 
one,  placed  at  his  disposal  by  the  officer  in  command. 

Cradock  was  experiencing  exactly  the  same  difficulties  that 
Moore  had  done.  The  Spanish  and  Portuguese  authorities 
united  in  pressing  him  to  advance,  the  former  urging  upon 
him  that  his  presence  would  be  the  signal  for  the  Spanish 
armies  in  the  south  to  unite  and  entirely  overthrow  the 
French,  while  the  latter  were  desirous  that  he  should  march 
to  Ciudad-Kodrigo,  defeat  the  French  at  Salamanca,  and  so 
protect  Portugal  from  invasion  from  that  side. 

That  Portugal  might  be  attacked  from  the  north  and  south 
simultaneously  by  Soult  and  Victor  did  not  enter  into  their 
calculations,  but  while  urging  an  advance,  the  Junta  would 
take  no  steps  whatever  to  enable  the  army  to  move;  they 
would  neither  afford  him  facilities  for  collecting  transport,  nor 
order  the  roads  that  he  would  have  to  traverse  to  be  put  in 
order,  and  thwarted  all  his  efforts  to  raise  a  strong  force  among 
the  Portuguese. 

There  was,  indeed,  some  improvement  in  the  latter  respect. 
At  their  own  request  Lord  Beresford  had  been  sent  out  from 
England  to  take  the  command  of  the  Portuguese  armies,  and 
as  he  had  brought  many  British  officers  with  him,  some  20,000 
men  had  been  armed  and  drilled,  and  could  be  reckoned  upon 
to  do  some  service,  if  employed  with  British  troops  to  give  them, 
backbone.  The  Portuguese  peasantry  were  strong  and  robust, 
and  by  nature  courageous,  and  needed  only  the  discipline, — that 
they  could  not  receive  from  their  own  officers, — to  turn  them 
into  valuable  troops.  According  to  the  law  of  the  country  every 
man  was  liable  for  service,  and  had  the  corrupt  Junta  been 
dismissed,  and  full  power  been  given  to  the  British,  an  army 
of  250,000  men  might  have  been  placed  in  the  field  for  the  de 
fence  of  the  country,  with  a  proper  supply  of  arms  and  money. 

But  so  far  from  assisting,  the  Junta  threw  every  possible 
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impediment  in  the  way.  They  feared  that  any  real  national 
effort,  if  successful,  would  get  altogether  beyond  their  control, 
and  that  they  would  lose  the  power  that  enabled  them  to  en 
rich  themselves  at  the  expense  of  the  people.  Not  only  that, 
but  they  were  engaged  in  a  struggle  for  supremacy  with  the 
Junta  of  Oporto,  which  was  striving  by  every  means  to  render 
itself  the  supreme  authority  of  the  whole  of  Portugal. 

Terence  had  hoped  that  when  he  arrived  at  Lisbon  he 
should  meet  the  army  he  had  left  at  Corunna,  for  Sir  John 
Moore's  instructions  had  been  precise  that  the  fleet  was  to  go 
thither.  These  instructions,  however,  had  been  disobeyed, 
and  the  fleet  had  sailed  direct  for  England.  It  had  on  the 
way  encountered  a  great  storm  which  had  scattered  it  in  all 
directions.  Several  of  the  ships  were  wrecked  on  the  coast 
of  England,  and  the  army  which  would  have  been  of  inesti 
mable  service  at  Lisbon,  now  served  only,  by  the  tattered  gar 
ments  and  emaciated  frames  of  the  soldiers,  to  excite  a  burst 
of  misplaced  indignation  against  the  memory  of  the  general 
whose  genius  had  saved  it  from  destruction. 

On  arriving  at  head-quarters  and  stating  his  errand  Terence 
was  at  once  admitted  to  the  room  where  Sir  John  Cradock 
was  at  work. 

"  I  am  told,  sir,  that  you  are  the  bearer  of  a  despatch  from 
the  Spanish  General  Eomana.  Before  I  open  it,  will  you  ex 
plain  how  it  was  that  you  came  to  be  with  him." 

Terence  gave  a  brief  account  of  the  manner  in  which,  after 
being  left  behind  on  the  field  of  Corunna,  he  had  succeeded  in 
joining  Romana. 

The  general's  face,  which  had  at  first  been  severe,  softened 
as  he  proceeded. 

"That  is  altogether  satisfactory,  Mr.  O'Connor,"  he  said. 
"I  feared  that  you  might  have  been  one  of  the  stragglers, 
among  whom  I  hear  were  many  officers,  as  well  as  thousands 
of  men  belonging  to  Sir  John  Moore's  army.  We  received 
news  of  his  glorious  fight  at  Corunna  and  the  embarkation  of 
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his  army,  by  a  ship  that  arrived  here  but  three  days  since  from 
that  port.  Have  you  heard  of  the  death  of  that  noble  soldier 
himself?" 

"No,  sir,"  Terence  replied,  much  shocked  at  the  news. 
"That  is  a  terrible  loss  indeed.  He  was  greatly  loved  by  the 
army.  He  saw  into  every  matter  himself,  was  with  the  rear 
guard  all  through  the  retreat,  and  laboured  night  and  day  to 
maintain  order  and  discipline,  and  it  was  assuredly  no  fault 
of  his  if  he  failed." 

"Was  your  own  regiment  in  the  rear-guard1?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  It  had  the  honour  of  being  specially  chosen  by 
Sir  John  Moore  for  its  steadiness  and  good  conduct.  I  was 
not  with  it,  but  was  one  of  Brigadier-general  Fane's  aides-de 
camp.  It  was  while  carrying  a  message  to  him  that  my  horse 
was  killed  and  I  myself  stunned  by  being  thrown  on  to  a  heap 
of  stones." 

Sir  John  Cradock  nodded,  and  then  opened  Romana's 
despatch.  He  raised  his  eyebrows  slightly.  He  had  been 
accustomed  to  such  appeals  for  arms  and  money,  and  knew 
how  valueless  were  the  promises  that  accompanied  them. 

"What  force  has  General  Romana  with  him?" 

"Some  two  hundred  cavalry  and  three  or  four  thousand 
peasants,  about  a  quarter  of  whom  only  are  armed." 

"  He  says  that  he  expects  to  be  joined  by  twenty  thousand 
men  in  a  few  days.  Have  you  any  means  of  judging  whether 
this  statement  is  well  founded?" 

"  That  I  cannot  say.  General  Romana  seems  to  me  to  be  a 
man  of  greater  energy  than  any  Spaniard  I  have  hitherto  met, 
and  I  know  that  he  has  already  sent  messages  to  the  priests 
throughout  that  part  of  Galicia  urging  upon  them  the 
necessity  of  using  their  influence  among  the  peasantry.  He 
got  a  force  together  in  a  very  short  time,  after  the  complete 
defeat  and  capture  of  his  own  command  by  the  French,  at  the 
time  of  Blake's  defeat,  and  I  think  that  he  might  do  so  again, 
though  whether  they  would  be  of  any  use  whatever  in  the  field 
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I  cannot  say ;  but  should  Soult  advance  into  Portugal,  I  should 
think  that  bands  of  this  sort  might  very  much  harass  him." 

"  No  doubt  they  might  do  so.  I  will  see  at  any  rate  if  I 
can  obtain  some  money  from  the  political  agents.  I  have  next 
to  nothing  in  my  military  chest,  and  our  forces  are  at  a  stand 
still  for  the  want  of  it.  But  that  does  not  seem  to  matter. 
While  our  troops  are  ill-fed,  ragged,  almost  shoeless,  and  un 
paid,  every  Spanish  or  Portuguese  rascal  who  holds  out  his 
hand  can  get  it  filled  with  gold.  As  to  arms,  they  are  in  the 
first  place  wanted  for  the  purpose  of  the  Portuguese  militia,  who 
are  likely  to  be  a  good  deal  more  useful  than  these  irregular 
bands ;  and  in  the  second  place,  there  are  no  means  whatever  of 
conveying  even  a  hundred  muskets,  let  alone  the  ten  thousand 
that  Romana  is  good  enough  to  ask  for.  By  the  way,  are  you 
aware  whether  Sir  John  Moore  intended  the  army  to  sail  to 
England?" 

"Certainly  not,  sir.  I  know  that  up  to  the  moment  the 
battle  began  the  preparation  for  the  embarkation  went  on 
unceasingly,  and  General  Fane  told  me  the  night  before  that 
we  were  to  be  taken  here.  Whether  Sir  John  may,  at  the  last 
moment,  have  countermanded  that  order  I  am  unable  to  say." 

"Yes,  I  know  that  it  was  his  intention,  for  I  received  a 
letter  from  him,  written  after  his  arrival  at  Corunna,  saying 
that  the  embarkation  could  not  be  effected  without  a  battle, 
and  that  if  he  beat  Soult  he  should  at  once  embark  and  bring 
the  troops  round  here,  as  Ney's  approaching  force  would 
render  Corunna  untenable.  Just  at  present  the  arrival  of 
20,000  tried  troops  would  be  invaluable.  General  Baird 
will,  of  course,  have  succeeded  Sir  John  Moore?" 

"General  Baird  was  severely  wounded,  sir.  He  had  just 
ridden  up  to  General  Fane  when  he  was  struck.  General 
Hope  would  therefore  be  in  command  after  Sir  John  Moore 
was  killed." 

"I  have  heard  no  particulars -of  the  battle,"  Sir  John  said, 
"beyond  that  it  has  been  fought  and  Soult  has  been  driven 
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back,  that  Sir  John  Moore  is  killed,  and  that  the  army  has 
embarked  safely.  And  do  I  understand  you  that  it  was  towards 
the  end  of  the  battle  that  you  were  hurt?" 

"  It  was  getting  dusk  at  the  time,  General,  but  I  cannot 
say  how  long  fighting  went  on  afterwards." 

"  Will  you  please  to  sit  down  at  that  table  and  give  me,  as 
nearly  as  you  can,  a  sketch  of  the  position  of  our  troops  and 
those  of  the  French,  and  then  explain  to  me,  as  far  as  you 
may  have  seen  or  know,  the  movements  of  the  corps  and  the 
course  of  events." 

As  Terence  had,  the  evening  before  the  battle,  seen  a  sketch- 
map  on  which  General  Fane  had  written  the  names  and 
positions  of  the  British  force  and  those  of  the  French,  he  was 
able  to  draw  one  closely  approximating  to  it.  In  ten  minutes 
he  got  up  and  handed  the  sketch  to  Sir  John  Cradock. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  very  rough,  sir,"  he  said,  "  but  I  think 
that  it  may  give  you  an  idea  of  the  position  of  the  town  and 
the  neighbouring  heights,  and  the  position  occupied  by  our 
troops." 

"Excellent,  Mr.  O'Connor!" 

"I  had  the  advantage  of  seeing  a  sketch-map  that  the 
brigadier  drew  out,  sir." 

"  Well,  benefited  from  it.  Now  point  out  to  me  the  various 
movements.  It  seems  to  me  that  this  large  French  battery 
must  have  galled  the  whole  line  terribly;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  it  is  itself  very  exposed." 

"General  Fane  said,  sir,  that  he  thought  Soult  was  likely 
to  be  over-confident.  Our  army  was  in  frightful  confusion 
on  the  retreat  from  Lugo,  and  the  number  of  stragglers  was 
enormous.  Although  many  came  in  next  day,  the  field-state 
showed  that  over  2000  were  still  absent  from  the  colours. 
The  brigadier  was  observing  that  there  was  one  advantage  in 
this,  namely,  that  Soult  would  suppose  that  the  whole  army 
was  disorganized,  and  might,  therefore,  take  more  liberties 
than  he  would  otherwise  have  done ;  and  that,  at  any  rate,  he 
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was  likely  to  rely  upon  his  great  force  of  cavalry  on  this  plateau 
to  cover  the  battery  hill  from  any  attack  on  its  left  flank.  It 
was  for  that  purpose  that  General  Paget  posted  one  of  the 
regiments  on  this  eminence  on  the  right  of  the  valley,  which 
had  the  effect  of  completely  checking  the  French  cavalry." 

He  then  related  the  incidents  of  the  battle  as  far  as  they 
had  come  under  his  notice. 

"  A  very  ably  fought  battle,"  Sir  John  Cradock  said,  as  he 
followed  on  the  map  Terence's  account  of  the  movements. 
"Soult  evidently  miscalculated  Sir  John's  strength  and  the 
fighting  powers  of  his  troops.  He  hurled  his  whole  force 
directly  against  the  position,  specially  endeavouring  to  turn 
our  right,  but  the  force  he  employed  there  was  altogether 
insufficient  for  the  purpose.  From  his  position  I  gather  that 
he  could  not  have  known  of  the  existence  of  Paget's  reserve 
up  the  valley,  but  he  must  have  seen  Fraser's.  division  on 
the  hill  above  Coranto.  I  suppose  he  reckoned  that  this  turn 
ing  movement  would  shake  the  British  position,  throw  them 
into  confusion,  and  enable  his  direct  attack  to  be  successful 
before  Fraser  could  come  to  their  support.  I  am  much  obliged 
to  you  for  your  description,  Mr.  O'Connor,  it  is  very  clear  and 
lucid.  I  will  write  a  note  which  you  shall  take  to  Mr.  Villiers, 
and  it  is  possible  that  you  may  get  help  from  him  for  Romana. 
I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  dine  with  me  here  at  six  o'clock." 

"I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  General,  but  I  have  nothing 
but  the  uniform  in  which  I  stand,  which  is,  as  you  see,  almost 
in  rags,  and  stained  with  mire  and  blood." 

"  I  think  it  is  probable  that  you  will  have  no  difficulty 
in  buying  a  fresh  uniform  in  the  city;  so  many  officers  have 
come  out  here  with  exaggerated  ideas  of  the  amount  of  trans 
port,  that  they  have  had  to  cut  down  their  wardrobes  to  a 
very  large  extent." 

He  touched  the  bell.  "Will  you  ask  Captain  Nelson  to 
step  in,"  he  said  to  the  clerk  who  answered.  "Captain  Nel 
son,"  he  said,  as  one  of  his  staff  entered,  "  I  want  you  to  take 
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Mr.  O'Connor  under  your  charge.  He  has  just  arrived  from 
the  north,  and  was  present  at  the  battle  of  Corunna.  He  was 
on  Brigadier  Fane's  staff.  As  at  present  he  is  unattached  I 
shall  put  him  down  in  orders  to-morrow  as  an  extra  aide-de 
camp  on  my  staff.  He  will  be  leaving  to-morrow  for  the  northern 
frontier.  I  wish  you  to  see  if  you  cannot  get  him  an  undress 
uniform.  He  belongs  to  the  infantry.  I  will  give  you  an 
order  on  the  paymaster,  Mr.  O'Connor,  to  honour  your  draft 
for  any  amount  that  you  may  need.  I  dare  say  you  are  in 
arrears  of  pay." 

"  Yes,  Sir  John.     I  have  drawn  nothing  since  we  marched 
from  Torres  Vedras  in  October." 


CHAPTER  XII. 

A    DANGEROUS    MISSION. 

CAPTAIN  NELSON  at  once  took  Terence  under  his  charge. 
\J  "  You  certainly  look  as  if  you  wanted  a  new  uniform," 
he  said.  "You  must  have  had  an  awfully  rough  time  of  it. 
If  only  for  the  sake  of  policy,  we  ought  to  get  you  into  a  new 
one  as  soon  as  possible,  for  the  very  sight  of  yours  would  be 
likely  to  demoralize  the  whole  division  by  affording  a  painful 
example  of  what  they  might  expect  on  a  campaign." 

Terence  laughed.  "I  know  I  look  a  perfect  scarecrow. 
Do  you  think  that  you  can  find  me  something  ?  I  really  don't 
know  what  I  should  have  done  if  I  had  not  had  my  greatcoat, 
for  I  could  never  have  ventured  to  walk  through  the  street 
from  the  little  inn  where  I  put  up  my  horse,  if  I  could  not 
have  hidden  myself  in  it." 

"  I  can,  fortunately,  put  you  in  the  right  way  without  diffi 
culty.  There  is  a  man  here  who  has  made  a  business  of 
buying  up  uniforms.  I  believe  he  sends  most  of  them  to 
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England,  where  they  would  certainly  fetch  a  good  deal  more 
than  he  gave  for  them;  but  I  know  that  he  keeps  a  stock  by 
him,  for  there  is  a  constant  demand.  The  work  out  in  the 
country  here  does  for  a  uniform  in  no  time,  and  many  men 
who,  before  marching  for  the  frontier,  parted  with  all  their 
extra  kit  for  a  song,  are  glad  enough  to  write  to  him  for  a 
fresh  outfit  at  three  times  the  price  he  gave  them  two  or  three 
months  before." 

"  I  wonder  they  don't  send  their  surplus  outfit  back  to  Eng. 
land  direct,"  Terence  said. 

"  Well,  you  see,  there  is  the  risk  of  the  things  being  lost  or 
stolen  on  the  way  home,  or  being  ruined  by  damp  before  they 
are  wanted  again.  Besides,  a  man  thinks  there  is  no  saying 
whether1  he  shall  ever  want  them  again,  or  how  long  the  war 
will  last,  and  is  glad  to  take  anything  he  can  get  to  save 
himself  any  further  bother  about  them." 

Terence  was  fortunate  in  being  able  to  buy  an  undress 
uniform  with  facings  similar  to  those  of  his  own  regiment,  and 
to  lay  in  a  stock  of  underclothes  at  a  very  much  lower  price 
than  he  could  have  purchased  them  for  even  at  home.  Before 
leaving  the  shop  he  put  on  his  new  uniform  and  left  the  old 
one  to  be  thrown  away. 

"Now,"  Captain  Nelson  said,  when  they  left  the  shop,  "it  is 
just  our  lunch  time.  You  must  come  with  me  and  tell  us  all 
about  your  wonderful  march  and  the  fight  at  the  end  of  it." 

"  I  was  going  doAvn  to  see  about  my  horse." 

"  Oh,  that  is  all  right!  I  sent  down  an  orderly  to  bring  him 
up  to  our  stables.  There,  this  is  where  we  mess,"  he  said, 
stopping  before  an  hotel.  "  We  find  it  much  more  comfortable 
than  having  it  in  a  room  at  head-quarters.  Besides,  one  gets 
away  from  duty  here.  Of  course,  the  chief  knows  where  we 
are,  and  can  send  for  us  if  we  are  wanted;  but  one  gets  off 
being  set  to  do  a  lot  of  office  work  in  the  evening,  and  we  find 
ourselves  much  more  free  and  comfortable  when  we  haven't 
got  two  or  three  of  the  big- wigs  of  the  staff.  So  they  have  a 
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little  mess  of  their  own  there,  and  we  have  a  room  kept  for 
ourselves  here." 

There  were  more  than  a  dozen  officers  assembled  when  the 
two  entered  the  room,  where  a  meal  was  laid;  for  Captain  Nel 
son  had  looked  into  the  hotel  for  a  moment  on  their  way  to 
the  tailor's,  to  tell  his  companions  who  Terence  was,  and  to  say 
that  he  should  bring  him  in  to  lunch.  They  had  told  some  of 
their  acquaintances.  Terence  was  introduced  all  round,  and  as 
soon  as  the  first  course  was  taken  off  the  table  he  was  asked 
many  questions  as  to  the  march  and  battle ;  and  by  the  time 
when,  an  hour  later,  the  party  broke  up,  they  had  learned  the 
leading  incidents  of  the  campaign. 

"You  may  guess  how  anxious  we  were  here,"  one  of  them 
said,  "when  Moore's  last  despatch  from  Salamanca  arrived, 
saying  that  he  intended  to  advance,  and  stating  his  reasons. 
Then  there  was  a  long  silence ;  all  sorts  of  rumours  reached  us. 
Some  said  that,  aided  by  a  great  Spanish  army,  he  had  over 
thrown  Napoleon,  and  had  entered  Madrid;  others,  again, 
stated  that  his  army  had  been  crushed,  and  he  with  the  sur 
vivors  were  prisoners,  and  were  on  their  way  to  the  frontier 
— in  fact,  we  had  no  certain  news  until  three  days  ago,  when 
we  heard  of  the  battle,  his  death,  and  the  embarkation  of  the 
army,  and  its  sailing  for  England.  The  last  was  a  terrible 
blunder." 

"Only  a  temporary  one,  I  should  think,"  Captain  Nelson 
said.  "From  Mr.  O'Connor's  account  of  the  state  of  the  army, 
I  should  think  that  it  is  just  as  well  that  they  should  have 
gone  home  to  obtain  an  entirely  new  rig-out;  there  would  be 
no  means  of  fitting  them  out  here.  A  fortnight  ought  to  be 
enough  to  set  them  up  in  all  respects,  and  as  we  certainly 
shall  not  be  able  to  march  for  another  month — 

"For  another  three  months,  you  mean,  Nelson." 

"  Well,  perhaps  for  another  three  months,  the  delay  will  not 
matter  material^." 

"  It  won't  matter  at  all  if  the  French  oblige  us  by  keeping 
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perfectly  quiet,  but  if  Soult  menaces  Portugal  with  invasion 
from  the  north,  Lapisse  from  the  centre,  and  Victor  from  the 
south,  we  may  have  to  defend  ourselves  here  in  Lisbon  before 
six  weeks  are  out." 

"  Personally,  I  should  not  be  sorry,"  another  said,  "  if  Soult 
does  invade  the  north  and  captures  Oporto,  hangs  the  bishop, 
and  all  the  Junta.  It  would  be  worth  ten  thousand  men  to  us, 
for  they  are  continually  at  mischief.  They  do  nothing  them 
selves,  and  thwart  all  our  efforts.  They  are  worse  than  the 
Junta  here, — if  that  is  possible,- — and  they  have  excited  the 
peasants  so  much  against  us  that  they  desert  in  thousands  as 
fast  as  they  are  collected,  while  the  population  here  hate  us, 
I  believe,  quite  as  much  as  they  hate  the  French.  But  why 
they  should  do  so  Heaven  knows,  when  we  have  spent  more 
money  in  Portugal  than  the  whole  country  contained  before 
we  came  here." 

After  the  party  had  broken  up,  Captain  Nelson  took  Terence 
to  Mr.  Villiers,  Avho,  on  reading  the  general's  letter  and  hearing 
from  Terence  how  Romana  was  situated,  at  once  said  that  he 
would  hand  over  to  him  20,000  dollars  to  take  to  the  Spanish 
general. 

.  "  How  am  I  to  carry  it,  sir  ?  It  will  be  of  considerable 
weight  if  it  is  in  silver." 

"  I  will  obtain  for  you  four  good  mules/'  Mr.  Villiers  said, 
"  and  an  escort  of  twelve  Portuguese  cavalry  under  an  officer." 

'•'  May  I  ask,  sir,  that  the  money  shall  be  packed  in  ammu 
nition-boxes,  and  that  no  one  except  the  officer  shall  know  that 
these  contain  anything  but  ammunition?" 

"  You  have  no  great  faith  in  Portuguese  honesty,  Mr. 
O'Connor." 

"  As  to  their  honesty  as  a  general  thing,  sir,  I  express  no 
opinion,"  Terence  said  bluntly;  "as  to  the  honesty  of  their 
political  partisans,  I  have  not  a  shadow  of  belief.  Moreover, 
there  is  no  love  lost  between  them  and  the  Spaniards,  and 
though  possibly  money  for  any  of  the  Portuguese  leaders 
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might  be  allowed  to  pass  untouched  by  others — and  even  of  this 
I  have  great  doubt — I  feel  convinced  that  none  of  them  would 
allow  it  to  go  out  of  the  country  for  the  use  of  the  Spaniards 
if  they  could  lay  hold  of  it  by  the  way." 

"  Those  being  your  sentiments,  sir,  I  think  that  it  is  a  pity 
the  duty  is  not  intrusted  to  some  officer  of  broader  views." 

"  I  doubt  whether  you  would  find  one,  sir;  especially  if  he 
has,  like  myself,  been  three  or  four  months  in  the  country.  I 
have  simply  accepted  the  duty,  and  not  sought  it,  and  should 
gladly  be  relieved  of  it.  General  Romana  sent  me  here  with  a 
despatch,  and  it  is  my  duty,  unless  General  Cradock  chooses 
another  messenger,  to  carry  back  the  reply,  and  anything  else 
with  which  I  may  be  intrusted.  I  have  for  the  past  three 
months  been  incessantly  engaged  on  arduous  and  fatiguing 
duty.  I  have  ridden  for  the  last  nine  days  by  some  of  the  worst 
roads  to  be  found  in  any  part  of  the  world,  I  should  say,  and 
have  before  me  the  same  journey.  Besides,  if  I  receive  the 
general's  orders  to  that  effect,  I  may  have  to  stay  with  the 
Spanish  general,  and  in  that  case  shall,  I  am  sure,  be  con 
stantly  upon  the  move,  and  that  among  wild  mountains.  If 
this  treasure  is  handed  over  to  me  I  shall  certainly  do  my 
best  to  take  it  safely,  and  to  defend  it,  if  necessary,  with  my 
life;  but  it  is  assuredly  a  duty  of  which  I  would  gladly  be 
relieved.  But  that,  sir,  it  seems  to  me,  is  a  question  solely 
for  the  commander-in-chief." 

Mr.  Villiers  gazed  in  angry  surprise  at  the  young  ensign; 
then  thinking  perhaps  that  he  would  put  himself  in  the  wrong, 
and  as  his  interferences  in  military  matters  with  Sir  John 
Cradock  had  not  met  with  the  success  he  desired  for  them,  he 
checked  the  words  that  rose  to  his  lips,  and  said  shortly:  "The 
convoy  will  be  ready  to  start  from  the  treasury  at  daybreak 
to-morrow." 

"I  shall  be  there, — if  so  commanded  by  General  Cradock." 

As  soon  as  they  had  left  the  house  Captain  Nelson  burst  into 
a  shout  of  laughter. 
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"What  is  it?"  Terence  asked  in  surprise. 

"  I  would  not  have  missed  that  for  twenty  pounds,  O'Connor; 
it  is  the  first  bit  of  real  amusement  I  have  had  since  I  landed. 
To  see  Villiers, — who  regards  himself  as  the  greatest  man 
in  the  country,  who  not  only  thinks  that  he  regulates  every 
political  intrigue  in  Spain  and  Portugal,  but  assumes  to  have 
the  direction  of  every  military  movement  also,  and  tries  to 
dictate  to  the  general  on  purely  military  matters, — quietly 
cheeked  by  an  ensign,  is  the  best  thing  I  ever  saw." 

"But  he  has  nothing  to  do  with  military  matters,  has  he?" 

"  No  more  than  that  mule-driver  there,  but  he  thinks  he  has; 
and  yet,  even  in  his  own  political  line  he  is  the  most  ill-in 
formed  and  gullible  of  fools,  even  among  the  mass  of  incom 
petent  agents  who  have  done  their  utmost  to  ruin  every  plan 
that  has  been  formed.  I  doubt  whether  he  has  ever  been  cor 
rect  in  a  single  statement  that  he  has  made,  and  am  quite  sure 
that  every  prophecy  he  has  ventured  upon  has  been  falsified, 
every  negotiation  he  has  entered  into  has  failed,  and  every 
report  sent  home  to  government  is  useful  only  if  it  is  assumed 
to  be  wrong  in  every  particular;  and  yet  the  man  is  so  puffed 
up  with  pride  and  arrogance  that  he  is  well-nigh  insupportable. 
The  Spaniards  have  fooled  him  to  the  top  of  their  bent;  it  has 
paid  them  to  do  so.  Through  his  representations  the  ministry 
at  home  have  distributed  millions  among  them.  Arms  enough 
have  been  sent  to  furnish  nearly  every  able-bodied  man  in 
Spain,  and  harm  rather  than  good  has  come  of  it.  Still,  he  is 
a  very  great  man,  and  our  generals  are  obliged  to  treat  him 
with  the  greatest  civility,  and  to  pretend  to  give  grave  con 
sideration  to  the  plans  that,  if  they  emanated  from  any  other 
man,  would  be  considered  as  proofs  that  he  was  only  fit  for  a 
mad-house.  And  to  see  you  looking  calmly  in  his  face  and 
announcing  your  views  of  the  Spanish  and  Portuguese  was 
delightful."  And  Captain  Nelson  again  burst  into  laughter  at 
the  recollection. 

Terence  joined  in  the  laugh.    "  I  had  no  intention  of  offend- 
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ing  him,"  "he  said.  "Of  course  I  have  often  heard  how  he  was 
pressing  General  Moore  to  march  into  Spain,  and  promising 
that  he  should  be  met  by  immense  armies  that  were  eager  and 
ready  to  drive  the  French  out  of  that  country,  and  were  only 
waiting  for  his  coming  to  set  about  doing  so.  I  know  that  the 
brigadier  and  his  staff  used  to  talk  about  what  they  called 
Villiers'  phantom  armies,  but  as  I  only  said  what  everyone 
says  who  has  been  in  Spain,  it  never  struck  me  that  I  was 
likely  to  give  him  serious  offence." 

"  And  if  you  had  thought  so,  I  don't  suppose  it  would  have 
made  any  difference,  O'Connor." 

"I  don't  suppose  it  would,"  Terence  admitted;  "and  per 
haps  it  will  do  him  good  to  hear  a  straightforward  opinion  for 
once." 

"  It  will  certainly  do  him  no  harm.  Now,  you  had  better 
tell  the  chief  that  you  are  to  have  the  money.  I  should  think 
that  he  will  probably  send  a  trooper  with  you  as  your  orderly. 
Certainly  he  has  no  reason  to  have  a  higher  opinion  of  the 
Portuguese  than  you  have." 

"I  will  go  back  with  you,  Captain  Nelson;  but  as  you  were 
present  will  you  kindly  tell  the  general.  I  don't  like  bother 
ing  him." 

"  Certainly,  if  you  wish  it." 

On  arriving  at  head-quarters  Terence  sat  down  in  the  ante 
room  and  took  up  an  English  paper,  as  he  had  heard  no  home 
news  for  the  last  three  months.  Presently  Captain  Nelson  came 
out  from  the  general's  room  and  beckoned  to  him.  He  followed 
him  in.  Four  or  five  officers  of  rank  were  with  the  general, 
and  all  were  looking  greatly  amused  when  he  entered. 

"  So  you  have  succeeded  in  obtaining  money  for  Romana," 
the  general  said. 

"Yes,  sir,  there  was  no  difficulty  about  it.  Mr.  Villiers 
asked  me  a  few  questions  as  to  the  situation  on  the  frontier, 
and  at  once  said  that  I  should  have  £5000  to  take  him." 

"Captain  Nelson  tells  us  that  you  were  unwise  enough  to 
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express  an  opinion  as  to  the  honesty  of  the  Portuguese  escort 
that  he  proposed  to  send  with  you." 

"  I  said  what  I  thought,  General,  and  had  no  idea  that  Mr. 
Villiers  would  take  it  as  an  offence,  as  he  seemed  to." 

"  Well,  he  has  his  own  notions  on  these  things,  you  see,"  the 
general  said  dryly,  "and  they  do  not  exactly  coincide  with  our 
experience;  but  then  Mr.  Villiers  claims  to  understand  these 
people  more  thoroughly  than  we  can  do." 

Terence  was  silent  for  a  moment.  "I  only  went  by  what  I 
have  seen,  you  know,"  he  said  after  a  pause,  "and  certainly 
had  no  intention  of  angering  Mr.  Villiers.  But  it  seemed  to 
me  that,  as  I  was  responsible  for  taking  this  money  to  Eomana, 
it  was  my  duty  to  suggest  a  precaution  that  appeared  to  me 
necessary." 

"  Quite  right !  quite  right !  and  it  is  just  as  well,  perhaps,  that 
Mr.  Villiers  should  occasionally  hear  the  opinions  of  officers  of 
the  army  frankly  expressed.  Certainly  I  think  that  the  pre 
caution  you  suggested  was  a  wise  one,  and  if  Mr.  Villiers  does 
not  do  so,  I  will  see  that  it  is  carried  out. 

"  I  have  asked  Captain  Nelson  to  go  with  you,  taking  the 
treasure,  to  the  barracks  and  see  that  the  money  is  taken  out 
of  the  cases  and  repacked  in  ammunition-boxes.  It  would  be 
unwise  in  the  extreme  to  tempt  the  cupidity  of  any  wandering 
parties  that  you  might  fall  in  with,  by  the  sight  of  treasure- 
cases.  Your  suggestion  quite  justifies  the  opinion  that  I  had 
formed  of  }<ou  from  the  brief  narrative  that  you  gave  me  of 
the  battle  of  Corunna.  For  the  present,  gentlemen,  I  have 
appointed  Mr.  O'Connor  as  an  extra  aide-de-camp  on  my  staff. 
He  served  in  that  capacity  with  Brigadier-general  Fane  from 
the  time  that  the  troops  marched  from  here,  which  is  in  itself 
a  guarantee  that  he  must,  in  the  opinion  of  that  general,  be 
thoroughly  fit  for  the  work. 

"  I  think,  Mr.  O'Connor,  that,  going  as  you  will  as  an  officer 
on  my  staff,  it  is  best  that  you  should  be  accompanied  by  a 
couple  of  troopers,  and  I  have  just  spoken  to  Colonel  Gibbons, 
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who  will  detach  two  of  his  best  men  for  that  service.  In 
addition  to  your  being  in  charge  of  the  treasure,  you  will 
also  carry  a  despatch  from  myself  to  General  Romana,  with 
suggestions  as  to  his  co-operation  in  harassing  the  advance  of 
the  French.  I  will  not  detain  you  further  now.  Don't  forget 
the  dinner  hour." 

A  large  party  sat  down  to  table.  There  were  the  officers 
Terence  had  seen  there  in  the  afternoon,  and  several  colonels 
and  heads  of  departments  of  the  army,  and  Terence,  although 
not  shy  by  nature,  felt  a  good  deal  embarrassed  when,  as  soon 
as  the  meal  was  concluded,  several  maps  were,  by  the  general's 
orders,  placed  upon  the  table,  and  he  was  asked  to  give  as 
full  an  account  as  he  was  able  of  the  events  that  had  happened 
from  the  time  General  Moore  marched  with  his  army  from 
Salamanca,  and  so  cut  himself  off  from  all  communication. 

It  was  well  that  Terence  had  paid  great  attention  to  the 
conversations  between  General  Fane  and  the  officers  of  the 
brigade  staff,  had  studied  the  maps,  and  had  made  himself, 
as  far  as  he  could,  master  of  the  details  of  the  movements  of 
the  various  divisions,  and  had  gathered  from  Fane's  remarks 
a  fair  knowledge  of  General  Moore's  objects  arid  intentions. 
Therefore,  when  he  had  overcome  his  first  embarrassment,  he 
was  able  to  give  a  clear  and  lucid  account  of  the  campaign,  and 
of  the  difficulties  that  Moore  had  encountered  and  overcome  in 
the  course  of  his  retreat.  The  officers  followed  his  account 
upon  the  maps,  asked  occasional  questions,  and  showed  great 
interest  in  his  description  of  the  battle. 

When  he  had  done  Sir  John  Cradock  said:  "I  am  sure, 
gentlemen,  that  you  all  agree  with  me  that  Mr.  O'Connor  has 
given  us  a  singularly  clear  and  lucid  account  of  the  operations 
of  the  army,  and  that  it  is  most  creditable  that  so  young  an 
officer  should  have  posted  himself  up  so  thoroughly,  not  only 
in  the  details  of  the  work  of  his  own  brigade,  but  in  the  general 
plans  of  the  campaign  and  the  movements  of  the  various  divi 
sions  of  the  army." 
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There  were  also  hearty  compliments  from  all  the  officers 
as  they  rose  from  the  table. 

"I  doubt  indeed,  Sir  John,"  one  of  them  said,  "whether  we 
should  ever  have  got  so  clear  an  account  as  that  he  has  given, 
from  the  official  despatches.  I  own  that  I,  for  one,  have  never 
fully  understood  what  seemed  a  hopeless  incursion  into  the 
enemy's  country,  and  I  cannot  too  much  admire  the  daring 
of  its  conception.  As  to  the  success  which  has  attended  it 
there  can  be  no  doubt,  for  it  completely  paralysed  the  march 
of  the  French  armies,  and  has  given  ample  time  to  the 
southern  provinces  of  Spain  to  place  themselves  in  a  position 
of  defence.  If  they  have  not  taken  advantage  of  the  breathing 
time  so  given  them  it  is  their  fault,  and  in  no  way  detracts 
from  the  chivalrous  enterprise  of  Moore." 

"No,  indeed,"  Sir  John  agreed;  "the  conception  was  truly 
an  heroic  one,  and  one  that  required  no  less  self-sacrifice  than 
daring.  There  are  few  generals  who  would  venture  on  an 
advance  when  certain  that  it  must  be  followed  by  a  retreat, 
and  that  at  best  he  could  but  hope  to  escape  from  a  terrible 
disaster.  It  is  true  that  he  gained  a  victory  which,  under  the 
circumstances,  was  a  most  glorious  one,  but  this  was  the  effect 
of  accident  rather  than  design.  Had  the  fleet  been  in  Corunna 
when  he  arrived,  he  would  have  embarked  at  once,  and  in  that 
case  he  would  have  been  attacked  with  ferocity  by  politicians 
at  home,  and  would  have  been  accused  of  sacrificing  a  portion 
of  his  army  on  an  enterprise  that  everyone  could  have  seen 
was  ordained  to  be  a  failure  before  it  commenced." 

"  Did  you  know  General  Fane  personally  before  you  were 
appointed  to  his  staff?" 

"  No,  General ;  he  commanded  the  brigade  of  which  my 
regiment  formed  part,  and  of  course  I  knew  him  by  sight,  but 
I  had  never  had  the  honour  of  exchanging  a  word  with  him." 

"  Then,  may  I  ask  why  you  were  appointed  to  his  staff,  Mr. 
O'Connor?" 

Terence  hesitated.     There  was  nothing  he  disliked  more 
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than  talking  of  what  he  himself  had  done.  "  It  was  a  sort  of 
accident,  General." 

"  How  an  accident,  Mr.  O'Connor?  Your  conduct  must  have 
attracted  his  attention  in  some  way." 

"It  was  an  accident,  sir,"  Terence  said  reluctantly,  "that 
General  Fane  happened  to  be  on  board  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley's 
ship  at  Vigo  when  my  colonel  went  there  to  make  a  report  of 
some  circumstances  that  occurred  on  the  voyage." 

"Well,  what  were  these  circumstances?"  the  general  asked. 
"  You  have  shown  us  that  you  have  the  details  of  a  campaign  at 
your  finger  ends,  surely  you  must  be  able  to  tell  us  what  those 
circumstances  were  that  so  interested  General  Fane  that  he 
selected  you  to  fill  a  vacancy  on  his  staff." 

Terence  felt  that  there  was  no  escape,  and  related  as  briefly 
as  he  could  the  account  of  the  engagement  with  the  two 
privateers,  and  of  their  narrow  escape  of  being  captured  by  a 
French  frigate. 

"  That  is  a  capital  account,  Mr.  O'Connor,"  Sir  John  Cradock 
said  smiling,  as  he  brought  it  to  a  conclusion.  "  But,  so  far,  I 
fail  to  see  your  particular  share  in  the  matter." 

"  My  share  was  very  small,  sir." 

"  I  think  I  can  fill  up  the  facts  that  Mr.  O'Connor's  modesty 
has  prevented  him  from  stating,"  one  of  the  officers  said.  "  It 
happened  that  before  we  sailed  from  Ireland  six  weeks  ago,  an 
officer  of  the  Mayo  Fusiliers,  who  had  been  invalided  home 
in  consequence  of  a  wound,  dined  at  our  mess,  and  he  told  the 
story  very  much  as  Mr.  O'Connor  has  told  it,  but  he  added  the 
details  that  Mr.  O'Connor  has  omitted.  He  stated  that  really 
the  escape  of  the  wing  of  the  regiment  was  entirely  due  to  an 
ensign  who  had  recently  joined — a  son  of  one  of  the  captains  of 
the  regiment.  He  said  that  in  the  first  place,  when  the  cannon 
were  found  to  be  so  honeycombed  with  rust  that  it  would 
have  been  madness  to  attempt  to  fire  them,  this  young  officer 
suggested  that  they  should  be  bound  round  with  rope  just  like 
the  handle  of  a  cricket  bat.  This  suggestion  was  adopted, 
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and  they  were  therefore  able  to  pour  in  the  broadside  that 
crippled  the  lugger  and  brought  her  sails  down,  leaving  her 
helpless  under  the  musketry  fire  of  the  troops.  In  the  second 
place,  when  the  ship  was  being  pounded  by  the  other  privateer 
without  being  able  to  make  any  reply,  and  must  shortly  have 
either  sunk  or  surrendered,  this  young  officer  suggested  to  one 
of  the  captains  that  the  lugger,  lying  helpless  alongside,  should 
be  boarded,  and  her  guns  turned  on  the  brig,  a  suggestion  that 
led  not  only  to  the  saving  of  the  ship,  but  the  capture  of  the 
brig  itself. 

"Lastly,  when  the  French  frigate  hove  in  sight,  the  troops 
were  transferred  to  the  two  prizes,  and  were  about  to  make  off, 
in  which  case  one  of  them  would  almost  certainly  have  been 
captured.  He  suggested  that  they  should  hoist  French  colours, 
and  that  both  should  be  set  to  work  to  transfer  some  of  the 
stores  from  the  ship  to  the  privateers.  This  suggestion  was 
adopted,  with  the  result  that  on  the  frigate  approaching  and 
seeing,  as  was  supposed,  two  French  privateers  engaged  in 
rifling  a  prize,  she  continued  on  her  way  without  troubling  her 
self  further  about  them.  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  issued  a  most 
laudatory  notice  of  Mr.  O'Connor's  conduct  in  general  orders." 

Most  of  those  present  remembered  seeing  the  order  now  that 
it  was  mentioned,  and  the  general,  turning  to  Terence,  who 
was  colouring  scarlet  with  embarrassment  and  confusion,  said 
kindly : 

"  You  see  we  have  got  at  it  after  all,  Mr.  O'Connor.  I  am 
glad  that  it  came  from  another  source,  for  I  do  not  suppose 
that  we  should  have  got  all  the  facts  from  you,  even  by  cross- 
questioning.  You  may  think,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  you 
do  think,  that  you  received  more  credit  than  you  deserved  for 
what  you  consider  were  merely  ideas  that  struck  you  at  the 
moment;  but  such  is  not  my  opinion,  nor  that,  I  am  sure,  of 
the  other  officers  present.  The  story  which  we  have  just  heard 
of  you,  and  the  account  that  you  have  given  of  the  campaign, 
afford  great  promise,  I  may  almost  say  a  certainty,  of  your 
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attaining,  if  you  are  spared,  high  eminence  in  your  profes 
sion. 

"  Your  narrative  showed  that  you  are  painstaking,  accurate, 
and  intelligent.  The  facts  that  we  have  just  heard  prove  you 
to  be  exceptionally  quick  in  conceiving  ideas,  cool  in  action, 
and  able  to  think  of  the  right  thing  at  the  right  time — all 
qualities  that  are  requisite  for  a  great  commander.  I  warmly 
congratulate  you,  that  at  the  very  commencement  of  your 
career  you  should  have  had  the  opportunity  afforded  you  for 
showing  that  you  possess  these  qualities,  and  of  gaining  the 
warm  approbation  of  men  very  much  older  than  yourself,  and 
all  of  wide  experience  in  their  profession.  I  am  sorry  now  that 
you  are  starting  to-morrow  on  what  I  cannot  but  consider  a 
useless,  as  well  as  a  somewhat  dangerous  undertaking.  I  should 
have  been  glad  to  have  utilized  your  services  at  once,  and  only 
hope  that  you  will  ere  long  rejoin  us." 

So  saying  he  rose.  The  hour  was  late,  for  Terence's  de 
scription  of  the  campaign  and  battle  had  necessarily  been  a 
very  long  one,  and  the  party  at  once  broke  up,  all  the  officers 
present  shaking  the  lad  warmly  by  the  hand. 

"  Ytfu  are  a  lucky  fellow,  O'Connor,"  Captain  Nelson  said  as 
he  accompanied  him  to  his  room,  in  which  a  second  bed  had 
been  set  up  for  the  young  ensign's  accommodation.  "  You  will 
certainly  get  on  after  this.  There  were  a  dozen  colonels  and  two 
generals  of  brigade  among  the  party,  and  I  fancy  that  there  is 
not  one  of  them  that  will  not  bear  you  in  mind  and  say  a  good 
word  for  you  if  opportunity  occurs,  and  Sir  John  himself  is 
sure  to  push  you  on.  I  should  say  that  not  an  officer  of  your 
rank  in  the  army  has  such  good  chances,  and  you  look  such  a 
lad  too.  You  did  not  show  it  so  much  when  you  first  arrived, 
of  course  you  were  fagged  and  travel-stained  then,  but  now 
I  should  not  take  you  for  more  than  seventeen.  Indeed,  I 
suppose  you  are  not,  as  you  only  joined  the  service  six  months 
ago." 

"No;  I  am  not  more  than  seventeen,"  Terence  said  quietly, 
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not  thinking  it  necessary  to  state  that  he  wanted  a  good  many 
months  yet  to  that  age,  for  to  do  so  would  provoke  questions 
as  to  how  he  obtained  his  commission  before  he  was  sixteen. 
"  But,  you  see,  I  have  had  a  good  many  advantages.  I  was 
brought  up  in  barracks,  and  I  suppose  that  sharpens  one's  wits 
a  bit.  When  I  was  quite  a  young  boy  I  used  to  be  a  good 
deal  with  the  junior  officers;  of  course,  that  made  me  older  in 
my  ideas  than  I  should  have  been  if  I  had  always  associated 
with  boys  of  my  own  age.  Still  it  has  been  all  luck,  and 
though  Sir  John  was  kind  enough  to  speak  very  warmly  about 
it,  I  really  can't  see  that  I  have  done  anything  out  of  the  way." 

"Luck  comes  to  a  good  many  fellows,  O'Connor,  but  it  is 
not  every  one  who  has  the  quickness  to  make  the  most  of  the 
opportunity.  You  may  say  that  they  are  only  ideas ;  but  you 
see  you  had  three  valuable  ideas,  and  none  of  your  brother 
officers  had  them,  and  you  cannot  deny  that  your  brains  worked 
more  quickly  than  those  of  the  others. 

"  Well,  we  may  as  well  turn-in  at  once,  as  we  have  all  got 
to  be  up  before  daylight.  I  am  very  glad  that  Sir  John  has 
given  you  a  couple  of  troopers.  It  will  make  you  feel  a  good 
deal  more  comfortable  anyhow,  even  if  you  don't  get  into  any 
adventure  where  their  aid  may  be  of  vital  importance." 

"It  will,  indeed;  alone  I  should  have  very  little  influence 
with  the  Portuguese  guard.  These  might  be  perfectly  honest 
themselves,  but  they  might  not  be  at  all  disposed  to  risk  their 
lives  by  offering  any  opposition  to  any  band  that  might  demand 
the  ammunition  they  would  believe  were  in  the  cases.  I  was 
twice  stopped  by  bands  of  scantily-armed  peasants  on  my  way 
down,  and  although  they  released  me  on  seeing  the  letter  that 
I  carried  to  the  general,  it  was  evident  that  they  felt  but  little 
good-will  towards  us,  and  had  I  had  anything  about  me  worth 
taking,  my  chance  of  reaching  Lisbon  would  have  been  small." 

"  The  Junta  of  Oporto  has  spared  no  pains  in  spreading  all 
sorts  of  atrocious  lies  against  us  ever  since  the  escort  of  the 
French  prisoners  interfered  to  save  them  from  the  fury  of  the 
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populace,  though  perhaps  the  peasants  in  this  part  of  the 
country  still  feel  grateful  to  us  for  having  delivered  them  from 
the  exactions  of  the  French. 

"In  the  north,  where  no  French  soldier  has  set  foot,  they 
have  been  taught  to  regard  us  as  enemies  to  be  dreaded  as 
much  as  the  French.  Up  to  the  present  time  all  the  orders 
for  the  raising  of  levies  have  been  disregarded  north  of  the 
Douro,  and  though  great  quantities  of  arms  have  been  sent  up 
to  Oporto,  I  doubt  whether  a  single  musket  has  been  distri 
buted  by  the  Junta.  That  fellow  Friere,  the  general  of  Avhat 
they  call  their  army,  is  as  bad  as  any  of  them.  I  hope  that  if 
Soult  comes  down  through  the  passes  he  will  teach  the  fellow 
and  his  patrons  a  wholesome  lesson." 

"  And  do  you  think  that  the  troops  here  will  march  north  to 
defend  Oporto?" 

"  I  should  hardly  think  that  there  is  a  chance  of  it.  Were 
our  force  to  do  so,  Lisbon  would  be  at  the  mercy  of  Victor 
and  of  the  army  corps  at  Salamanca.  Cuesta  is,  what  he  calls, 
watching  Victor.  He  is  one  of  the  most  obstinate  and  pig 
headed  of  all  the  generals.  Victor  will  crush  him  without 
difficulty,  and  could  be  at  Lisbon  long  before  we  could  get 
back  from  Oporto.  No,  Lisbon  is  the  key  of  the  situation; 
there  are  very  strong  positions  on  the  range  of  hills  between 
the  river  and  the  sea  at  Torres  Vedras,  which  could  be  held 
against  greatly  superior  forces.  The  town  itself  is  protected 
by  strong  forts,  which  have  been  greatly  strengthened  since 
we  came.  The  men-of-war  can  come  up  to  the  town,  aid  in 
its  defence,  and  bring  reinforcements;  and  provisions  can  be 
landed  at  all  times. 

"  The  loss  of  Lisbon  would  be  a  death-blow  to  Portuguese 
independence,  and  you  may  be  sure  that  the  ministry  at  home 
would  eagefly  seize  the  opportunity  of  abandoning  the  struggle 
here  altogether.  Do  you  know  that  at  the  present  moment, 
while  urging  Sir  John  Cradock  to  take  the  offensive  with 
only  15,000  men  against  the  whole  army  of  France  in  the 
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Peninsula,  they  have  had  the  folly  to  send  a  splendid  expedi 
tion  of  from  thirty  to  forty  thousand  good  troops  to  Holland, 
where  they  will  be  powerless  to  do  any  good,  while  their 
presence  here  would  be  simply  invaluable.  Well,  we  will  not 
enter  upon  that  subject  to-night;  the  folly  and  the  incapacity 
of  Mr.  Canning  and  his  crew  is  a  subject  that,  once  begun, 
would  keep  one  talking  until  morning." 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

AN   AWKWARD   POSITION. 

WHEN  Captain  Nelson  and  Terence  went  out  just  as  the 
morning  was  breaking  they  found  the  two  troopers 
waiting  in  the  street.  Each  held  a  spare  horse;  the  one  was 
that  upon  which  Terence  had  ridden  from  Coimbra,  the  other- 
was  a  fine  English  horse. 

"What  horse  is  this?"  Terence  asked. 

"It  is  a  present  to  you  from  Sir  John  Cradock,"  Captain 
Nelson  said.  "He  told  me  last  night  that  the  troopers  had 
been  ordered  to  ask  for  it  when  they  took  your  horse  this 
morning,  and  that  his  men  were  ordered  to  hand  it  over  to 
them.  He  wished  me  to  tell  you  that  he  had  pleasure  in  pre 
senting  the  horse  to  you  as  a  mark  of  his  great  satisfaction  at 
the  mariner  in  which  you  had  mastered  the  military  details  of 
Sir  John  Moore's  expedition,  and  the  clearness  with  which  you 
had  explained  them." 

"  I  am  indeed  greatly  obliged  to  the  general;  it  is  most  kind 
of  him,"  Terence  said.  "  Will  you  please  express  my  thanks 
to  him  in  a  proper  way,  Captain  Nelson." 

They  rode  to  the  Treasury,  where  they  found  the  Portu 
guese  escort,  with  the  mules,  waiting  them.  The  officer  in 
charge  of  the  Treasury  was  already  there,  and  admitted  the 
two  officers. 
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"  I  have  packed  the  money  in  ammunition-boxes,"  he  said. 
"  I  received  instructions  from  Mr.  Villiers  to  do  so." 

"  It  is  evident  that  your  words  had  some  effect,  Mr.  O'Con 
nor,"  Captain  Nelson  said  aside  to  Terence.  "  I  suppose  that 
when  he  thought  it  over  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  after  all 
your  suggestions  were  prudent  ones,  and  that  it  would  add 
to  the  chance  of  the  money  reaching  Romana  were  he  to 
adopt  it." 

"  I  am  glad  that  he  did  so,  for  had  the  money  been  placed 
in  the  ordinary  chests  and  then  brought  to  the  barracks  to  be 
packed  in  ammunition-cases,  the  Portuguese  troopers  would  all 
have  been  sure  of  the  nature  of  the  contents;  whereas  now, 
whatever  they  may  suspect,  they  cannot  be  sure  about  it, 
because  there  is  a  large  amount  of  ammunition  stored  in  the 
same  building." 

Some  of  the  guard  stationed  in  the  Treasury  carried  the 
chests  out,  and  assisted  the  muleteers  to  lash  them  in  their 
places. 

"  I  cannot  thank  you  too  warmly,  Captain  Nelson,  for  the 
kindness  that  you  have  shown  me,"  Terence  said. 

"  Not  at  all,"  that  officer  replied.  "  I  simply  carried  out  the 
general's  orders,  and  the  duty  has  been  a  very  pleasant  one. 
No,  I  don't  think  I  would  mount  that  horse  if  I  were  you,"  he 
went  on  as  Terence  walked  towards  his  acquisition.  "  I  would 
have  him  led  as  far  as  Coimbra,  while  you  ride  the  horse  you 
borrowed  there,  then  he  will  be  fresh  for  the  further  journey." 

"  That  would  be  the  best  way,  no  doubt,  though  our  stages 
must  all  be  comparatively  short  ones,  owing  to  our  having 
mules  with  us." 

"  I  should  not  press  them  if  I  were  you.  I  don't  suppose 
that  it  will  make  much  difference  whether  Romana  gets  the 
money  a  few  days  sooner  or  later." 

"None  whatever,  T  should  say,"  Terence  laughed  as  he 
mounted  his  horse.  "  Still,  I  do  think  that  he  will  be  able  to 
gather  a  mob  of  peasants.  Of  course,  being  almost  without  arms 
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they  will  be  of  no  use  whatever  for  fighting,  but  still  they  may 
harass  Soult's  communications,  cut  off  stragglers,  and  compel 
him  to  move  slowly  and  cautiously." 

Terence  now  saluted  the  Portuguese  officer,  who  said  as  he 
returned  the  salute: 

"My  name,  seiior,  is  Juan  Herrara." 

"  And  mine  is  Terence  O'Connor,  senor.  Our  journey  will 
be  a  somewhat  long  one  together,  and  I  hope  that  we  shall 
meet  with  no  adventures  or  accidents  by  the  way." 

"  I  hope  not,  senor.  My  instructions  are  simple,  I  am  to  place 
myself  under  your  orders,  and  to  convey  eight  cases  of  ammu 
nition  to  the  northern  frontier,  and  to  follow  the  routes  that 
you  may  point  out.  I  was  ordered  also  to  pick  the  men  who 
are  to  form  the  escort.  I  have  done  so,  and  I  think  I  can 
answer  that  they  can  be  relied  upon  to  do  their  duty  under 
all  circumstances." 

Terence  now  turned,  and  with  a  hearty  farewell  to  Captain 
Nelson  rode  on  by  the  side  of  Lieutenant  Herrara.  The  two 
British  troopers  followed  them,  the  four  mules  with  their 
two  muleteers  kept  close  behind,  and  the  twelve  Portuguese 
troopers  brought  up  the  rear. 

"  It  is  a  strong  escort  for  four  mules  carrying  ammunition," 
the  Portuguese  officer  said  with  a  smile. 

"It  may  seem  so,"  Terence  laughed,  "but  you  see  the 
country,  especially  north  of  the  Douro,  is  greatly  disturbed." 

"Very  much  so,  and  I  think  that  the  precaution  that  has  been 
taken  is  a  very  wise  one.  I  have  been  informed  what  is 
really  in  the  cases.  Were  I  going  by  myself  with  a  sergeant  and 
twelve  men,  I  should  say  that  to  put  the  money  in  ammu 
nition-cases  was  not  only  absolutely  useless  but  dangerous,  the 
disproportion  between  the  force  and  the  value  of  the  ammu 
nition  would  be  so  great  that  it  would  attract  attention  at 
once,  but  as  you  are  with  us  it  is  more  likely  to  pass  without 
observation.  You  are  an  officer  on  the  staff  of  the  English 
general.  You  have  your  own  two  orderlies,  and,  as  you  are 
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carrying  despatches,  it  is  considered  necessary  that  you  should 
have  an  escort  of  our  people.  The  cases  in  that  event  would 
seem  to  be  of  little  importance,  but  to  be  simply  travelling 
with  us  to  have  the  advantage  of  the  protection  of  our  escort." 

"You  are  quite  right,  Seiior  Herrara,  and  it  would  have 
been  vastly  better  had  the  money  been  stowed  in  sacks  filled 
up  with  grain,  then  they  could  follow  a  short  distance  behind 
us,  and  it  would  seem  that  they  were  simply  carrying  forage 
for  our  use  on  the  road." 

"  That  would  have  been  very  much  better,  senor.  You  might 
have  it  done  at  Torres  Vedras." 

"  The  money  is  in  bags,  each  containing  two  hundred  dollars. 
There  will  be  no  trouble  in  transferring  them  to  sacks  filled 
with  plenty  of  forage.  Two  of  your  soldiers  have  behind  them 
a  bundle  or  two  of  faggots,  a  basket  of  fowls,  and  other 
matters;  these  can  be  piled  on  the  top  of  the  sacks,  so  that  the 
fact  that  the  principal  load  was  forage  would  hardly  be  noticed. 
You  might  mention  to  the  muleteers  that  I  thought  that  it 
would  be  a  considerable  saving  of  weight  if  we  used  sacks 
instead  of  those  heavy  cases,  and  that  the  ammunition  would 
travel  just  as  well  in  the  one  as  the  other.  We  must  arrange 
so  that  the  muleteers  do  not  suspect  anything." 

"As  a  rule,"  Herrara  said,  "they  are  very  trustworthy. 
There  is  scarcely  a  case  known  in  which  they  have  stolen  goods 
intrusted  to  them,  however  valuable;  but  it  would  be  easy  to 
place  a  few  packets  of  ammunition  in  the  mouth  of  each  sack, 
and  call  them  in  to  cord  them  up  firmly.  The  sight  of  the  am 
munition  would  go  far  to  lessen  any  suspicions  they  might  have." 

They  reached  Torres  Vedras  that  night.  Terence  spoke  to 
the  officer  in  command  there  and  was  furnished  with  the  sacks 
he  required,  and  enough  forage  to  fill  them.  The  boxes  were 
put  into  a  room  in  the  barracks,  and  here  Terence,  with  his 
two  orderlies,  opened  the  cases  and  transferred  the  bags  of 
money  to  the  centre  of  the  sacks.  Two  or  three  dozen  packets 
of  ammunition  were  obtained,  and  a  few  put  into  the  mouths 
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of  the  sacks.  These  were  left  open,  and  the  room  locked  up, 
two  of  the  Portuguese  soldiers  being  placed  on  guard  before 
it.  Terence  and  Lieutenant  Herrara  were  invited  to  dine 
at  mess  and  had  quarters  assigned  to  them,  and  Terence,  after 
dinner  again,  but  much  more  briefly  than  before,  gave  the 
officers  at  the  station  a  sketch  of  the  retreat  and  battle. 

The  next  morning  the  muleteers  were  called  in  to  fasten  up 
the  sacks.  At  the  suggestion  of  the  officer  in  command  a  tent 
was  also  taken. 

"You  may  want  it  badly  before  you  are  done,"  he  said.  "  If 
I  were  you  I  should  always  have  it  pitched,  except  when  you 
are  at  a  village,  for  you  can  have  the  sacks  in  as  beds,  and  so 
keep  them  under  your  eye;  and  if,  as  you  tell  me,  you  are 
giving  out  that  they  contain  ammunition,  it  would  seem  but 
a  natural  step,  as  you  are  so  able  to  keep  it  dry." 

The  mules  looked  more  heavily  laden  than  upon  the  preceding 
day,  but  they  were  carrying  no  heavier  burden,  for  the  weight 
of  the  tent,  its  poles,  the  basket  of  fowls,  Terence's  valise,  and 
other  articles,  were  considerably  less  than  those  of  the  eight 
heavy  cases  that  had  been  left  behind.  The  two  officers  now 
rode  at  the  head  of  the  detachment,  and  two  only  of  the  Portu 
guese  soldiers  kept  in  rear  of  the  mules,  which  now  followed 
at  a  distance  of  thirty  or  forty  yards  behind  them.  They 
stopped  that  night  at  Rolica  and  the  next  at  Leirya.  This 
was  a  long  march,  and  a  short  one  the  next  day  brought 
them  to  Pombal,  and  the  following  afternoon  they  arrived 
at  Coimbra.  Here  they  spent  another  pleasant  evening  with 
the  regiment  stationed  in  the  town. 

"  By  the  way,  O'Connor,"  one  of  the  officers  said,  after  the 
dinner  was  over  and  cigars  lighted,  "I  suppose  you  don't 
happen  to  have  any  relations  at  Oporto?" 

"Well,  I  do  happen  to  have  some,"  Terence  answered  in 
some  surprise.  "Why  do  you  ask?" 

"Well,  that  is  singular,"  the  officer  said;  "I  will  tell  you 
how  it  happened.  I  was  with  the  party  that  escorted  the 
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French  prisoners  down  to  Oporto.  Just  as  we  had  got  into 
the  town — it  was  before  the  row  began,  and  being  early  in 
the  morning  there  were  very  few  people  about — a  head  ap 
peared  at  a  window  on  the  second  floor  of  a  big  convent  stand 
ing  on  the  left  side  of  the  road.  I  remember  the  name  was 
carved  over  the  door,  it  was  the  Convent  of  Santa  Maria.  I 
happened  to  catch  sight  of  the  nun,  and  she  at  once  dropped 
a  little  letter,  which  fell  close  to  me.  I  picked  it  up  and  stuck 
it  into  my  glove,  and  thought  no  more  about  it  for  a  time,  for 
the  mob  soon  began  to  gather,  to  yell  and  threaten  the 
prisoners,  and  my  hands  were  too  full  till  we  had  got  them 
safely  on  board  a  ship,  to  think  any  more  of  the  matter. 
When  I  took  off  my  glove  the  letter  fell  out.  It  was  simply 
addressed  "  to  an  English  officer  ". 

7,  an  English  girl,  am  detained  here  a  prisoner,  principally  because 
my  Spanish  relations  wish  to  seize  my  property.  I  have  been  made 
a  nun  by  force,  though  my  father  was  a  Protestant,  and  taught  me 
his  religion.  I  pray  you  to  endeavour  to  obtain  my  freedom.  I  am 
made  most  miserable  here,  and  am  kept  in  solitary  confinement.  I 
have  nothing  to  eat  but  bread  and  water,  because  I  will  not  sign  a 
renunciation  of  my  property.  The  bishop  of  Oporto  has  himself 
threatened  me,  and  it  is  useless  to  appeal  to  him.  Nothing  but  an 
English  army  being  stationed  here  can  save  me.  Have  pity  upon 
me,  and  aid  me. 

"  It  was  signed  '  Mary  O'Connor '.  Of  course  no  British 
troops  have  been  there  since,  but  if  we  are  sent  there  I  had 
made  up  my  mind  to  bring  the  matter  before  the  general,  and 
ask  him  to  interfere  on  the  poor  girl's  behalf;  though  I  know 
that  it  would  be  an  awkward  matter.  For  if  there  is  one  thing 
that  the  Portuguese  are  more  touchy  about  than  another,  it 
is  any  interference  in  religious  matters,  and  the  bishop,  who  is 
a  most  intolerant  rascal,  would  be  the  last  man  who  would  give 
way  on  such  a  subject." 
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"I  have  not  the  least  doubt  in  the  world  but  that  it  is  a 
cousin  of  mine,"  Terence  said.  "  Her  father  went  out  to  join 
a  firm  of  wine  merchants  in  Oporto.  I  know  that  he  married  a 
very  rich  Portuguese  heiress,  and  that  they  had  one  daughter. 
My  father  told  me  that  he  gathered  from  his  cousin's  letters 
that  he  and  his  wife  did  not  get  on  very  well  together.  He 
died  two  years  ago,  and  it  is  quite  possible  that  the  mother, 
who  may  perhaps  want  to  marry  again,  has  shut  the  girl  up 
in  a  convent  to  get  rid  of  her  altogether,  and  to  make  her 
sign  a  document  renouncing  her  right  to  the  property  in  favour 
of  herself,  or  possibly,  as  the  bishop  seems  to  have  meddled  in 
the  affair,  partly  of  the  church. 

"  I  quite  see  that  nothing  can  be  done  now,  but  if  we  do 
occupy  Oporto  some  day,  which  is  likely  enough,  I  will  speak 
to  the  general,  and  if  he  says  that  it  is  a  matter  that  he  cannot 
entertain,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  to  get  her  out." 

"It  is  awkward  work,  O'Connor,  fooling  with  a  nunnery  either 
here  or  in  Spain.  The  Portuguese  are  not  so  bigoted  as  the 
Spaniards  across  the  frontier,  but  there  is  not  much  differ 
ence,  and  if  anyone  is  caught  meddling  with  a  nunnery  they 
would  tear  him  to  pieces,  especially  in  Oporto,  where  men 
who  are  even  suspected  of  hostility  to  the  bishop  are  murdered 
every  day." 

"  I  don't  want  to  run  the  risk  of  being  torn  to  pieces  cer 
tainly,  but  after  what  you  have  told  me  of  her  letter,  I  will 
not  let  my  little  cousin  be  imprisoned  all  her  life  in  a  nunnery 
and  robbed  of  her  property,  without  making  some  strong  effort 
to  save  her." 

"I  will  give  you  the  letter  presently,  O'Connor;  I  have  it 
in  a  pocket-book  at  my  quarters.  By  the  by,  how  old  is  your 
cousin1?" 

"About  my  own  age,  or  a  little  younger." 

The  subject  of  the  conversation  was  then  changed,  and  half 
an  hour  later  the  officer  left  the  room  and  returned  with  the 
letter. 


220  WITH   MOORE   AT   CORUNNA. 

"At  any  rate,"  he  said,  "if  we  do  go  to  Oporto  you  will 
have  more  opportunity  for  getting  the  general  to  move  than 
I  should." 

Terence  had  handed  over  the  horse  he  had  borrowed,  with 
many  thanks  for  its  use,  and  received  his  own  again,  which 
was  in  good  condition  after  its  rest  of  seven  or  eight  days. 
It  was  by  no  mean's  a  Araluable  animal,  but  he  thought  it  as 
well  to  take  it  on  with  him  in  case  any  of  the  other  horses 
should  meet  with  an  accident  or  break  down  during  the  journey 
through  the  mountains. 

Coimbra  was  the  last  British  station  through  which  they 
would  pass,  and  the  real  difficulties  of  the  journey  would  now 
begin.  Terence  had,  before  starting,  received  a  sum  of  money 
for  the  maintenance  of  himself  and  his  escort  upon  the  way, 
and  he  had  done  all  in  his  power  to  see  that  the  troopers  were 
comfortable  at  their  various  halting-places. 

The  journey  as  far  as  the  Douro  passed  without  any  adven 
ture.  They  encountered  on  the  road  several  bands  of  peasants 
armed  with  pikes,  clubs,  hoes,  and  a  few  guns.  These  were  for 
the  most  part  ordenanc_as  or  levies,  called  out  when  a  larger  force 
than  the  regular  troops  and  militia  was  required.  They  were 
on  their  way  to  join  the  forces  assembling  under  the  edicts, 
and  beyond  pausing  to  stare  at  the  British  officer  with  the  two 
dragoons  behind  him  and  an  escort  of  their  own  troops,  they 
paid  no  attention  to  the  party. 

They  crossed  the  Douro  at  St.  Joa  de  Pesquiera,  and  on 
stopping  at  a  large  village  some  ten  miles  beyond,  found  it 
occupied  by  a  rabble  of  some  two  thousand  men,  absolutely 
useless  for  service  in  the  field,  but  capable  of  offering  an 
obstinate  defence  to  the  passage  of  a  river,  or  of  impeding  an 
enemy's  advance  through  a  mountain  defile.  As  they  stopped 
before  the  principal  inn  a  man  dressed  in  some  attempt  at  a 
uniform  came  out  from  a  door. 

"You  are  a  British  officer,  sir?"  he  asked  Terence,  raising 
his  broad  hat  courteously. 
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"I  am  an  officer  on  the  English  general's  staff,  and  am  pro 
ceeding  on  a  mission  from  him  to  the  northern  frontier  to 
ascertain  the  best  means  of  defence,  and  the  route  that  the 
enemy  are  most  likely  to  move  by  if  they  attempt  to  invade 
Portugal  from  that  direction." 

"The  French  general  would  hardly  venture  to  do  that,"  the 
officer  said  disdainfully,  "when  there  will  be  50,000  Portuguese 
to  bar  his  way." 

"  He  may  be  in  ignorance  of  the  force  that  will  gather  to 
meet  him,"  Terence  said  gravely,  and  with  difficulty  restrain 
ing  a  smile  at  the  confident  tone  of  this  leader  of  an  armed 
mob.  "  However,  I  have  my  orders  to  carry  out.  Do  you 
not  think,"  he  said,  turning  to  Herrara,  "that  it  will  be  better 
for  us  to  go  on  to  the  next  hamlet,  if  there  is  one  within  two 
or  three  miles.  I  fear  there  is  little  chance  of  obtaining  any 
accommodation  for  our  men  here." 

"  There  is  no  need  for  that,"  the  Portuguese  colonel  broke  in. 
"  There  is  a  large  house  at  the  end  of  the  village  that  is  at 
present  vacant;  the  proprietor,  who  was  a  disturber  of  the 
peace,  and  who  belonged  to  the  French  faction,  was  killed  last 
week  in  the  course  of  a  disturbance  created  by  him.  I,  as  Com 
missioner  of  the  Junta  here,  had  the  house  closed  up,  but  it  is 
quite  at  your  service." 

As  the  march  had  already  been  a  long  one,  Terence  thought 
it  best  to  accept  the  offer.  The  colonel  called  a  man,  who 
presently  brought  a  key,  and  accompanied  them  to  the  house 
in  question.  It  showed  signs  at  once  of  mob  violence.  The 
snow  in  the  garden  was  trampled  down,  the  windows  broken, 
and  one  of  the  lower  ones  smashed  in  as  if  an  entry  had  been 
effected  here.  The  door  was  riddled  with  bullet  holes.  Upon 
this  being  opened  the  destruction  within  was  seen  to  be  com 
plete,  rooms  being  strewn  with  broken  furniture  and  litter  of 
all  sorts. 

"At  any  rate  there  is  plenty  of  firewood,"  the  lieutenant 
said,  as  he  ordered  his  men  to  clear  out  one  of  the  rooms. 
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"  There  has  been  dastardly  work  here,"  he  went  on,  as  the  man 
who  had  brought  the  key  left  the  place. 

"  Yes,  1  have  no  doubt  the  proprietor,  whoever  he  was,  has 
been  foully  murdered,  and  as  likely  as  not  by  the  orders  of 
that  fellow  we  met,  who  says  he  is  Commissioner  of  the  Junta. 
I  should  not  be  surprised  if  we  have  trouble  with  him  before 
we  have  done.  I  should  think,  Herrara,  you  had  better  send 
off  a  couple  of  men  to  get  what  they  can  in  the  way  of  pro 
visions  and  a  skin  of  wine.  This  is  a  cheerless-looking  place, 
and  these  broken  windows  are  not  of  much  use  for  keeping  out 
the  cold.  Bull,  you  had  better  see  if  you  can  find  something 
among  all  this  rubbish  to  hang  up  in  front  of  the  window,  for 
in  its  present  state  it  merely  creates  a  draught." 

The  orderly  went  out,  and  returned  with  two  torn  curtains. 

"  There  has  been  some  bad  work  going  on  here,  sir,"  he  said. 
"  There  are  pools  of  blood  in  three  of  the  rooms  upstairs,  and 
it  is  evident  that  there  has  been  a  desperate  struggle.  One 
of  the  doors  is  broken  in,  and  there  are  several  shot -holes 
through  it." 

"  I  am  afraid  there  has  been  bad  work.  I  suppose  the  man 
here  was  obnoxious  to  somebody,  so  they  murdered  him.  How 
ever,  it  is  not  our  business." 

Some  of  the  horses  were  stabled  in  a  large  shed,  the  others 
in  the  lower  rooms  of  the  house,  the  soldiers  and  muleteers 
taking  possession  of  the  large  kitchen,  where  they  soon  had 
a  huge  fire  burning.  The  windows  on  this  side  of  the  house 
were  unbroken.  The  two  orderlies  soon  fastened  up  the 
curtains  across  the  windows  of  the  officers'  room,  and  when  the 
fire  was  lighted  it  had  a  more  cheerful  aspect.  The  burdens 
of  the  mules  were  brought  into  the  room  opposite,  where  there 
was  a  key  in  the  door  and  bars  across  the  windows.  Presently 
the  soldiers  returned  with  some  meat,  a  couple  of  fowls,  bread, 
and  some  wine,  together  with  a  bunch  of  candles.  The  fowls 
were  soon  plucked,  cut  in  two,  and  grilled  over  the  fire,  and 
in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  the  men's  return  the  two  officers 
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sat  down  to  supper.  The  meal  was  just  finished  when  there 
was  a  knock  at  the  outer  door,  and  the  soldier  acting  as  sentry 
came  in  and  said  that  Colonel  Cortingos  desired  to  speak  to 
them. 

"I  suppose  that  is  the  fellow  we  saw  in  the  town,"  Terence 
said;  "show  him  in." 

The  supposition  was  a  correct  one,  for  the  man  entered 
accompanied  by  two  others.  Terence  had  no  doubt  that  this 
fellow  was  the  author  of  the  attack  upon  the  house,  and  the 
murderer  of  the  proprietor  and  others.  He  did  not  feel  dis 
posed  to  be  exceptionally  civil  to  him,  but  as  he  had  a  couple 
of  thousand  men  under  his  command  and  had  certainly  put 
the  only  available  place  in  the  village  at  their  disposal,  he  rose 
as  he  entered. 

"These  two  gentlemen,"  the  colonel  began,  "form,  with 
myself,  the  committee  appointed  by  the  Junta  of  Oporto  to 
organize  the  national  resistance  here  and  in  the  surrounding 
neighbourhood,  to  keep  our  eye  upon  persons  suspected  of 
being  favourable  to  the  enemy,  and  to  arrest  and  send  them 
to  Oporto  for  trial.  We  are  also  enjoined  to  make  close 
inquiries  into  the  business  of  all  persons  who  may  pass  through 
here." 

"  I  have  already  told  you,"  Terence  said  quietly,  "  that  I  am 
an  officer  on  the  staff  of  the  English  general,  and  that  I  have  a 
mission  from  him  to  see  what  are  the  best  means  of  defending 
the  northern  passes,  and,  I  may  add,  to  enter  into  such 
arrangements  as  I  may  think  proper  with  the  leaders  of  any 
bands  Avho  may  be  gathered  for  the  purpose  of  defending 
them.  As  I  am  acting  under  the  direct  orders  of  the  general, 
I  in  no  way  recognize  the  right  of  any  local  authority  to 
interfere  with  me  in  any  way." 

"And  I,  Lieutenant  Herrara,  have  been  ordered  by  the 
colonel  of  my  regiment  to  command  the  escort  of  Portuguese 
cavalry  told  off  to  accompany  this  British  officer,  and  also  feel 
myself  free  from  any  interference  or  examination  by  civilians." 
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"  I  am  a  colonel ! "  Cortingos  said  angrily. 

"By  whom  appointed,  if  I  may  ask1?" 

"By  the  Junta  of  Oporto." 

"  I  was  not  aware  that  they  possessed  the  right  of  granting 
high  commissions,"  Herrara  said,  "although,  of  course,  they 
can  grant  temporary  rank  to  those  who  command  irregular 
forces.  This  British  officer  has  assured  you  as  to  the  object 
of  his  journey,  and  unless  that  object  has  had  the  approval  of 
the  military  authorities  at  Lisbon  he  would  not  have  been 
furnished  with  an  escort  by  them." 

"I  have  only  his  word  and  yours  as  to  that,"  Cortingos  said 
insolently.  "I  am  acting  under  the  orders  of  the  supreme 
authority  of  this  province." 

"  You  are  doing  your  duty,  no  doubt,"  the  lieutenant  said, 
"  in  making  these  inquiries.  This  officer  has  ansAvered  them, 
and  I  will  answer  any  further  questions  if  I  consider  them  to 
be  reasonable." 

"We  wish  in  the  first  place,"  Cortingos  said,  "to  examine 
any  official  passes  you  may  have  received." 

"  Our  official  passes  are  our  uniforms,"  Herrara  replied 
haughtily. 

"  Uniforms  have  been  useful  for  purposes  of  disguise  before 
now,"  Cortingos  replied.  "  I  again  ask  you  to  show  me  your 
authority." 

"Here  is  an  authority,"  Terence  broke  in.  "Here  is  a  des 
patch  from  General  Sir  John  Cradock,  to  General  Romana." 

"Ah!  ah!  a  Spaniard!" 

"A  Spanish  general,  a  marquis  and  grandee  of  Spain,  who 
has  been  fighting  the  French,  and  who  is  now  with  a  portion 
of  his  army  preparing  to  defend  the  passes  into  Portugal." 

Cortingos  held  out  his  hand  for  the  paper,  but  Terence  put 
it  back  again  into  the  breast  pocket  of  his  uniform. 

"No,  sir,"  he  said;  "this  communication  is  for  the  Marquis 
of  Romana,  and  for  him  only.  No  one  else  touches  it  so  long 
as  I  am  alive  to  defend  it." 


"IN  THE   NAME  OF  THE  JUNTA   I    DEMAND  THAT   AMMUNITION,' 
SAID   CORTINGOS. 
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The  colonel  whispered  to  his  two  associates. 

"We  will  let  that  pass  for  the  present,"  he  replied,  and  turn 
ing  to  Terence  again,  said,  "  In  the  next  place  we  wish  to  know 
the  nature  of  the  contents  of  the  sacks  that  are  being  carried 
by  the  mules  that  accompany  you." 

"  They  contain  ammunition,  and  forage  for  our  horses," 
Lieutenant  Herrara  said.  "You  can,  if  you  choose,  question  the 
muleteers,  who  fastened  up  the  sacks  and  had  an  opportunity 
of  seeing  the  ammunition." 

"In  the  name  of  the  Junta  I  demand  that  ammunition!" 
Cortingos  said  with  an  air  of  authority.  "  It  is  monstrous  that 
ammunition  should  be  taken  to  Spaniards,  who  have  already 
shown  that  they  are  incapable  of  using  it  with  any  effect,  while 
here  we  have  loyal  men  ready  to  die  in  their  country's  defence, 
but  altogether  unprovided  with  ammunition." 

"  For  that,  sir,  you  must  apply  to  your  Junta.  Since  they 
give  you  orders,  let  them  give  you  ammunition ;  there  is 
enough  in  Oporto  to  supply  the  whole  population,  had  they 
arms ;  and  you  may  be  assured  that  I  and  my  men  will  see  that 
the  convoy  intrusted  to  our  charge  reaches  its  destination." 

"  I  believe  that  there  is  not  only  ammunition,  but  money  in 
those  sacks,"  said  Cortingos.  "It  would  be  an  act  of  treachery 
to  alloAv  it  to  pass,  when,  even  if  not  taken  to  them  directly,  it 
might  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  French.  It  is  needed  here;  my 
men  lack  shoes  and  clothes,  and  as  you  say  the  object  of  your 
mission  is  to  see  to  the  defence  of  our  frontier,  any  money  you 
may  have  cannot  be  better  applied  than  to  satisfy  the  necessities 
of  my  soldiers.  However,  we  do  not  wish  to  take  steps  that 
might  appear  unfriendly.  And,  therefore,  if  you  will  allow  us  to 
inspect  the  contents  of  those  sacks,  we  will  let  you  pass  on  if 
we  find  that  they  contain  no  money, — confiscating  only  the 
ammunition  for  the  use  of  the  troops  of  the  province." 

"  I  refuse  absolutely,"  Herrara  said,  "  to  allow  anything  con 
fided  to  my  charge  to  be  touched." 

"  That  is  your  final  decision?"  the  man  said  with  a  sneer. 

(  M  359 )  P 
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"Final  and  absolute." 

"  I  also  shall  do  my  duty;"  and  then,  without  another  word, 
the  colonel  with  his  two  associates  left  the  house. 

"  We  shall  have  trouble  with  that  fellow,"  Herrara  said. 

"  So  much  the  better,"  Terence  replied.  "  We  have  evidence 
here  that  the  scoundrel  is  a  murderer.  No  doubt  he  had  some 
private  enmity  against  the  owner  of  this  establishment,  and 
so  denounced  him  to  the  Junta,  and  then  attacked  the  place, 
murdered  him,  and  perhaps  some  of  his  servants,  and  sacked 
the  house.  They  won't  find  it  so  easy  a  job  as  it  was  last  time; 
all  the  windows  are  barred,  and  there  are  only  three  on  this 
floor  to  defend.  The  shutters  of  two  of  them  are  uninjured, 
so  it  is  only  the  one  where  they  broke  in  before  that  they  can 
attack,  while  our  men  at  the  windows  upstairs  will  make  it 
hot  for  them  as  they  approach.  But  I  should  hardly  think 
that  the  men  he  calls  soldiers  will  venture  to  attack  a  party 
of  regular  troops." 

The  lieutenant  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  He  will  tell  them  some  lies,  probably  assert  that  we  are 
French  agents  in  disguise  taking  money  to  the  French  army. 
Indeed,  there  is  neither  order  nor  discipline  among  these  bands, 
and,  roused  to  a  pitch  of  fury,  they  would  murder  their  own 
leaders  as  readily  as  anyone  else.  The  Junta  acts  as  if  the 
province  were  altogether  independent,  and  numbers  of  men  of 
position  have  been  butchered  on  the  pretence  of  their  being 
adherents  of  the  French,  when  their  sole  crime  was  that 
they  disapproved  of  the  doings  of  the  bishop  and  his  tools. 
You  will  see  that  the  night  will  not  pass  off  without  something 
happening.  Of  course,  I  shall  be  sorry  to  have  to  order  the 
men  to  fire.  In  the  first  place  it  would  render  it  very  difficult 
for  us  to  resume  our  journey;  and  in  the  second,  if  we  succeed 
in  getting  out  alive  they  will  send  a  lying  account  of  the 
affair  to  Lisbon,  and  there  will  be  all  sorts  of  trouble.  Still, 
of  course,  if  they  attack  the  house  we  shall  defend  ourselves." 

The  two  officers  then  made  a  tour  of  the  house  and  care- 
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fully  examined  the  means  of  defence.  The  broken  shutters 
were  replaced  in  their  position  in  the  window,  and  were  backed 
with  a  pile  of  the  fragments  of  furniture.  The  horses  were 
all  brought  in  from  the  shed  outside,  the  soldiers  were  warned 
that  the  mob  in  the  place  were  likely  to  attack  them,  and  four 
of  them  were  placed  as  sentries  at  the  upper  windows;  and,  by 
the  looks  of  the  men  when  the  lieutenant  made  the  communi 
cation  to  them,  Terence  saw  that  they  could  be  relied  upon. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  that  we  shall  be  able  to  defend  the  place 
successfully,"  Terence  said  to  the  two  British  troopers;  "but 
if  the  worse  comes  to  the  worst  we  will  all  mount  inside  the 
house,  throw  open  the  door  behind,  and  then  go  right  at  them. 
But  I  hope  that  we  shall  avoid  a  fight,  for  if  we  have  one  it 
will  be  very  difficult  for  us  to  make  our  way  to  the  north,  or 
to  get  back  across  the  Douro." 

In  an  hour  one  of  the  sentries  at  the  upper  window  brought 
news  that  a  large  number  of  men  were  approaching.  Terence 
at  once  gave  some  orders,  that  he  and  the  lieutenant  had  agreed 
upon,  to  the  two  soldiers  and  four  of  the  Portuguese  troopers, 
and  then  went  up  with  the  lieutenant  to  the  window  over  the 
door.  He  threw  it  open  just  as  a  crowd  of  men  poured  in 
to  the  garden  in  front. 

"  What  is  it  ?"  he  asked.     "  What  do  you  want ?" 

"  I  demand  entrance  to  this  house  in  the  name  of  the  Junta 
of  Oporto,"  a  voice  which  he  recognized  as  that  of  Cortingos 
replied.  "  If  that  is  refused  I  shall  denounce  you  as  traitors  to 
Portugal,  and  your  blood  will  be  on  your  own  heads." 

"  We  respect  the  orders  of  the  Junta,"  Herrara  replied,  "  and 
are  ready  to  open  the  door  as  you  demand ;  but  I  must  first  be 
assured  that  it  is  really  the  committee  appointed  by  the  Junta 
that  demand  it." 

Several  of  the  men  had  torches,  and  these  were  brought 
forward,  and  they  saw  the  man  and  his  two  associates  standing 
in  front. 

"Good!  I  will  open  the  door,"  the  lieutenant  said;  and  he 
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and  Terence  went  down.  The  bars  were  removed  and  the 
door  thrown  open,  the  two  officers  walked  a  few  paces  outside 
and  then  halted. 

Followed  closely  by  their  armed  followers,  the  three  men 
approached,  confident  in  the  strength  of  their  following. 

"Enter,  gentlemen,"  Terence  said.  "I  protest  against  this 
invasion  by  force,  but  I  cannot  oppose  it." 

The  three  men  entered  the  door,  the  two  officers  standing 
aside  and  allowing  them  to  pass.  The  instant  the  three  Por 
tuguese  had  entered  Terence  and  the  lieutenant  threw  them 
selves  suddenly  upon  those  following  them.  Two  or  three  rolled 
over  with  the  suddenness  of  the  assault,  and  the  rest  recoiled  a 
step  or  two.  Before  they  could  recover  themselves  Herrara  and 
Terence  dashed  through  the  door,  which  was  slammed  to  and 
barred  by  the  two  English  troopers.  Meanwhile,  the  three 
men  had  been  seized  by  the  Portuguese  troopers,  their  coats 
torn  off  them,  and  their  hands  tied  behind  their  backs,  and  then 
they  were  hurried  upstairs. 

Yells  of  fury  filled  the  air  outside,  shots  were  fired  at  the 
windows,  and  men  began  to  beat  the  door  and  shutters  with 
bludgeons  and  hatchets.  Suddenly  a  light  appeared  from  a 
window  above,  and  Cortingos  and  his  two  friends  were  seen 
standing  there.  By  the  side  of  each  stood  a  trooper,  holding 
a  rope  with  a  noose  round  the  prisoners'  necks.  For  a  moment 
there  was  a  silence  of  stupefaction  outside,  followed  by  a  yell 
of  fury  from  the  mob.  Herrara  went  to  the  window  and 
shouted:  "My  friends."  Again  there  was  a  moment  of  silence, 
as  each  wanted  to  hear  what  he  said.  "My  friends,  at  the  first 
shot  that  is  fired,  or  the  first  blow  that  is  struck  at  the  doors 
of  this  house,  these  three  men  will  be  hung  out  of  the  window. 
They  have  deceived  you  grossly.  I  am  an  officer  of  the  National 
Army,  these  troopers  are  men  of  the  2nd  Portuguese  Dragoons. 
We  have  been  appointed  by  the  military  authorities  of  Lisbon 
to  escort  this  British  officer,  who  is  on  the  staff  of  the  British 
general,  and  whose  commission  is  to  make  arrangements  with 
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the  Spanish  General  Romana  to  harass  the  rear  of  the  French, 
and  attack  their  convoys  should  they  attempt  to  enter  the 
northern  passes. 

"  These  three  scoundrels  have  deceived  you  in  order,  as 
they  hoped,  to  obtain  some  money  that  they  believed  us  to  be 
escorting.  As  loyal  Portuguese,  I  warn  you  against  attempting 
to  aid  the  fellows  in  a  deed  which  would  bring  disgrace  upon 
the  national  name,  and  would  result  in  the  British  general 
refusing  to  assist  in  the  defence  of  your  country.  You  are 
brave  men,  but  you  see  these  three  cowards  are  trembling  like 
children.  We  advise  you  to  appoint  fresh  officers  among  your 
selves,  and  to  remain  faithful  to  your  duty,  which  is  to  march 
when  ordered  to  the  defence  of  the  defiles.  These  three  fellows 
we  shall  take  with  us,  and  will  see  that  they  do  not  further 
deceive  you.  Already  they  have  done  harm  enough  by  goading 
you  to  theft,  and  to  murder  a  man  whose  only  fault  was  that  he 
was  more  patriotic  than  they  are.  Be  assured  that  in  no  case 
would  you  be  able  to  carry  this  house.  It  is  defended  by  sixteen 
well-armed  men,  and  hundreds  of  you  would  throw  away  your 
lives  in  the  attempt.  Therefore  I  advise  you  to  go  back  to  your 
quarters,  and  in  the  morning  assemble  and  choose  your  officers." 

The  crowd  stood  irresolute. 

"Tell  them  to  go,  you  cur,"  Herrara  said  to  Cortingos, 
standing  back  from  the  window  and  giving  him  a  kick  that 
almost  sent  him  on  to  his  face.  "Tell  them  to  disperse  at 
once,  if  you  don't  want  to  be  dangling  from  the  end  of  this  rope." 

Cortingos  stepped  forward,  and  in  a  quavering  voice  told 
the  men  to  disperse  to  their  quarters. 

"  We  have  made  a  mistake,"  he  said.  "  I  am  now  convinced 
that  these  officers  are  what  they  appear  to  be.  I  beseech  you 
do  not  cause  trouble,  and  disperse  at  once  quietly." 

Hoots  of  derision  and  scorn  rose  from  the  peasants. 

"  I  have  a  good  mind  to  fire  a  shot  before  I  go,"  one  of  the 
peasants  shouted,  "just  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  three  such 
cowards  hung." 
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Another  yell  of  disgust  and  anger  arose,  and  then  the  crowd 
melted  away. 

"Keep  these  three  fellows  at  the  window.  Remove  the 
ropes  from  their  necks,  and  take  your  place  behind  them;  you 
will  be  relieved  every  hour.  If  they  move,  bayonet  them  at 
once." 

"We  shall  die  of  cold,"  one  of  the  men  whimpered. 

"That  would  be  a  more  honourable  death  than  you  are 
likely  to  meet,"  Terence  said  scornfully.  "  I  fancy  if  I  don't 
hang  you,  those  men  in  the  village  will  do  so  if  they  can  lay 
hands  on  you." 

"How  about  the  sentries,  sir?"  the  corporal  of  the  escort 
asked  Herrara  as  they  went  downstairs. 

"  They  can  all  be  removed  except  the  one  keeping  guard 
over  these  men — he  is  to  be  relieved  every  hour — and  one 
inside  the  door,  he  can  be  relieved  every  two  hours." 

The  night  passed  quietly.  Just  as  they  were  preparing  to 
start  next  morning,  the  soldier  on  guard  over  the  prisoners 
shouted,  "There  is  a  crowd  of  men  coming!" 

"Get  your  arms  ready,"  Herrara  said  to  the  escort;  "but  I 
don't  think  there  will  be  any  occasion  to  use  them." 

Terence  went  to  the  door.  "Bull,  do  you  and  Macwitty 
keep  close  behind;  but  whatever  happens  don't  use  your 
weapons  unless  I  order  you  to  do  so." 

The  crowd  stopped  at  the  gate,  two  of  them  only  coming 
forward. 

"We  are  ready  to  fight,  sir,"  one  said,  addressing  Terence, 
"but  we  have  no  officers;  none  of  us  know  anything  about  drill. 
We  will  follow  you,  if  you  will  command  us,  and  you  will  find 
that  we  won't  turn  our  backs  to  the  enemy.  We  know  that 
English  officers  will  fight." 

"Wait  a  minute  or  two,"  Terence  said  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  "  I  will  then  give  you  my  answer." 

Herrara  had  followed  him  out  and  heard  the  offer. 

"I  don't  know  what  to  do,  Herrara,"  Terence  said  as  he 
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re-entered  the  house.  "  My  instructions  are  to  join  Romana, 
and  to  remain  with  him  for  a  time,  sending  word  to  Lisbon 
as  to  the  state  of  things,  and  aiding  him  in  any  way  in  my 
power.  Here  are  between  two  and  three  thousand  stout  healthy 
fellows,  evidently  disposed  to  fight.  If  they  were  armed  I 
would  not  hesitate  a  moment,  but  I  don't  suppose  that  there 
are  a  hundred  muskets  among  them,  and  certainly  Romana 
has  none  to  give  them.  Still,  in  the  denies  we  might  give  a 
good  deal  of  trouble  to  the  French  by  rolling  stones  down, 
breaking  up  bridges,  and  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  It  would  be  good  fun,"  Herrara  laughed.  "As  for  myself," 
he  said,  "  I  have  orders  to  return  as  soon  as  I  have  seen  the 
treasure  safely  in  Romana's  camp.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  that 
I  should  have  liked  nothing  better,  though  there  would  not 
have  been  much  chance  for  cavalry  work  in  these  denies." 

"  I  will  talk  to  them  again,"  Terence  said.  "  It  is  not  often 
that  one  gets  the  chance  of  an  independent  command.  It  is 
just  the  sort  of  work  I  should  like." 

He  went  out  again.  "  I  should  like  to  command  a  number 
of  brave  fellows,"  he  said,  "but  the  question  is  about  arms. 
There  have  been  any  quantity  sent  out  by  England  for  your 
use;  but  instead  of  being  served  out,  the  Juntas  keep  them 
all  hidden  up  in  magazines.  Even  now,  when  the  French  are 
going  to  invade  your  country,  they  still  keep  them  locked  up, 
and  send  you  out  with  only  pikes  and  staves  to  fight  against  a 
well-armed  army.  It  is  nothing  short  of  murder." 

"Down  with  the  Juntas!"  cried  half  a  dozen  of  the  men 
standing  near  enough  to  hear  what  was  said. 

"I  don't  say  '  Down  with  the  Juntas !'"  Terence  replied;  "  but 
I  do  say  take  arms  if  you  can  get  them.  Are  there  any 
magazines  near  here?" 

"There  is  one  at  Castro,  ten  miles  away,"  the  man  said.  "I 
know  that  there  are  waggon-loads  of  arms  there." 

"  Well,  my  friends,  the  matter  stands  thus :  I,  as  a  British 
officer,  cannot  lead  you  to  break  open  magazines ;  but  I  say  this, 
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if  you  choose  to  go  in  a  body  to  Castro  and  do  it  yourselves,  and 
arm  yourselves  with  all  the  muskets  that  you  can  find  there, 
and  bring  with  you  a  good  store  of  ammunition  in  carts  that 
you  could  take  with  you  from  here,  and  then  come  to  me  at 
a  spot  where  I  will  halt  to-night  five  or  six  miles  beyond  Castro, 
I  will  take  command  of  you.  But  mind,  if  I  command,  I  com 
mand.  I  must  have  absolute  obedience.  It  is  only  by  obeying 
my  orders  without  question  that  you  can  hope  to  do  any  good. 
The  first  man  who  disobeys  me  I  shall  shoot  on  the  spot,  and 
if  others  are  disposed  to  support  him  I  shall  leave  you  at  once." 

"I  will  consult  the  others,"  the  man  said.  "Many  of  us,  I 
know,  will  be  glad  to  fight  under  an  English  officer,  and  agree 
to  obey  him  implicitly." 

"  Very  well,  I  will  give  you  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  decide." 

Before  that  time  had  elapsed  a  dozen  men  came  to  the  door 
with  the  principal  spokesman. 

"  We  have  made  up  our  minds,  senor.  We  will  follow  you, 
and  we  will  arm  ourselves  at  Castro.  It  is  a  sin  that  the  arms 
should  be  lying  there  idle  Avith  so  many  hands  ready  to  use 
them." 

"  That  is  good,"  Terence  said.  "  Now,  my  first  order  is  that 
you  wait  until  I  have  been  gone  an  hour ;  then,  that  you  form  up 
in  military  order,  four  abreast;  the  men  with  guns  in  front,  the 
others  after  them.  You  must  go  as  soldiers,  and  not  as  a  mob. 
You  must  march  into  Castro  peacefully  and  quietly,  not  a  man 
must  straggle  from  the  ranks.  You  must  go  to  the  authorities 
and  demand  the  arms  and  ammunition;  if  they  refuse  to  give 
them  to  you,  march — always  in  regular  order — to  the  maga 
zine  and  burst  it  open;  then  distribute  the  muskets  and  a 
hundred  rounds  of  ammunition  to  each  man  having  one,  take 
the  rest  of  the  stores  in  carts,  and  then  march  away  along  the 
road  north  until  you  come  to  the  place  where  we  are  halted. 

"Observe  the  most  perfect  order  in  Castro.  If  any  man 
plunders  or  meddles  in  any  way  with  the  inhabitants,  and  is 
reported  to  me,  I  shall  know  how  to  punish  him.  From  the 
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moment  that  you  leave  this  place  remember  that  you  are 
soldiers  of  Portugal,  and  you  must  behave  so  as  to  be  an 
honour  to  it  as  well  as  a  defence.  Now  let  us  all  shout  '  Viva 
Portugal!'" 

A  great  shout  followed  the  words,  and  then  Terence  went 
indoors,  and  five  minutes  later  started  with  his  convoy,  telling 
the  three  prisoners  they  could  go  where  they  liked. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

AN   INDEPENDENT  COMMAND. 

AS  they  left  the  village  the  Portuguese  lieutenant  burst  into 
a  sudden  fit  of  laughter. 

"What  is  it,  Lieutenant?"  Terence  asked. 

"  I  am  laughing  at  the  way  in  which  you, — who,  as  you  tell 
me,  have  only  been  six  months  in  the  army, — without  hesitation 
organize  what  is  really  a  rising  against  the  authorities,  you 
having  already  taken  representatives  of  the  Junta  prisoners — 

"  Yes ;  but  you  must  remember  that  they  took  upon  them 
selves  to  endeavour  to  forcibly  possess  themselves  of  the  trea 
sure  in  my  charge." 

"That  is  true  enough;  still,  you  did  capture  them.  You 
treated  them  with  considerable  personal  indignity,  imprisoned 
them,  and  threatened  their  lives.  Then  you  incite,  say  2500 
ordenanc,as,  to  break  open  magazines." 

"No,  no,  Lieutenant,  I  did  not  incite  them.  You  will  re 
member  they  expressed  a  desire  to  march  under  my  command 
to  fight  against  the  French.  I  simply  pointed  out  to  them 
that  they  had  no  arms,  and  asked  if  they  could  get  any;  and 
hearing  that  there  were  plenty  lying  useless  a  few  miles  away, 
suggested  that  those  arms  would  do  more  .good  in  their  hands 
than  stowed  away  in  magazines.  Upon  their  agreeing  with 
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me  on  this  head,  I  advised  them  to  proceed  in  a  quiet  and 
orderly  way,  and  to  have  no  rioting  or  disturbance  of  any  sort. 
I  said  that  if  they,  after  arming  themselves,  came  to  me  and 
still  wished  to  follow  me  I  would  undertake  to  command 
them.  You  see,  everything  depends  upon  the  manner  in  which 
the  thing  is  put." 

"  But  you  must  remember,  seiior,  that  the  Junta  will  natur 
ally  view  the  matter  in  .the  light  in  which  their  representatives 
will  place  it  before  them." 

"  I  think  it  unlikely,  Terence  replied,  "  that  they  will  have 
any  opportunity  of  doing  so.  I  took  care  that  they  were  removed 
from  the  window  before  I  met  the  deputies  of  the  men.  They 
will  consequently  be  unaware  of  the  arrangements  made,  and 
will,  perhaps,  go  out  as  soon  as  we  have  left  and  try  to  persuade 
the  men  to  follow  and  attack  us.  As  it  was  possible  that  they 
might  take  this  course,  I  took  the  precaution  of  sending  out 
one  of  the  muleteers,  with  instructions  to  mention  casually  to 
the  men  that  I  was  leaving  the  three  fellows  behind  me,  and 
that  it  might  be  as  well  for  them  to  confine  them  under  a  guard 
so  as  to  prevent  their  going  to  Oporto  at  present  and  making 
mischief." 

"I  agree  with  you,  senor,  that  they  are  certainly  not  likely 
to  make  any  report  as  to  the  proceedings  here." 

"I  fancy  not;  in  fact  I  should  not  be  at  all  surprised  if 
at  the  present  moment  they  are  hanging  from  the  windows 
of  the  house  of  the  man  they  caused  to  be  murdered.  They 
will  most  richly  deserve  their  fate,  and  it  may  save  us  some 
trouble.  No  doubt  the  Junta  will  hear  some  day  that  the 
Ordenan^as  here  rose,  killed  the  three  members  of  their  com 
mittee,  obtained  arms  at  Castro,  and  marched  into  the  moun 
tains.  The  Junta  will  care  nothing  whatever  for  the  killing  of 
its  three  agents;  plenty  of  men  of  the  same  kind  can  be  found 
to  do  their  work.  That  the  mutineers  afterwards  fell  in  with  a 
British  officer,  and  placed  themselves  under  his  command,  will 
not  concern  the  Junta  one  way  or  the  other,  and  they  will  cer- 
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tainly  be  a  great  deal  more  useful  in  that  way  than  they 
would  be  in  remaining  unarmed  here. 

"  They  may  even,  when  the  French  once  get  in  motion,  come 
to  regard  the  affair  altogether  as  satisfactory.  If  all  the  new 
levies  were  to  act  in  exactly  the  same  way,  Portugal  would  be 
very  materially  benefited." 

"But  how  are  you  going  to  feed  them1?" 

"That  is  rather  a  serious  question.  I  suppose  they  will 
have  to  be  fed  in  the  same  way  as  other  irregular  bands. 
However,  I  shall  consider  myself  fully  justified  in  devoting  a 
fifth  of  the  money  I  am  carrying  to  that  purpose.  I  obtained 
from  Villiers  £5000  to  enable  Romana  to  support  the  levies 
he  is  raising.  Those  levies  will  be  for  the  most  part  un 
armed,  and  therefore  practically  useless;  and  as  these  Portuguese 
will  be  at  any  rate  fairly  armed,  and  are  likely  to  be  of  very 
much  greater  service  than  a  horde  of  Galician  peasants,  a 
portion  at  least  of  the  money  can  be  very  much  more  usefully 
employed  in  feeding  them  than  were  it  all  given  to  Romana. 
I  have  no  doubt  whatever  that  when  I  explain  the  circum 
stances  to  General  Cradock,  he  will  entirely  approve  of  my 
appropriating  a  small  portion  of  the  money  that  Villiers  has 
chosen  to  throw  away  on  Romana.  When  you  return  I  shall 
get  you  to  carry  a  report  from  me  to  the  general,  stating  what 
I  have  done.  I  have  no  doubt  he  will  warmly  approve  of  it." 

On  approaching  Castro  they  made  a  detour  to  avoid  the 
town. 

"  There  may  be  more  representatives  of  the  Junta  there," 
Terence  said,  "  and  we  may  have  even  more  trouble  with  them 
than  we  had  with  the  last.  I  don't  want  any  more  bother, 
especially  as  I  have  much  greater  interest  in  the  money  now 
than  I  had  before.  I  have  not  a  shadow  of  belief  in  those 
bands  of  Portuguese  peasants,  but  I  do  think  that,  with  the  aid 
of  my  two  troopers,  I  shall  be  able  to  lick  these  fellows  into 
some  sort  of  shape,  and  to  annoy  Soult,  if  I  cannot  stop  him. 
I  hope  they  will  find  a  good  supply  of  powder,  besides  the 
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muskets  and  ammunition  at  Castro;  we  shall  want  it  for  blow 
ing  up  bridges  and  work  of  that  sort." 

"  I  wish  I  could  go  with  you,"  Herrara  said. 

"  I  really  don't  see  why  you  should  not.  I  would  take  the 
blame  on  my  own  shoulders.  One  of  your  troopers  could 
carry  my  report  to  the  general,  and  I  will  say  that  under  the 
circumstances  I  have  taken  upon  myself  to  retain  you  with  me 
in  order  to  assist  me  in  drilling  and  organizing  this  band,  con 
ceiving  that  your  services  with  me  would  be  very  much  more 
useful  than  with  your  regiment.  You  see,  you  were  placed 
under  my  orders,  so  that  no  blame  can  fall  upon  you  for  obeying 
them,  and  at  any  rate  you  certainly  will  be  doing  vastly  better 
service  to  the  country  than  if  you  were  stationed  at  Lisbon, 
with  no  prospect  of  an  advance  for  a  long  time  to  come.  Still, 
of  course  I  will  not  retain  you  against  your  will." 

"I  should  like  it  of  all  things,"  Herrara  said;-  "but  do  you 
really  think  that  the  general  would  approve?" 

"  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  that  he  would,  and  at  any  rate 
if  he  did  not  he  would  only  blame  me,  and  not  you.  Your 
help  would  certainly  be  invaluable  to  me,  and  so  would  that 
of  your  men.  They  are  all  picked  soldiers,  and  if  we  divided 
the  force  up  into  twelve  companies,  they  would  very  soon  teach 
them  as  much  drill  as  is  necessary  for  work  like  this.  Each 
trooper  would  command  one  of  the  companies,  my  two  orderlies 
would  act  as  field-officers;  you  would  be  colonel,  and  I  should 
be  political  officer  in  command." 

Herrara  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

"  You  are  the  strangest  fellow  I  ever  met,  senor.  Here  is  a 
very  serious  business,  and  you  take  it  as  easily  as  if  it  were  a 
game  of  play.  However,  it  does  seem  to  me  that  we  might  do 
some  good  service.  At  any  rate  I  am  quite  willing  to  obey 
your  orders.  It  would  be  an  adventure  to  talk  of  all  one's 
life." 

"That  is  right,"  Terence  said;  "and  there  will  be  some  credit 
to  be  gained  too.  Indeed,  we  can  safely  say  that  our  band 
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will  be  very  much  better  organized  than  nineteen  out  of  twenty 
of  the  irregular  bands." 

The  track  they  followed  was  a  very  bad  one,  and  the  point 
at  which  they  regained  the  main  road  was  eight  miles  north  of 
Castro.  There  was  a  small  village  here,  and  they  at  once 
halted.  Although  they  had  travelled  slowly  they  knew  that 
the  men  could  not  come  along  for  some  time,  as  they  were  not 
to  start  until  an  hour  after  them,  and  would  be  detained  for 
some  considerable  time  at  Castro.  It  was  indeed  nearly  three 
hours  before  a  column  marching  in  good  order  was  seen 
coming  along  the  road. 

"That  is  a  good  sign,"  Terence  said,  "they  have  obeyed 
orders  strictly;  whether  they  have  got  the  arms  I  cannot  tell 
yet.  The  men  at  the  head  of  the  column  have  certainly  mus 
kets,  but  as  the  armed  men  were  to  go  in  front  that  is  no  proof." 

However,  as  the  column  approached  it  could  be  seen  that  at 
any  rate  a  very  considerable  number  were  armed. 

"  We  had  better  form  them  up  as  they  come,  Herrara.  If 
the  head  of  the  column  stops  it  will  stop  them  all,  and  then 
there  will  be  confusion." 

The  road  through  the  village  was  wide.  When  a  hundred 
ranks  had  passed  they  were  halted,  faced  round,  and  marched 
forward,  and  so  they  continued  until  the  village  was  filled 
with  a  dense  mass  of  men  twenty  deep.  Terence  observed 
with  satisfaction  that  they  had  with  them  six  bullock  carts 
filled  with  ammunition  cases,  spare  muskets,  and  powder  bar 
rels.  The  men  who  had  first  spoken  to  Terence  had  headed 
the  column,  and  these  had  stopped  by  his  side  as  the  others 
marched  in. 

"  You  have  succeeded,  I  see,"  he  said.  "I  hope  that  you  were 
enabled  to  accomplish  it  without  violence." 

"They  were  too  much  surprised  to  offer  much  resistance. 
Five  fellows,  who  said  they  were  the  committee  appointed  by 
the  Junta,  came  to  us  and  told  us  that  unless  we  dispersed  at 
once  we  should  be  severely  punished.  We  told  them  that  we 
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had  come  out  of  our  homes  at  the  orders  of  the  Junta,  but  that 
as  the  Junta  had  not  supplied  us  with  arms  we  had  come  for 
them,  as  we  were  not  going  to  fight  the  French  with  nothing 
but  sticks.  They  then  threatened  us  again,  and  we  told  them 
that  if  they  hindered  us  from  defending  the  country  we  should 
hang  them  at  once;  and  as  they  saw  we  meant  it,  they  went 
quietly  off  to  their  houses.  Then  we  broke  down  the  door  of 
the  magazine.  We  found  four  thousand  muskets  there.  Each 
man  took  one,  and  we  left  the  remainder  and  enough  ammu 
nition  for  them,  and  have  brought  the  rest  here  together  with 
a  hundred  spare  muskets. 

"  We  have  observed  excellent  order,  and  no  one  was  hurt  or 
alarmed.  The  only  men  who  left  the  ranks  were  a  score  who 
went  round  to  the  bakers'  shops  by  my  orders,  and  bought  up 
all  the  bread  in  the  place.  We  found  a  bag  with  a  thousand 
dollars  at  the  quarters  of  Cortingos." 

"What  became  of  him  and  his  two  associates?" 

"  They  had  the  impudence  to  come  out  and  harangue  us 
when  you  had  gone;  but  we  tied  them  up  to  the  branch  of  a 
tree,  so  there  is  an  end  of  them." 

"And  a  very  fitting  end  too,"  Terence  said.  "What  have 
you  done  with  the  money?" 

"The  bag  is  in  that  cart,  senor." 

"  You  had  better  appoint  four  of  your  number  as  treasurers. 
I  would  rather  not  touch  it.  You  must  be  as  careful  as  you 
can,  and  spend  it  only  on  the  barest  necessaries  of  life.  We 
shall  have  few  opportunities  of  buying  things  in  the  mountains, 
but  when  we  do  come  upon  them  they  must  be  paid  for. 
Of  course  we  shall  go  no  farther  to-night.  How  many  men 
have  you?" 

"About  two  thousand  five  hundred,  senor." 

"  They  must  be  told  off  into  twelve  companies.  That  will 
be  two  hundred  and  ten  to  each  company.  I  shall  appoint  one 
of  these  soldiers  to  each  company  to  drill  and  command  it.  I 
propose  that  each  company  shall  elect  its  other  officers.  Lieu- 
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tenant  Herrara  will,  under  my  orders,  command  the  regiment. 
The  two  English  soldiers  with  me  will  each  take  command  of 
six  companies.  The  first  thing  to  be  done  is  to  tell  off  the 
men  into  companies. 

"This  we  will  at  once  do.  After  that  they  can  be  marched 
just  outside  the  village,  and  each  company  will  then  fall  out 
and  elect  its  officers.  When  that  is  done  the  men  will  be 
quartered  in  the  village.  I  have  set  apart  one  room  in  each 
house  for  the  inhabitants,  and  the  men  must  pack  as  tightly 
as  they  can  into  the  others;  and  of  course  the  sheds  and 
stables  must  also  be  utilized." 

With  the  assistance  of  the  troopers  the  work  of  dividing 
the  force  up  into  companies  was  accomplished  in  an  hour. 
Herrara  then  called  his  men  to  him. 

"You  will  each  take  the  command  of  a  company,"  he  said, 
"  and  drill  them  and  teach  them  the  use  of  their  arms.  This 
force  is  now  under  the  command  of  this  British  officer.  Acting 
under  his  orders,  I  take  the  command  of  the  force  under  him. 
So  long  as  we  are  out  you  will  each  act  as  captains  of  your 
companies,  and  your  British  comrades  will  act  as  field-officers, 
each  taking  the  command  of  six  companies.  We  are  going  to 
hinder  the  advance  of  the  French,  and  to  cut  their  communica 
tions  with  Spain.  It  will  be  a  glorious  and  most  honourable 
duty,  and  I  rely  most  implicitly  on  your  doing  your  best  to 
make  the  men  under  your  command  fit  to  meet  the  enemy. 
Captain  Juan  Sanches,  you  will  take  the  first  company;"  and 
so  he  allotted  to  each  his  command. 

The  soldiers  saluted  gravely,  but  with  an  air  of  delight. 

"  You  will,  in  the  first  place,  march  your  men  to  various 
spots  around  the  village;  they  will  then  fall  out  and  select  six 
officers  each.  You  will  see  that  each  man  knows  the  number 
of  his  company,  so  that  they  can  fall  in  without  hesitation  as 
soon  as  the  order  is  given.  While  you  are  away  we  shall 
examine  the  houses  and  allot  so  many  to  each  company." 

In  the  meantime  Terence  had  been  similarly  instructing  the 
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two  orderlies.  Although  standing  at  attention,  a  broad  grin 
of  amusement  stole  over  their  faces  as  he  went  on  : 

"  I  did  not  expect  this  any  more  than  you  did,"  he  said;  "  but 
my  orders  were  open  ones,  and  were  to  assist  General  Romana 
in  hindering  the  advance  of  the  French,  and  I  think  that  I 
cannot  do  so  better  than  by  augmenting  his  forces  by  2500  well- 
armed  men.  I  rely  greatly  upon  you  to  assist  me  in  the  work. 
You  will,  as  you  see,  each  occupy  the  position  of  field-officers, 
while  the  Portuguese  troopers  will  each  have  the  command  of  a 
company.  In  order  to  support  your  authority  I  shall  address  you 
each  as  major,  and  you  can  consider  that  you  hold  that  rank  as 
long  as  we  are  out  with  this  force.  I  have  seen  enough  of  you 
both  to  know  that  you  will  do  your  duty  well.  You  will  under 
stand  that  this  is  going  to  be  no  child's  play;  it  will  be  a 
dangerous  service.  I  shall  spare  neither  myself  nor  any  under 
my  command.  There  will  be  lots  of  fighting  and  opportunities 
for  you  to  distinguish  yourselves,  and  I  hope  that  I  shall  be 
able  to  speak  in  high  terms  of  you  when  I  send  in  my  report 
to  General  Cradock." 

"  We  will  do  our  best,  sir,"  Andrew  Macwitty  said.  "  How 
are  we  to  address  you  1 " 

"  I  shall  keep  to  Mr.  O'Connor,  and  shall  consider  myself  a 
political  officer  with  supreme  military  authority.  Your  titles 
are  simply  for  local  purposes,  and  to  give  you  authority  among 
the  Portuguese." 

"  We  don't  know  enough  of  the  lingo  to  give  the  words  of 
command,  sir,"  William  Bull  said. 

"  That  will  not  matter.  The  Portuguese  dragoons  will  teach 
them  as  much  drill  as  it  is  necessary  for  them  to  knoAv.  If 
you  have  to  post  them  in  a  position  you  can  do  that  well 
enough  by  signs;  but  at  the  same  time  it  is  most  desirable 
that  you  should  both  set  to  work  in  earnest  and  try  to  pick 
up  a  little  of  the  language.  You  both  know  enough  to  make 
a  start  with,  and  if  you  ride  every  day  with  one  or  other  of 
the  captains  of  companies,  and  when  they  are  drilling  the  men 
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stand  by  and  listen  to  them,  you  will  soon  learn  enough  to 
give  the  men  the  necessary  orders.  As  a  rule  the  two  wings 
will  act  as  separate  regiments;  each  of  them  is  rather  stronger 
than  that  of  a  line  regiment  at  its  full  war  strength,  and  it 
will  be  more  convenient  to  treat  them  as  separate  regiments, 
and,  until  we  get  to  the  frontier,  march  them  a  few  miles 
apart. 

"  In  this  way  they  can  occupy  different  villages,  and  obtain 
better  accommodation  than  if  they  were  all  together.  They 
have  money  enough  to  buy  bread  and  wine  for  some  time. 
You  and  the  captains  under  you  had  better  each  form  a  sort 
of  mess.  You  will,  of  course,  draw  rations  of  bread  and  wine, 
and  I  will  provide  you  with  money  to  buy  a  sheep  occasionally, 
or  some  fowls,  to  keep  you  in  meat." 

The  two  troopers  walked  gravely  away,  but  as  soon  as  they 
were  at  a  little  distance  they  turned  round  the  corner  of  a 
house  and  burst  into  a  shout  of  laughter. 

"How  are  you  finding  yourself  to-day,  Major  Macwitty  ?" 

"Just  first-rate;  and  how  is  yoursel',  Major  Bull?"  and  they 
again  went  off  into  another  shout  of  laughter. 

"  This  is  a  rum  start,  and  no  mistake,  Macwitty." 

"Ay,  but  it  is  no'  an  unpleasant  one,  I  reckon.  Mr. 
O'Connor  knows  what  he  is  about,  though  he  is  little  more 
than  a  laddie.  The  orderly  who  brought  our  orders  to  go 
with  him,  said  he  had  heard  from  one  of  the  general's  mess 
waiters  that  the  general  and  the  other  officers  were  saying  the 
young  officer  had  done  something  quite  out  of  the  way,  and 
were  paying  him  compliments  on  it,  and  the  general  had  put 
him  on  his  own  staff  in  consequence,  and  was  saying  something 
about  his  having  saved  a  wing  of  his  regiment  from  being 
captured  by  the  French.  The  man  had  not  heard  it  all,  but 
just  scraps  as  he  went  in  and  out  of  the  room  with  wine,  but 
he  said  it  seemed  something  out  of  the  way,  and  mighty  credit 
able.  And  now  what  do  you  think  of  this  affair,  Bulll" 

"  There  is  one  thing,  and  that  is  that  there  is  like  to  be, 

(  M  359  )  Q 
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as  he  said,  plenty  of  fighting,  for  I  should  say  that  he  is  just 
the  sort  of  fellow  to  give  us  the  chance  of  it,  and  I  do  think 
that  these  Portuguese  fellows  really  mean  to  fight." 

"  I  think  that  mysel',  but  there  is  no  answering  for  these 
brown-skin  chaps.  Still,  maybe  it  is  the  fault  of  the  officers 
as  well  as  the  men." 

"  It  will  be  a  rare  game  anyhow,  Macwitty.  At  any  rate  I 
will  do  my  best  to  get  the  fellows  into  order.  He  is  a  fine 
young  officer,  and  a  thorough  gentleman,  and  no  mistake.  He 
goes  about  it  all  as  if  he  had  been  accustomed  to  command 
two  regiments  all  his  life,  and  these  Portuguese  fellows  seem 
to  have  taken  to  him  wonderfully.  At  any  rate  it  will  be  a 
thing  for  us  to  talk  about  all  our  lives — how  we  were  majors 
for  a  bit,  arid  fought  the  French  on  our  own  account." 

"Yes,  if  we  get  home  to  tell  about  it,"  Macwitty  said 
cautiously.  "I  dinna  think  we  can  reckon  much  on  that  yet. 
It  is  a  desperate  sort  of  a  business,  and  he  is  ower  young  to 
command." 

"  I  would  rather  have  a  young  officer  than  an  old  one,"  Bull 
said  carelessly;  "and  though  he  is  Irish  I  feel  sure  that  he 
has  got  his  head  screwed  on  the  right  way.  Look  how  well 
he  managed  last  night.  Why,  an  old  general  could  not  have 
done  better.  If  he  hadn't  caught  those  three  fellows  in  a 
trap,  I  doubt  whether  we  should  have  got  out  of  the  scrape. 
Sixteen  or  seventeen  men  against  over  two  thousand  is  pretty 
long  odds.  We  should  have  accounted  for  a  lot  of  them,  but 
they  would  have  done  for  us  in  the  end." 

"  You  are  right  there,  Bull.  I  thought  mysel'  that  it  was 
an  awkward  fix,  and  certainly  he  managed  those  Portuguese 
fellows  well,  and  turned  the  lot  round  his  little  finger.  Ay, 
ay;  he  knows  what  he  is  doing  perfectly  well,  young  as  he  is." 

"Well,  we  had  best  be  off  to  look  after  our  commands," 
Bull  laughed.  "  I  suppose  they  will  call  mine  the  first  regi 
ment,  as  I  have  the  right  wing." 

While  the  men  were  away,  Terence  and  Herrara  with  the 
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head  man  of  the  village,  went  round  to  all  the  houses,  and 
marked  on  pieces  of  paper  the  number  of  men  who  could  manage 
to  lie  down  on  the  floors  and  passages,  with  the  number  of  the 
company,  and  fixed  them  on  the  doors,  they  also  made  an  arrange 
ment  with  the  proprietor  of  a  neighbouring  vineyard  to  supply 
as  much  wine  as  was  required,  at  the  rate  of  a  pint  to  each  man. 
When  the  men  returned,  four  men  were  told  off  from  each 
company  to  fetch  the  rations  of  bread,  and  another  four  to 
carry  the  wine.  They  were  accompanied  by  one  of  the  newly- 
elected  sergeants  to  check  the  quantity,  and  see  that  all  was 
done  in  order.  To  prevent  confusion  the  companies  were  kept 
drawn  up  until  the  rations  had  been  distributed,  then  they 
were  taken  into  their  quarters,  filling  every  room,  attic  and 
cellar,  barn,  granary,  and  stable  in  the  village.  Then  Terence 
and  Herrara  in  one  room,  and  the  troopers  in  another  of  the 
little  inn,  sat  down  to  a  meal  Terence  had  ordered  as  soon  as 
they  arrived. 

The  next  morning  at  daybreak  they  marched  off.  Terence 
rode  at  their  head,  Herrara  at  the  rear  of  the  regiment,  and 
each  captain  at  the  head  of  his  company.  From  time  to  time 
Terence  rode  up  and  down  the  line,  and  ordered  the  men  to 
keep  step. 

"  It  is  just  as  easy,"  he  said  to  the  captains,  "  for  the  men 
to  do  so  as  to  walk  along  anyhow,  and  they  will  find  that  the 
sound  of  all  the  footfalls  together  helps  them  to  march  steadily 
and  lessens  fatigue.  Never  mind  about  the  slope  of  their 
muskets;  you  must  not  harass  them  about  little  things,  else 
they  will  get  sulky;  it  will  all  come  gradually." 

Four  marches  of  twenty  miles  each  took  them  over  the  moun 
tains  in  four  days.  The  Portuguese  marched  well,  and  not  a 
single  man  fell  out  from  the  ranks,  while  at  the  end  of  the  day 
they  were  still  fresh  enough  to  allow  of  an  hour's  drill.  Even  in 
that  short  time  there  was  a  very  appreciable  difference  in  their 
appearance.  They  had  already  learned  to  keep  their  distances 
on  the  march,  to  slope  their  muskets  more  evenly  on  their 


244  WITH   MOORE   AT   CORUNNA. 

shoulders,  and  to  carry  themselves  with  a  more  erect  bearing. 
The  first  two  drills  had  been  devoted  to  teaching  them  how  to 
load  and  aim,  the  other  two  to  changes  of  formation,  from 
column  into  line  and  back  again. 

"  They  would  make  fine  soldiers,  sir,"  Bull  said  on  the  fourth 
evening,  "after  they  have  had  six  months'  drill." 

"No  doubt  they  would  move  more  regularly,"  Terence  agreed, 
"but  in  mountain  warfare  that  makes  little  difference;  as  soon 
as  they  have  learned  to  shoot  straight,  and  to  have  confidence 
in  themselves,  they  will  do  just  as  well  holding  a  defile  or  the 
head  of  a  bridge  as  if  they  had  been  drilled  for  months.  We 
must  get  hold  of  some  horns  of  some  sort,  and  they  must  learn 
a  few  simple  calls,  such  as  the  advance,  retire,  form  square, 
and  things  of  that  sort.  With  such  large  companies  the  voice 
would  never  be  heard  in  the  din  of  a  battle.  I  hope  that  we 
shall  get  at  least  a  week  to  practise  skirmishing  over  rough 
ground  and  to  fall  back  in  good  order,  taking  advantage  of 
every  rock  and  shelter,  before  we  get  under  fire.  Do  you  know 
anything  about  blowing  up  bridges?" 

"Not  me,  sir.     That  is  engineers'  business." 

"  It  is  a  thing  that  troopers  ought  to  know  something  about 
too,  Bull;  for  if  you  were  far  in  advance  without  an  engineer 
near  you,  you  might  do  good  service  by  blowing  up  a  bridge 
and  checking  the  advance  of  an  enemy.  However,  I  dare  say 
we  shall  soon  find  out  how  it  is  best  done.  Now,  to-morrow 
morning  we  will  have  three  hours  of  skirmishing  work  on  these 
hillsides.  By  that  time  the  other  regiment  will  have  come  up, 
and  then  we  will  march  together  to  join  Romana." 

The  Spanish  general  was  much  surprised  at  the  arrival  of 
Terence  at  the  head  of  two  well-armed  regiments.  His  force 
had  swelled  considerably  in  point  of  numbers,  for  he  had  sent 
messengers  all  over  the  country  to  the  priests,  and  these, 
having  a  horror  of  the  French,  had  stirred  up  the  peasants  by 
threats  of  eternal  perdition  if  they  came  back;  while  Romana 
issued  proclamations  threatening  death  to  all  who  did  not  take 
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up  arms.  Thus  he  had  some  8000  men  collected,  of  whom 
fully  half  were  his  own  dispersed  soldiers.  He  received 
Terence  with  effusion. 

"Have  you  brought  me  arms?"  was  his  first  question. 

"No,  sir;  no  transport  could  be  obtained  in  Lisbon,  and  it 
was  found  impossible  to  despatch  any  muskets  to  you.  I 
have,  however,  four  thousand  pounds,  in  dollars,  to  hand  over. 
At  starting  I  had  five  thousand,  but  of  these  I  have,  in  the 
exercise  of  my  discretion,  retained  a  thousand  for  the  purchase 
of  provisions  and  necessaries  for  these  two  Portuguese  regiments 
which  are  under  my  command,  and  with  which  I  hope  to  do 
good  service  by  co-operating  with  your  force.  Have  you  not 
found  great  difficulty  in  victualling  your  men?" 

"No,  I  have  had  no  trouble  on  that  score,"  the  marquis 
said.  "  I  found  that  a  magazine  of  provisions  had  been  col 
lected  for  the  use  of  General  Moore's  army  at  Montrui,  three 
miles  from  here,  and  have  been  supporting  my  troops  on  the 
contents.  The  money  will  be  most  useful,  however,  directly 
we  move.  Fully  half  of  my  men  have  guns,  for  the  Galician 
peasants  are  accustomed  to  the  use  of  arms.  I  wish  that  it 
had  been  more,  but  four  thousand  pounds  will  be  very  welcome. 
Do  you  propose  to  join  my  force  with  your  regiments?" 

"Not  exactly  to  join  them,  General;  my  orders  are  to  give 
you  such  assistance  as  I  can,  and  I  think  that  I  can  do  more 
by  co-operating  with  you  independently.  In  the  first  place,  I 
do  not  think  that  my  Portuguese  would  like  to  be  commanded 
by  a  Spanish  general;  in  the  second  place,  it  would  be  ex 
tremely  difficult  to  feed  so  large  a  body  of  troops  in  these 
mountains,  and  the  smaller  the  number  the  more  easily  can 
they  move  about.  Besides,  in  these  defiles  a  large  force  of  un 
disciplined  men  could  not  act  efficiently,  and  in  case  of  a  reverse 
would  fall  rapidly  into  confusion.  I  propose  to  use  my  force 
as  a  sort  of  flying  column,  co-operating  with  yours.  Thus,  if 
you  attack  the  head  of  a  column,  I  will  fall  on  their  flank  or 
rear,  will  harass  their  line  of  communication,  blow  up  bridges 
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and  destroy  roads,  and  so  render  their  movements  slow  and 
difficult.  By  such  means  I  should  certainly  render  you  more 
efficient  service  than  if  my  regiments  were  to  form  a  part  of 
your  force." 

"  Perhaps  that  would  be  best,"  Romana  said.  "  Could  you 
supply  me  with  any  ammunition  ?  For  although  the  peasants 
have  guns,  very  few  have  more  than  a  few  rounds  of  ammuni 
tion,  and  even  this  is  not  made  up  into  cartridges." 

"That  I  can  do,  sir.  I  can  give  you  20,000  rounds  of 
ammunition  and  ten  barrels  of  powder.  I  have  no  lead,  but 
you  may  perhaps  be  able  to  obtain  that." 

"Yes.  The  priests,  in  fact,  have  sent  in  a  considerable 
amount.  They  have  stripped  the  roofs  off  their  churches. 
That  will  be  a  most  welcome  supply  indeed,  and  I  am  heartily 
obliged  to  you." 

The  gift  of  the  ammunition  had  the  effect  of  doing  away 
with  any  discontent  the  Spaniard  may  have  felt  on  finding 
that  Terence  was  going  to  act  independently  of  him.  It  had 
indeed  already  flashed  across  his  mind  that  it  might  be  un 
pleasant  always  to  have  a  British  officer  with  him,  from  whose 
opinion  he  might  frequently  differ,  and  who  might  endeavour  to 
control  his  movements.  He  had  hardly  expected  that,  with  so 
much  on  their  hands,  and  the  claims  that  would  be  made  from 
Oporto  for  assistance,  they  would  have  sent  any  money;  and 
the  sixteen  thousand  dollars  were  therefore  most  welcome, 
while  the  ammunition  would  be  invaluable  to  him. 

Terence  had  taken  out  his  share  of  the  money,  and  the  cart 
with  the  remainder  for  Romana  was  now  at  the  door.  The  sacks 
were  brought  in,  Romana  called  in  four  or  five  officers,  the  dollars 
were  counted  out,  and  a  receipt  given  to  Terence  for  them. 

"  I  will  send  the  ammunition  up  in  half  an  hour,  Marquis." 

"  I  thank  you  greatly,  senor.  I  will  at  once  order  a  number 
of  men  to  set  to  work  casting  bullets  and  preparing  cartridge- 
cases.  In  the  meantime,  please  let  me  hear  what  are  your 
general's  plans  for  the  defence  of  Portugal." 
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Terence  told  him  that  he  was  unaware  what  were  the  in 
tentions  of  the  British  general,  but  that,  from  what  he  learned 
during  the  few  hours  that  he  was  at  Lisbon,  he  thought  it 
improbable  in  the  extreme  that  Sir  John  Cradock  would  be 
able  to  send  any  force  to  check  the  advance  of  the  French 
upon  Oporto. 

"In  the  first  place,"  he  said,  "he  is  absolutely  without 
transport;  and  in  the  second,  Victor  has  a  large  army,  and 
now  that  Saragossa  has  fallen,  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  his 
marching  direct  upon  Lisbon.  Lapisse  is  at  Salamanca  and 
can  enter  Portugal  from  the  east.  The  whole  country  is  in 
confusion;  with  the  exception  of  a  force  gathering  under  Lord 
Beresford  there  is  no  army  whatever.  Lisbon  is  almost  at  the 
mercy  of  the  mob,  who,  supported  by  the  government,  march 
about  with  British  muskets  and  pikes,  killing  all  they  suspect 
of  being  favourable  to  the  French,  and  even  attacking  British 
soldiers  and  officers  in  the  streets. 

"  Were  the  general  to  march  north,  he  would  not  get  news 
of  Victor's  advance  in  time  to  get  back  to  save  Lisbon,  there 
fore  I  fear  that  it  is.  absolutely  impossible  for  him  to  attempt 
to  check  the  French  until  they  cross  the  Douro,  perhaps  not 
until  they  cross  the  Mondego.  The  levies  of  the  northern 
province  are  ordered  to  assemble  at  Villa  Real,  and  I  believe, 
from  what  I  gathered  on  the  march,  that  some  thousands  of 
men  are  there,  but  I  doubt  very  greatly  whether  they  are  in 
a  state  to  offer  any  determined  resistance  to  Soult." 

"That  is  a  bad  look-out,"  the  general  said  gloomily;  "still, 
we  must  hope  for  the  best,  as  Spain  will  soon  raise  fresh 
armies,  and  so  occupy  the  attention  of  the  enemy  that  Soult 
will  have  to  fall  back.  I  am  in  communication  with  General 
Silveira,  who  will  advance  to  Chaves;  he  has  four  thousand 
men.  He  has  written  to  me  that  the  bishop  had  collected 
50,000  peasants  at  Oporto." 

"Where  they  will  probably  do  more  harm  than  good,"  Ter 
ence  said  scornfully.  "  I  would  rather  have  half  a  regiment 
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of  British  troops  than  the  whole  lot  of  them.  It  is  not  men 
that  are  wanted,  it  is  discipline,  and  50,000  peasants  will  be 
even  more  unmanageable  and  useless  than  5000  would  be.  By 
the  way,  General,  I  have  now  to  inform  you  that  General 
Cradock  has  done  me  the  honour  of  placing  me  on  his  personal 
staff." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  the  marquis  said  courteously,  "it 
will  certainly  increase  your  authority  greatly." 

Terence,  leaving  Romana,  marched  his  troops  to  within  a  mile 
of  Monterey,  choosing  a  spot  where  there  was  a  wood  which 
would  afford  some  shelter  to  the  troops,  and  would  give  them  n 
supply  of  firewood.  At  Monterey  he  would  be  able  to  pur 
chase  provisions,  and  he  wished  to  keep  them  apart  from 
Romana's  men,  whose  undisciplined  habits  and  general  insubor 
dination  would  counteract  his  efforts  with  his  own  men. 

The  next  ten  days  were  spent  in  almost  incessant  drilling, 
and  in  practising  shooting.  Bread  and  wine  were  obtained  from 
Monterey,  and  he  purchased  a  large  flock  of  sheep  at  a  very 
low  price,  the  peasants,  in  their  fear  of  the  French,  being  very 
anxious  to  turn  their  flocks  and  herds  into  money,  which  could 
be  hid  away  securely  until  the  tide'of  invasion  had  passed. 
Laborious  and  frugal  in  their  habits,  these  peasants  seldom 
touch  meat,  and  the  troops  were  highly  gratified  at  the  rations 
supplied  to  them,  and  worked  hard  and  cheerfully  at  their  drill. 

Among  so  many  men  there  were  naturally  a  few  who  were 
inclined  to  be  insubordinate.  These  were  speedily  weeded  out. 
The  offenders  were  promptly  seized,  flogged,  and  expelled  from 
the  force,  their  places  being  supplied  from  among  the  peasants, 
many  of  whom  were  desirous  of  enlisting.  Terence  sent  these 
off,  save  a  few  he  selected,  to  Silveira,  as  his  own  force  was 
quite  as  large  as  could  properly  be  handled.  With  improved 
food  and  incessant  drill  the  men  rapidly  developed  into  soldiers. 
Each  carried  a  rough  native  blanket  rolled  up  like  a  scarf  over 
one  shoulder.  This  was  indeed  the  only  point  of  regular 
equipment.  They  had  no  regular  uniform,  but  they  were 
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all  in  their  peasant  dresses.  There  was  no  communication 
between  them  and  Romana's  forces,  for  the  animosity  between 
the  two  peoples  amounted  to  hatred.  The  Portuguese  would  in 
deed  have  marched  to  attack  them  as  willingly  as  they  would 
have  received  the  order  to  move  against  the  French. 

During  this  week  of  waiting  Silveira  with  4000  men  arrived 
at  Chaves,  and  a  meeting  took  place  between  him  and  Romana. 
Both  had  plans  equally  wild  and  impracticable,  neither  would 
give  way,  and  as  they  were  well  aware  that  their  forces  would 
never  act  together,  they  decided  to  act  independently  against 
the  French.  At  the  end  of  eight  days  the  news  came  that 
Soult,  having  made  all  his  preparations,  had  left  Orense  on  his 
march  southward. 

Terence  had  bought  a  quantity  of  rough  canvas,  and  the 
men,  as  they  sat  round  the  fires  after  their  day's  work  was 
over,  made  haversacks  in  which  they  could  carry  rations  for  four 
or  five  days.  As  soon  as  the  news  was  received  that  Soult  was 
advancing,  Terence  ordered  sufficient  bread  to  supply  them 
for  that  time,  from  the  bakehouses  of  Monterey.  A  hundred 
rounds  of  ball-cartridge  were  served  round  to  each.  A  light 
cart  containing  eight  barrels  of  powder,  a  bag  with  1000 
dollars,  and  the  tent,  was  the  only  vehicle  taken,  and  the  rest 
of  the  ammunition  and  powder  was  buried  deep  in  the  wood, 
and  the  bulk  of  the  money  privately  hidden  in  another  spot 
by  Terence  and  Herrara.  Twelve  horns  had  been  obtained; 
several  of  the  men  were  able  to  blow  them,  and  these,  attached 
one  to  each  company,  had  learned  a  few  calls.  Terence  and 
Herrara  took  their  post  at  the  edge  of  the  wood  to  watch  the 
two  regiments  march  past. 

"I  think  they  will  do,"  Terence  said,  "they  have  picked  up 
marvellously  since  they  have  been  here;  and  though  I  should 
not  like  to  trust  them  in  the  plain  with  Franceschi's  cavalry 
sweeping  down  upon  them,  I  think  that  in  mountain  work 
they  can  be  trusted  to  make  a  stand." 

"  I  think  so,"  Herrara  agreed.     "  They  have  certainly  im- 


250  WITH  MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

proved  wonderfully.  Our  peasants  are  very  docile  and  easily 
led  when  they  have  confidence  in  their  commander  and  are 
not  stirred  up  by  agitators,  but  they  are  given  to  sudden  fury, 
as  is  shown  by  the  frightful  disorders  at  Lisbon  and  Oporto. 
However,  they  certainly  have  confidence  in  you,  and  if  they 
are  successful  in  the  first  skirmish  or  two  they  can  be  trusted 
to  fight  stoutly  afterwards." 


CHAPTER   XV 

THE     FIRST     SKIRMISH. 

SOULT  had  spent  a  month  in  making  his  preparations  for 
the  invasion  of  Portugal.  The  time,  however,  had  not 
been  wasted  by  him.  Vigo,  Tuy,  and  Guardia  had  all  been 
occupied  without  opposition.  Salvatierra  on  the  Minho  had 
been  taken  possession  of,  and  thus  three  roads  were  open  to 
him  by  which  to  cross  low  down  on  the  river,  namely,  at 
Guardia,  Tuy,  and  Salvatierra.  These  roads  afforded  the 
shortest  and  easiest  line  to  Oporto.  Romana  and  Silveira 
had  both  been  of  opinion  that  he  would  march  south  from 
Orense,  through  Monterey,  and  up  the  valley  of  the  Tamega, 
and  their  plans  were  all  made  with  a  view  of  opposing  his 
advance  in  that  direction.  The  night  before  Terence  marched 
he  called  upon  Romana. 

"It  seems  to  me  probable,  Marquis,  as  it  does  to  you,  that 
the  French  will  advance  by  this  line,  but  it  is  possible  that 
they  may  follow  the  north  bank  of  the  Minho  and  cross  at 
Salvatierra  or  Tuy.  By  that  route  they  would  have  several 
rivers  to  cross  but  no  mountains  or  defiles.  Were  they  to 
throw  troops  across  there  they  would  meet  with  no  opposition 
until  they  arrived  at  Oporto.  It  seems  to  me  that  my  best 
plan  would  be  to  march  west  and  endeavour  to  prevent  such 


THE   FIRST   SKIRMISH.  251 

a  passage  being  made.  If  I  could  do  so  it  would  prevent  your 
position  being  turned.  There  are  no  bridges  marked  on  my 
map,  and  if  I  could  secure  the  boats  we  should,  at  any  rate, 
cause  Soult  much  difficulty  and  delay.  No  doubt  there  are 
some  local  levies  there,  and  we  should  be  able  to  watch  a  con 
siderable  extent  of  the  river;  indeed,  so  far  as  I  can  see,  they 
must  cross,  if  they  cross  at  all  there,  at  one  of  the  three  towns 
on  the  north  side,  for  it  is  only  by  the  roads  running  through 
these  that  they  could  carry  their  artillery  and  baggage." 

"I  think  that  will  be  an  excellent  plan,"  Eomana  said,  "for 
although  I  believe  that  they  will  come  this  way,  I  have  been 
very  uneasy  at  the  thought  that  they  might  possibly  cross 
lower  down,  and  so  turn  our  position  altogether.  But  you 
will  have  to  watch  not  only  the  three  places  through  which  the 
roads  pass,  but  other  parts  of  the  river,  for  they  may  throw  a 
few  hundred  men  across  in  boats  at  any  point,  and  these  falling 
suddenly  upon  your  parties  on  the  bank,  might  drive  them 
away  and  enable  the  main  body  to  cross  without  resis 
tance." 

"I  will  keep  as  sharp  a  look-out  as  I  can,  Marquis." 

Marching  north  from  Monterey  the  troops  moved  through 
Villa  Real  and  Gingo,  and  then  turning  west  crossed  the  river 
Lima,  there  a  small  stream,  and  then,  following  the  valley  of 
that  river  for  some  distance,  turned  off  and  struck  the  Minho 
opposite  Salvatierra,  having  covered  fifty  miles  in  two  days. 
Here  a  considerable  number  of  armed  peasants  and  ordenan^as 
were  gathered.  They  were  delighted  at  the  arrival  of  two  well- 
armed  regiments;  and  hearing  from  Herrara  that  Terence  was 
a  staff-officer  of  the  British  general,  and  was  sent  by  him  to 
direct  the  defence  of  the  river,  they  at  once  placed  themselves 
under  his  orders. 

Terence  found,  to  his  satisfaction,  that  on  the  approach  of 
the  French  most  of  the  boats  had  been  removed  to  the  south 
side  of  the  river  and  hauled  up  the  bank.  His  first  order 
was  that  anyone  acquainted  with  the  position  of  any  boats  on 
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the  other  side  of  the  river  should  at  once  inform  him  of  it.  It 
was  not  long  before  he  heard  of  some  twenty  or  thirty  that 
had  been  hidden  by  their  owners  on  the  other  side,  in  order 
that  they  might  have  the  means  of  crossing  to  escape  the  French 
exactions.  At  nightfall  several  boats  were  launched,  and 
parties  of  men  directed  by  those  who  had  given  information 
started  to  cross  the  river  and  bring  those  boats  over.  The 
Minho  was  at  this  time  in  flood  and  was  running  with  great 
rapidity,  and  Terence  felt  confident  that  in  its  present  state 
none  of  the  enemy's  cavalry  would  attempt  to  cross  it  by 
swimming. 

He  decided  on  placing  the  largest  part  of  his  force  opposite 
Tuy,  as  the  principal  road  south  passed  through  this  town, 
and  he  would  here  be  supported  by  the  guns  of  the  fortress 
of  Valenca.  He  stationed  his  first  battalion  here,  with  orders 
to  line  the  river  for  six  miles  above  and  below  this  spot. 
Half  of  the  second  battalion  he  left  under  Macwitty,  and  with 
the  other  half  determined  to  march  down  towards  the  mouth 
of  the  river.  The  next  morning  all  the  boats  returned,  bring 
ing  those  for  which  they  had  been  searching,  and  after  closely 
questioning  the  guides  he  felt  assured  that  there  could  be  so 
few  remaining  that  the  French  would  hardly  attempt  to  cross 
the  river  in  the  face  of  the  crowd  of  peasants — whom  the)'  could 
not  but  see — lining  the  southern  bank. 

As  soon  as  the  boats  had  returned  he  marched  with  the  three 
companies.  When  half-way  between  Valenca  and  Caminha 
he  met  a  peasant,  who  had  crossed  from  the  northern  bank  in 
a  boat  that  had  escaped  the  search  of  the  French.  He  re 
ported  that  some  days  before  some  10,000  of  the  French  had 
arrived  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  village  Campo  Sancos,  and 
that  a  division  had  been  hard  at  work  since  their  arrival  trans 
porting  some  large  fishing-boats  and  heavy  guns  from  the  har 
bour  of  Guardia  to  Campo  Sancos.  The  guns  had  been  placed 
in  a  battery  on  a  height,  and  the  boats  launched  in  a  little 
river  that  ran  into  the  Minho  village.  Terence  learned  that  the 
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work  was  now  nearly  completed,  and  the  peasant  had  risked 
his  life  in  coming  across  to  give  information. 

Terence  at  once  sent  off  a  mounted  man  to  Valenca  to  request 
Herrara  to  march  down  with  the  first  battalion  and  to  send  on 
to  Macwitty  to  leave  one  company  to  assist  the  ordenan^as  to 
guard  the  river  between  Salvatierra  and  Valenca,  and  to  take 
post  with  the  other  two  in  front  of  the  latter  town.  At  night 
fall  he  was  joined  by  Herrara. 

After  explaining  the  situation  to  him  Terence  said: 

"It  will  not  be  necessary  to  watch  the  river  above  Campo 
Sancos,  for  it  would  be  impossible  to  row  heavy  fishing-boats 
against  this  stream,  so  they  must  land  somewhere  between  that 
place  and  the  mouth  of  the  river.  Thus  we  have  only  some  eight 
miles  to  guard,  and  as  we  have  eighteen  hundred  men,  besides 
the  peasants,  we  ought  to  be  able  to  do  that  thoroughly.  I 
expect  they  will  endeavour  to  make  the  passage  to-night,  and 
they  will  certainly  cross,  as  nearly  as  they  can,  opposite  the 
village.  The  battery  is  about  a  mile  below  it,  and  is  no  doubt 
intended  to  cover  their  landing.  I  shall  post  myself  with  two 
companies  of  the  first  battalion  there,  and  extend  another  com 
pany  from  that  point  up  to  Campo  Sancos.  You,  with  the 
other  three  companies  and  the  three  companies  of  the  second 
battalion,  will  watch  the  river  below. 

"  It  is  unlucky  that  there  is  no  moon  at  present.  I  do  not 
expect,  however,  that  the  attack  will  take  place  till  morning, 
for  in  the  first  place,  the  peasant  said  that  although  the  guns 
had  been  got  up  to  the  height  they  had  not  yet  been  placed 
in  position,  and  as  we  have  noticed  no  movement  there  all  day, 
nor  seen  a  French  soldier  anywhere  near  the  river,  they  will 
only  be  beginning  work  now, and  can  hardly  have  finished  it  until 
well  on  in  the  night.  Besides,  when  the  first  party  who  crossed 
have  obtained  a  footing  here,  the  boats  will  have  to  go  back 
wards  and  forwards.  No  -doubt  the  cavalry  will  be  among  the 
first  to  cross,  and  they  would  hardly  get  the  horses  on  board 
in  the  dark.  It  is  of  vital  importance  to  repel  this  attack,  for 
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if  the  French  got  across  they  would  be  at  Vianna  to-morrow 
evening,  and  at  Oporto  three  days  later.  I  don't  suppose  that 
place  will  resist  for  a  day;  and  if,  as  is  probable,  Victor  moves 
up  from  the  south,  he  and  Soult  may  be  in  front  of  Lisbon  in 
ten  days'  time. 

"  You  had  better  tell  your  captains  this,  in  order  that  they 
may  understand  how  vital  it  is  to  prevent  the  passage.  From 
what  I  hear  from  the  peasants,  the  boats  will  not  be  able  to 
carry  more  than  three  or  four  hundred  men,  and  wherever 
they  land  we  ought  to  be  able  to  crush  them  before  the  boats 
can  cross  again  and  bring  over  reinforcements." 

"  Well,  Bull,  I  think  we  are  likely  to  have  fighting  to-night," 
Terence  said,  as  Herrara  marched  off  with  his  men. 

"I  hope  so,  sir.  I  don't  think  they  will  be  able  to  cross  in 
our  face,  and  it  will  do  the  men  a  lot  of  good  to  win  the  first 
fight." 

"If  Romana's  troops  were  worth  anything,  Soult  would 
find  himself  in  an  awkward  position.  He  has  got  his  whole 
army  jammed  up  in  the  corner  here,  and  if  he  cannot  cross 
there  is  nothing  for  him  to  do  but  to  march  along  the  river 
to  Orense,  and  then  come  down  by  the  road  through  Monterey. 
There  are  several  streams  to  cross  as  he  marches  up  the  bank. 
Romana  is  sure  to  have  heard  of  his  concentrating  somewhere 
down  near  the  mouth  of  the  river,  and  I  should  think  that  by 
this  time  he  will  have  crossed  near  Orense,  and  will  arrive  in 
time  to  dispute  the  passage  of  these  streams.  He  told  me  that 
the  Galician  peasants  have  been  so  enraged  by  their  cattle  being 
carried  off  for  the  use  of  the  French  army  that  they  will  rise  in 
insurrection  the  instant  the  French  march,  and  if  that  is  the 
case,  they  and  Romana  ought  to  be  able  to  give  Soult  a  lot  of 
trouble  before  he  reaches  Orense." 

"I  don't  think  those  fellows  with  Romana  are  likely  to  do 
much,  sir.  The  French  will  just  sweep  them  before  them." 

"I  am  afraid  so,  Bull;  still,  if  we  can  prevent  the  French 
from  crossing  here  and  compel  them  to  follow  the  long  road 
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through  Monterey,  we  shall  have  done  good  service.  It  would 
give  Portugal  another  seven  or  eight  days  to  prepare,  and  will 
send  the  enemy  through  a  country  where  undisciplined  troops 
ought  to  be  able  to  make  a  stand  even  against  soldiers  like  the 
French." 

All  through  the  night  Terence  and  his  major  patrolled  the 
bank  from  the  point  facing  Campo  Sancos,  to  a  mile  below  that 
on  which  the  French  were  placing  their  guns.  Everything 
went  on  quietly,  sentries  at  intervals  kept  watch,  and  the  men, 
wrapped  in  their  blankets,  lay  down  in  parties  of  fifty  at  short 
intervals. 

"  The  day  is  beginning  to  break,"  Terence  said,  as  he  met 
Bull  coming  back  from  the  lower  end  of  the  line.  "  I  am  not 
afraid  now,  for  if  we  can  but  see  them  coming  we  can  gather 
two  or  three  hundred  men  at  any  point  they  may  be  making 
for.  Besides,  our  shooting  would  be  very  wild  in  the  dark." 

"  That  it  would,  sir;  not  one  shot  in  fifty  would  hit  the  boats, 
let  alone  the  men;  and  when  the  Portuguese  saw  the  boats 
come  on  without  pause  in  spite  of  their  fire,  they  would  be 
likely  to  lose  heart  and  to  get  unsteady." 

"  We  may  as  well  stop  here,  Bull.  It  will  be  light  enough 
to  see  across  the  river  in  another  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  if 
there  are  no  boats  coming  then,  I  think  it  is  pretty  certain  that 
they  will  not  begin  until  to-morrow  night.  The  peasant  said 
that  they  have  only  got  10,000  troops  there  as  yet,  and  we 
know  that  Soult  has  more  than  double  that,  and  he  may  wait 
another  day  for  them  all  to  come  up." 

Ten  minutes  later  one  of  the  sentries  close  to  them  shouted 
out  that  he  could  see  boats.  Terence  ran  up  to  him. 

"  Where  are  they,  my  man  V 

"  Nearly  opposite,  sir." 

Terence  gazed  fixedly  for  a  moment,  and  then  said:  "I  see 
them;  they  are  heading  straight  across."  Then  he  gave  the 
order  to  the  man  who  always  accompanied  him  with  a  horn, 
to  blow  the  alarm. 
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At  the  sound,  the  troops  sprang  to  their  feet,  and  some 
hundreds  of  peasants,  who  were  lying  down  a  short  distance 
behind,  ran  up.  The  horn  was  evidently  heard  on  the  other 
side  of  the  river,  for  immediately  the  guns  of  the  battery  opposite 
opened  fire,  and  their  shot  whizzed  overhead.  The  boats  plied 
their  oars  vigorously,  and  the  French  soldiers  cheered;  they 
were  but  some  three  hundred  yards  away  when  first  discovered. 
The  Portuguese  were  coming  rapidly  up  at  the  double.  Terence 
shouted  that  not  a  shot  was  to  be  fired  until  he  gave  the  order- 
He  was  obeyed  by  his  own  men,  but  the  peasants  at  once  began 
a  wild  fire  at  the  boats.  By  the  time  these  were  within  fifty 
yards  of  the  shore  Terence  saw  with  satisfaction  that  fully  a 
company  had  come  up.  The  men  stood  firmly  although  the 
balls  from  the  French  battery  ploughed  up  the  ground  around 
them. 

"Wait  until  the  first  boat  grounds,"  Terence  shouted  again. 
Another  minute  and  the  first  fishing-boat  touched  the  shore. 
Then  the  horn  sounded,  and  the  front  line  of  the  Portuguese 
poured  a  terrible  volley  into  it.  A  few  of  the  French  sol 
diers  only  succeeded  in  gaining  the  land,  and  these  were  at 
once  shot  down.  Then  the  troops  opened  a  rolling  fire  upon 
the  other  boats.  The  French  replied  with  their  musketry, 
but  their  fire  was  feeble.  They  had  expected  to  have  effected 
a  landing  with  but  slight  opposition,  and  the  concentrated  fire 
of  the  troops  and  the  peasantry  convinced  them  that,  even 
should  they  gain  the  shore,  they  would  be  greatly  outnumbered, 
and  would  be  shot  down  before  they  could  gather  in  any 
regular  formation.  Many  of  the  rowers,  who  were  Spanish 
peasants  forced  into  the  work,  had  fallen.  Most  of  their  com 
rades  left  the  oars  and  threw  themselves  into  the  bottom  of 
the  boats,  and  the  craft  drifted  down  the  stream. 

Shouts  of  triumph  rose  from  the  Portuguese,  who  obeyed 
the  signal  to  form  fours,  and  marched  along  parallel  with 
the  boats,  forming  line  occasionally  and  firing  heavy  volleys. 
The  French  soldiers  now  seized  the  oars  and  rowed  the  craft 
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into  the  middle  of  the  river,  and  then  slowly  and  painfully 
made  their  way  to  Campo  Sancos,  having  lost  more  than  half 
of  the  three  hundred  men  who  had  left  there.  The  French 
battery  ceased  to  fire,  and  the  din  of  battle  was  succeeded  by 
a  dead  silence.  Once  convinced  that  the  French  had  abandoned 
the  attempt  to  land,  the  Portuguese  broke  into  loud  shouts  of 
triumph,  which  were  only  checked  when  Terence  ordered  them 
to  form  up  in  close  order.  When  they  did  so  he  addressed  a 
few  words  to  them,  complimenting  them  upon  the  steadiness 
that  they  had  shown,  and  upon  their  obeying  his  order  to 
reserve  their  fire  till  the  French  were  close  at  hand. 

"I  was  convinced  that  you  would  behave  well,"  he  said, 
"  and  in  future  I  shall  have  no  hesitation  in  meeting  a  body  of 
French  equal  in  numbers  to  yourselves." 

Messengers  were  at  once  despatched  to  order  up  all  the 
troops  that  had  been  posted  below,  and  in  two  hours  the  whole 
force,  with  the  exception  of  the  three  companies  between  them 
and  Salvatierra,  were  assembled. 

"  The  question  is,  Herrara,"  Terence  said,  when  he  and  his 
colonel  had  exchanged  congratulations  on  the  repulse  of  the 
French,  "what  will  Soult  do  next? 

"  That  is  a  question  upon  which  everything  depends.  I 
don't  think  he  will  try  again  here.  He  has  been  eight  days  in 
preparing  those  boats  to  cross,  and  now  that  he  knows  there  is 
a  very  strong  force  here,  and  that  even  if  he  got  three  or  four 
times  as  many  boats  he  would  scarcely  be  able  to  force  a 
passage,  my  idea  is  that  he  will  abandon  the  attack  and  march 
at  once  for  Orense.  In  that  case  the  question  is,  shall  we  wait 
until  we  have  assured  ourselves  that  he  has  gone,  and  then 
follow  and  harass  his  rear  ?  or  shall  we  march  up  the  river  and 
then  cross  to  help  Romana  to  bar  his  passage  1 " 

"  I  think  the  latter  will  be  the  best  plan.  You  see,  we 
should  not  be  cutting  his  communication  were  we  to  march 
now,  because  when  he  has  crossed  the  river  Avia  he  will  have 
direct  communication  with  Ney,  and  will  of  course  draw  all 

(  M  359  )  B 
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his  supplies  from  the  north,  so  I  think  that  we  had  better  lose 
no  time  in  pushing  up  along  the  river." 

The  troops  were  ordered  to  light  fires  and  cook  their  break 
fast.  While  this  was  going  on  Terence  assembled  the  peasant 
bands,  and  told  them  that  he  thought  the  French  would  not 
make  another  attempt  to  cross,  but  that  they  must  remain  in 
a  state  of  watchfulness  until  they  received  certain  news  from 
the  other  side  that  they  had  marched  for  Orense. 

As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over  and  the  cooking-pots  packed 
in  the  cart,  the  two  regiments  started  on  their  march.  They 
were  in  high  spirits,  and  laughed  and  sang  as  they  tramped 
along.  They  had  lost  but  two  killed  by  the  French  musketry 
fire,  and  there  were  but  five  so  severely  wounded  as  to  be 
unable  to  take  their  places  in  the  ranks.  These  Terence  ordered 
to  be  taken  in  a  country  cart  to  Pontelima,  and  he  provided 
them  with  money  for  their  support  there  until  cured. 

The  men  having  been  on  foot  all  night,  Terence  halted  them 
after  doing  fifteen  miles.  On  the  following  morning,  soon  after 
they  had  started,  they  saw  a  large  body  of  French  cavalry 
following  the  road  by  the  river.  These  were  La  Houssaye's, 
who  had  been  quartered  at  Salvatierra.  The  river  here  was 
narrower  than  it  had  been  below,  and  halting  the  troops  and 
forming  them  in  line  two  or  three  volleys  were  fired  across 
the  river.  These  did  some  execution,  and  caused  much  con 
fusion  in  the  French  ranks.  The  horsemen,  however,  galloped 
rapidly  up  the  river,  and  were  soon  out  of  range. 

"  That  settles  the  question,  Herrara.  The  French  are  re 
tracing  their  steps,  and  bound  for  Orense.  Soult  has  not  let 
the  grass  grow  under  his  feet,  and  the  cavalry  are  evidently 
sent  on  to  clear  out  any  bands  of  peasants  that  may  be  gather 
ing  at  the  rivers." 

La  Houssaye,  indeed,  twice  in  the  course  of  the  day  broke 
up  irregular  bands,  and  burned  two  villages.  The  infantry 
and  artillery,  after  passing  through  Salvatierra,  moved  by  the 
main  road.  This,  however,  was  found  to  be  so  bad  that  the 
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artillery  were,  with  ten  of  the  sixteen  light  guns  and  six 
howitzers,  left  behind  at  Tuy,  with  a  great  ammunition  and 
baggage  train,  together  with  900  sick.  A  garrison  of  500  men 
were  left  in  the  fort.  Orders  were  given  that  all  stragglers 
were  to  be  retained  at  that  place. 

The  march  of  the  French  was  not  unopposed.  When  they 
arrived  at  the  river  Morenta  they  found  800  Spaniards  had 
barricaded  the  bridges  and  repulsed  the  advance  parties  of 
cavalry.  On  the  17th,  at  daybreak,  the  leading  division 
attacked  them  fiercely,  carried  the  bridge,  and  pursued  them 
hotly,  until  at  a  short  distance  from  Ribadavia  the  Spaniards 
rallied  upon  some  10,000  irregulars  arrayed  in  order  of  battle 
in  a  strong  position  covering  the  town.  The  rest  of  the  divi 
sion  and  a  brigade  of  cavalry  came  up,  and,  directed  by  Soult 
himself,  attacked  the  Spaniards,  drove  them  through  the  town 
and  across  the  Avia  with  great  loss.  Twenty  priests  were 
found  among  the  slain.  The  next  day  three  or  four  thousand 
other  irregulars  from  the  valley  of  Avia  were  attacked  and 
scattered,  and  on  the  18th  the  French  cavalry,  with  three  bri 
gades  of  infantry,  entered  Orense. 

An  hour  earlier  Terence  had  arrived  on  the  other  side  of  the 
river,  and  had  at  once  made  preparations  for  blowing  up  the 
bridge.  The  men  had  been  but  a  short  time  at  work  when 
numbers  of  the  townsmen  streamed  across  the  bridge  and  re 
ported  that  a  great  body  of  the  French  were  entering  the  town. 
Terence  had  a  hasty  consultation  with  Herrara,  and  both  agreed 
that  they  could  not  hope  to  hold  the  bridge  long  against  the 
whole  French  army,  especially  as  they  had  learned  two  hours 
before  from  a  peasant  who  had  ridden  up,  that  strong  bodies  of 
French  troops  had  crossed  the  river  by  the  ferries  at  Ribadavia 
and  Barbibante,  and  that  they  might  shortly  be  attacked  in 
flank.  The  powder-barrels  were  therefore  hastily  repacked, 
and  the  troops  marched  off  towards  the  hills  on  their  left. 

They  were  but  half-way  across  the  plain  when  a  regiment  of 
French  cavalry  were  seen  riding  in  pursuit.  The  regiments 
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were  at  once  formed  into  squares  within  fifty  yards  of  each 
other,  and  Terence  and  Bull  in  the  centre  of  one  square,  and 
Herrara  and  Macwitty  in  the  other,  exhorted  the  men  to  stand 
steady,  assuring  them  that  there  was  nothing  whatever  to  be 
feared  from  the  cavalry  if  they  did  so.  The  French  rode  up 
towards  the  squares,  but  were  met  by  heavy  volleys,  and 
after  riding  round  them  drew  off,  having  suffered  consider 
able  loss,  being  greatly  surprised  at  finding  that  instead  of  a 
mob  of  armed  men,  such  as  they  had  met  at  Avia,  they  were 
encountered  by  soldiers  possessing  the  steadiness  of  trained 
ti  oops. 

The  regiments  resumed  their  march  until  far  up  the  hill, 
where  they  proceeded  to  cut  down  trees  and  brushwood  and 
to  form  an  encampment,  as  their  leader  had  decided  to  stay 
here  and  await  events  until  Soult's  intentions  were  clearly 
shown.  There  were  two  courses  open  to  the  French  general. 
He  might  advance  to  Allaritz  and  then  march  along  the  Lima, 
be  joined  by  his  artillery  and  train  from  Tuy,  and  then  move 
direct  upon  Oporto;  or  he  might  follow  the  valley  of  the  Ta- 
mega  to  Chaves,  whence  he  would  have  the  choice  of  routes, 
and  take  either  that  over  the  Sierra  de  Cabrera  to  Braga,  or 
continue  his  course  down  the  valley  until  he  reached  the  Douro. 

It  was  not  until  the  4th  of  March  that  the  French  again 
moved  forward.  In  the  meantime  Terence  was  forced  to  re 
main  quiet,  except  that  each  day  he  marched  his  men  farther 
among  the  hills  and  drilled  them  for  some  hours  perseveringly. 
The  affair  on  the  Minho  and  the  repulse  of  the  French  cavalry 
had  given  them  great  confidence  in  themselves  and  their  leader, 
and  had  shown  them  the  value  of  steadiness,  and  of  maintain 
ing  order  and  discipline  in  the  ranks.  They  therefore  devoted 
themselves  even  more  willingly  and  zealously  than  before  to 
their  military  exercises,  and  the  ten  days  taken  by  Soult  in 
preparing  for  the  advance  were  well  spent  in  accustoming  the 
Portuguese  to  rapid  movements  among  the  mountains,  and  to 
attaining  a  fair  knowledge  of  what  would  be  required  of  them 


"THE   FRENCH   CAVALRY   RODE   UP   TOWARDS  THE   SQUARES,    BUT 
WERE    MET   WITH    HEAVY   VOLLEYS." 


THE   FIRST  SKIRMISH.  261 

in  mountain  warfare.  Two  companies  always  remained  in  the 
camp,  and  these  had  several  skirmishes  with  bodies  of  French 
marauders,  and  small  parties  of  cavalry  making  across  the 
country  to  ascertain  the  position  and  strength  of  the  Portuguese. 

The  advance  of  the  French  was  rapid,  and  on  the  5th  the 
cavalry  and  a  portion  of  the  infantry  reached  Villa  Real,  where, 
on  the  evening  of  the  same  day,  two  divisions  of  infantry 
arrived.  That  night  Terence  with  his  men,  having  on  the  4th 
marched  along  the  hills  parallel  to  the  road,  made  a  forced 
march,  crossed  the  road,  and  took  up  a  position  on  the  spur  of 
the  mountains  between  Montalegre  and  the  river.  Even  yet 
it  was  doubtful  which  route  Soult  intended  to  follow,  as  the 
division  at  Villa  Real  might  be  intended  only  to  prevent 
Romana  and  Silveira  falling  upon  his  flank.  As  he  marched 
down  the  valley  of  the  Lima,  he  had  learned  from  Romana  that 
he  and  Silveira  had  decided  to  fall  back  to  Chaves,  and  that 
he  agreed  with  Terence's  opinion  that  he  had  better  remain 
in  the  rear  of  the  French,  and  intercept  their  communications 
with  Orense. 

On  the  following  morning  the  French  advanced  in  force  to 
Monterey.  Romana  abandoned  the  position  as  they  advanced, 
drew  off  to  Verin,  and  then  retired  along  the  road  towards 
Sanabria.  He  thus  left  it  open  to  himself  either  to  follow  the 
road  to  Chaves,  as  agreed  upon,  or  to  retire  into  Spain  through 
the  mountains.  Franceschi's  cavalry  and  a  battalion  of  French 
infantry  overtook  between  two  and  three  thousand  men  form 
ing  the  rear  of  Romana's  column.  The  latter  drew  up  in  a 
great  square.  Franceschi  attacked  the  rear  face  with  his  infan 
try,  passed  with  his  cavalry  round  the  sides  of  the  square, 
and  placed  himself  between  it  and  the  rest  of  the  retiring 
column.  He  had  with  him  four  regiments  of  cavalry,  and  now 
hurled  a  regiment  at  each  side  of  the  square. 

The  Spaniards  were  at  once  seized  with  dismay,  broke  their 
formation,  and  in  a  moment  the  French  cavalry  were  upon 
them,  cutting  and  trampling  them  down.  Twelve  hundred 
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were  killed  and  the  rest  made  prisoners.  As  soon  as  Eomana 
heard  of  the  disaster  that  had  befallen  his  rear-guard,  he  broke 
his  engagement  with  Silveira  and  led  his  force  over  the  moun 
tains  into  Spain,  where  the  news  of  his  defeat  caused  the  Spanish 
insurgent  bands  to  disperse  rapidly  to  their  homes,  where  they 
delivered  up  their  arms;  and  even  the  priests,  who  had  been 
the  main  promoters  of  the  rising,  seeing  the  failure  of  all  their 
plans,  advised  them  to  maintain  a  peaceable  attitude  in  future. 

Silveira  was  not  more  fortunate,  for  two  thousand  of  his 
troops  with  some  guns,  issuing  from  the  mountains  just  as  Fran- 
ceschi  returned  from  the  annihilation  of  Romana's  rear-guard, 
the  French  cavalry  charged  and  captured  the  Portuguese  guns, 
and  drove  Silveira  down  the  valley. 

Soult  paused  two  days  at  Monterey,  the  baggage  and  hos 
pital  train,  and  a  great  convoy  of  provisions  being  brought  up 
from  Orense  under  the  guard  of  a  whole  division.  This  ren 
dered  it  evident  that  he  intended  to  cut  himself  off  altogether 
from  Spain,  and  to  subsist  entirely  upon  the  country.  It  was 
clear  then  that  it  was  useless  to  attempt  to  fall  upon  his  rear, 
and  by  a  long  march  through  the  mountains  Terence  took  his 
force  down  to  Chaves. 

Here  he  found  that  Silveira,  deserted  by  Romana  and  beaten 
by  Franceschi,  had  fallen  back  to  a  mountain  immediately 
behind  Chaves.  Terence  continued  his  march  until  he  joined 
him.  He  found  a  great  tumult  going  on  among  his  troops; 
always  insubordinate,  they  were  now  in  a  state  of  mutiny. 
Many  of  the  officers  openly  advocated  that  they  should  desist 
from  a  struggle  in  which  success  was  altogether  hopeless,  and 
should  go  over  and  join  the  French.  The  troops,  however,  not 
only  spurned  the  advice,  but  fell  upon  and  killed  several  of 
those  who  offered  it,  and  demanded  from  Silveira  that  he 
should  lead  them  down  to  defend  Chaves.  This  he  refused 
to  do,  saying  that  the  fortifications  were  old  and  useless,  the 
guns  worn-out,  and  that  were  they  to  shut  themselves  up 
there,  they  would  be  surrounded  and  forced  to  surrender. 
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This  refusal  excited  the  mutineers  to  the  highest  pitch,  and 
when  Terence  arrived  they  were  clamouring  for  his  death.  A 
small  party  of  soldiers  who  remained  faithful  to  him  surrounded 
him,  but  they  would  speedily  have  been  overpowered  had  it 
not  been  for  the  arrival  of  Terence's  command.  As  soon  as 
he  understood  what  was  happening,  he  formed  his  men  into  a 
solid  body,  marched  through  the  excited  crowd,  and  formed 
up  in  hollow  square  round  the  general.  The  firm  appearance 
of  the  force,  and  the  fact  that  they  possessed  more  arms  than 
the  whole  of  Silveira's  army,  had  its  effect.  The  mutineers, 
however,  to  the  number  of  3500,  determined  to  carry  out  their 
intentions,  and  at  once  marched  away  to  Chaves.  Silveira 
remained  with  but  a  few  hundred  men,  as  the  2000  routed  by 
Franceschi  had  not  rejoined  him. 

"I  owe  you  my  life,  seiior,"  he  said  to  Terence,  "for  those 
mad  fools  would  certainly  have  murdered  me." 

"  It  is  not  surprising,"  Terence  said.  "  A  mob  of  men  who 
are  not  soldiers  cannot  be  expected  to  observe  discipline,  espe 
cially  when  insubordination  and  anarchy  have  been  absolutely 
fomented  by  the  authorities,  crimes  of  all  sorts  perpetrated  by 
their  orders,  and  no  efforts  whatever  made  to  punish  ill-doers." 

"Your  men  seem  to  be  disciplined  and  obedient,"  Silveira 
said. 

"They  have  been  taught  to  be  so,  General,  and  I  believe 
that  I  can  rely  upon  them  absolutely.  If  you  had  but  officers 
and  discipline,  I  am  certain  that  your  soldiers  would  be  excel' 
lent;  but  as  it  is,  with  a  few  exceptions  your  officers  are 
worse  than  useless.  They  are  appointed  as  a  reward  for  their 
support  of  the  Junta;  they  are  ignorant  of  their  duties,  and 
many  of  them  favour  the  French;  they  regard  their  soldiers 
as  raised,  not  for  the  defence  of  Portugal,  but  for  the  support 
of  the  Junta.  I  have  seen  enough  to  know  that  the  peasants 
are  brave,  hardy,  and  ready  to  fight.  But  what  can  they  do 
when  they  are  but  half-armed,  and  no  attempt  whatever  is 
made  to  discipline  them?  Have  you  heard,  since  these  troubles 
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began,  of  a  single  man  being  shot  for  insubordination,  or  of  a 
single  officer  being  punished  even  for  the  grossest  neglect  of 
orders  1  It  is  nothing  short  of  murder  to  put  a  mob  of  half- 
armed  peasants  to  stand  against  French  troops." 

"All  that  is  quite  true,"  Silveira  said  heartily.  "However, 
I  shall  do  my  best,  and  shall,  I  doubt  not,  soon  have  another 
force  collected,  for  now  that  the  French  have  fairly  entered 
Portugal,  and  are  marching  towards  the  capital,  every  man 
will  take  up  arms.  And  you,  seiior,  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?" 

"I  shall  harass  the  French  as  I  see  an  opportunity,  but  I 
shall  not  subject  my  men  to  certain  disaster  by  joining  any  of 
the  new  levies.  I  know  what  my  men  can  do,  and  what  I  can 
do  with  them ;  but  if  mixed  up  with  thousands  of  raw  peasants 
they  would  be  swept  away  by  the  latter  and  share  in  any  mis 
fortune  that  might  befall  them.  What  I  have  seen  of  your 
troops  to-day,  and  what  I  saw  of  Romana's  is  quite  enough  to 
show  me  that  to  lead  peasants  into  the  field  is  simply  to  bring 
misfortune  and  death  upon  them.  Far  better  that  each  leader 
should  collect  two  or  three  hundred  men  and  teach  them 
discipline  and  a  little  drill,  instead  of  taking  a  mob  thousands 
strong  out  to  battle.  Those  men  that  have  marched  down  into 
Chaves  will,  you  will  see,  offer  no  resistance,  and  will  simply  be 
killed  or  made  prisoners  to  a  man.  Now,  may  I  ask  if  you 
have  any  stores  here,  General  ?  We  have  had  great  difficulty 
in  buying  food  up  in  the  mountains,  and  as  it  will  be  useless 
to  you,  and  certainly  cannot  be  carried  off,  I  should  be  glad  to 
fill  the  men's  haversacks  before  we  go  farther." 

"Certainly.  I  had  enough  meat  and  bread  for  my  whole 
force  for  a  week,  and  you  are  welcome  to  take  as  much  as  you 
require.  Which  way  do  you  propose  marching?" 

"  I  am  waiting  to  see  which  way  the  French  go  after  leaving 
Chaves.  Whether  they  go  down  the  valley  or  across  the 
mountains  to  Braga  I  shall  endeavour  to  get  ahead  of  them; 
and  as  my  men  are  splendid  marchers,  I  have  no  doubt  that  I 
shall  succeed  in  doing  so,  even  if  the  French  have  a  few  hours' 
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start.  If  I  can  do  nothing  else,  I  can  at  least  make  their 
cavalry  keep  together  instead  of  riding  in  small  parties  all 
over  the  country  to  sweep  in  food." 

Fires  were  soon  lighted,  some  bullocks  killed  and  cut  up, 
and  a  hearty  meal  eaten.  They  had  already  made  a  very  long 
march,  and  were  ordered  to  lie  doAvn  until  nightfall.  Silveira 
marched  away  with  his  men,  and  Terence  and  Herrara  sat  and 
watched  the  road  down  which  bodies  of  French  troops  could 
already  be  seen  advancing  from  Monterey  towards  Chaves. 
As  they  approached  the  town  gun  after  gun  was  fired.  The 
advance-guard  halted  and  waited  until  the  whole  division  had 
come  up. 


CHAPTER    XVI. 

IN   THE   PASSES. 

ON  the  following  day  the  French  cavalry,  with  a  division  of 
infantry,  took  up  their1  position  beyond  the  town,  so  as  to 
cut  off  the  retreat  of  the  garrison,  who  were  then  summoned 
to  surrender.  No  reply  was  made,  but  for  the  next  twenty- 
four  hours  the  defenders,  although  in  no  way  attacked,  kept 
up  a  random  fire  from  the  guns  on  the  walls,  and  with  musketry, 
to  which  no  reply  whatever  was  made  by  the  French.  On  the 
following  day,  the  whole  army  having  now  come  up,  the  town 
was  again  summoned,  and  at  once  surrendered,  when  Soult, 
who  did  not  wish  to  be  hampered  with  a  mob  of  prisoners, 
contemptuously  allowed  them  to  depart  to  their  homes. 

After  bringing  up  his  sick  from  Chaves,  and  discovering 
that  the  passes  through  the  mountains  were  unoccupied,  and 
that  the  Portuguese  army  was  at  Braga,  Soult  on  the  14th 
began  to  move  in  that  direction,  both  for  the  purpose  of  crush 
ing  Friere  and  getting  into  communication  with  Tuy,  and 
being  joined  by  his  artillery  from  there.  As  soon  as  this 
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movement  was  seen  from  the  hill  where  Terence's  regiments 
had  been  for  three  days  resting,  preparations  were  made 
for  marching,  and  with  haversacks  well  filled  with  bread  and 
meat  the  troops  started  in  good  spirits.  Terence  procured  the 
services  of  a  peasant  well  acquainted  with  the  mountains,  and 
was  led  by  paths  used  by  shepherds  across  the  hills,  and  after 
a  twelve  hours'  toilsome  journey  came  down  into  the  defiles 
that  the  French  were  following.  There  he  learned  from  peasants 
that,  with  the  exception  of  a  small  scouting  party  two  days 
before,  there  were  no  signs  of  any  hostile  force. 

The  men  were  at  once  set  to  work  to  destroy  a  bridge  across 
a  torrent  at  the  mouth  of  a  defile.  It  was  built  of  stone,  but 
was  old  and  in  bad  repair,  and  the  men  had  little  difficulty  in 
prising  the  stones  of  the  side  walls  from  their  places,  and  throw 
ing  them  down  into  the  stream.  Another  party  made  a  hole 
over  the  key  of  an  arch.  A  barrel  of  powder  was  placed  here, 
and  a  train  having  been  laid,  was  covered  up  by  a  pile  of  rocks. 
A  third  party  formed  a  barricade  six  feet  high  across  the  end 
of  the  bridge,  and  also  two  breastworks,  each  fifty  yards  away 
on  either  side,  so  as  to  flank  the  approaches  to  the  other  end 
and  the  bridge.  The  troops  were  extended  along  the  hillsides, 
one  battalion  on  each  side  of  the  defile,  under  the  shelter  of 
the  rocks  and  brush. 

While  these  preparations  were  being  made,  the  horses  were 
taken  up  to  the  top  of  the  hills  by  some  paths  known  to  the 
peasants  of  a  little  village  near  the  mouth  of  the  defile;  the 
women  and  children  following  them.  Terence  and  Herrara  had 
a  consultation,  and  then  the  former  called  Bull  and  Macwitty 
to  him. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  you  understand  that  while  we  will  defend 
this  defile  as  long  as  we  can,  we  will  run  no  risk  of  a  defeat 
that  might  end  in  a  rout.  We  shall  inflict  heavy  loss  upon 
them  before  they  can  repair  the  bridge,  and  can  certainly 
force  their  cavalry  to  remain  quiet  until  they  bring  up  their 
infantry.  Colonel  Herrara,  you,  with  one  company  of  the 


IN   THE   PASSES.  267 

second  battalion,  will  hold  the  village,  and  we  shall  sweep  the 
column  advancing  along  the  bottom  of  the  defile  with  a  fire 
from  each  flank,  while  they  will  also  be  exposed  to  your  fire 
in  front.  When  they  succeed  in  making  their  way  up  to 
within  charging  distance  you  will  evacuate  the  village  and  join 
Macwitty  on  the  hill. 

"They  must  attack  us  there  on  both  sides,  for  no  troops 
could  march  through  until  the  hillsides  are  cleared.  It  is 
probable  that  they  may  do  this  before  they  attempt  to  attack 
the  village,  but  in  any  case  you  must  keep  up  a  steady  fire 
until  they  get  within  fifty  yards  of  you,  then  retire  up  the  hill, 
but  leave  a  party  to  keep  them  in  check  until  the  rest  have 
gained  the  crest  and  formed  up  in  good  order.  By  the 
time  you  do  this  they  will  have  driven  in  your  rear-guard. 
The  French  will  be  breathless  with  their  exertions  when  they 
reach  you.  Wait  till  a  considerable  number  have  gained  the 
crest,  then  before  they  have  time  to  form  pour  a  heavy  volley 
into  them  and  charge,  and  then  sweep  them  with  your  fire 
until  they  reach  the  bottom.  The  next  time  they  will  no 
doubt  attack  in  much  greater  force;  in  that  case  we  will 
move  quietly  off  without  waiting  for  them,  and  will  reunite  at 
the  village  of  Romar,  five  miles  in  the  rear.  If  we  find,  as  we 
near  it,  that  the  French  are  in  possession  we  will  halt,  and  I 
will  send  orders  to  the  second  regiment  as  to  what  is  to  be 
done.  If  the  force  is  not  too  great  we  will  attack  them  at 
night." 

"How  will  you  know  where  we  shall  be,  sir?"  Macwitty 
said. 

"  I  have  arranged  with  Colonel  Herrara  that  when  you  halt 
you  shall  light  two  fires  a  short  distance  from  each  other.  I 
will  reply  by  lighting  one,  and  the  fires  are  then  to  be  ex 
tinguished." 

This  being  arranged,  Terence  went  down  and  applied  a 
match  to  the  train,  and  then  retired  at  a  run.  Three  minutes 
later  there  was  a  heavy  explosion,  rocks  flew  high  in  the  air, 
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and  when  the  smoke  cleared  away,  a  cheer  from  the  hillside 
told  that  the  explosion  had  been  successful.  Terence  returned 
to  the  bridge;  a  considerable  portion  of  the  arch  had  been 
blown  away,  and  putting  fifty  men  to  work,  the  gap  was  soon 
carried  across  the  road  and  widened,  so  that  there  was  a  chasm 
twelve  feet  across.  The  parties  who  were  to  man  the  breast 
works  were  now  posted.  Terence  himself  took  the  command 
here.  The  defenders  consisted  of  a  company  of  Bull's  battalion. 

Half  an  hour  later  a  deep  sound  was  heard,  and  as  it  grew 
louder  the  head  of  a  column  of  cavalry  was  seen  approaching. 
The  whole  of  the  force  on  the  hillsides  were  hidden  behind 
rocks  or  brushwood;  not  a  head  was  shown  above  the  breast 
works.  The  cavalry,  however,  halted,  and  an  officer  with  four 
men  rode  forward.  When  within  fifty  yards  of  the  bridge  a 
volley  of  twenty  muskets  flashed  out  from  the  work  behind  it. 
The  officer  and  three  men  fell,  the  other  galloped  back  to  the 
main  body.  He  had  seen  nothing  beyond  the  fact  that  there 
was  a  breastwork  across  the  road,  and  Franceschi,  thinking  that 
he  had  but  a  small  force  of  peasants  in  front  of  him,  ordered 
a  squadron  to  charge  and  clear  the  obstacle. 

As  before,  they  were  allowed  to  approach  to  within  fifty  yards 
of  the  bridge,  when  from  the  breastwork  in  front  and  the  two 
side  redoubts  a  storm  of  musketry  was  poured  into  them. 
The  effect  was  terrible,  the  head  of  the  squadron  was  swept 
away,  but  a  few  men  charged  forward  until  close  to  the  break 
in  the  bridge.  Most  of  these  fell,  but  a  few  galloped  back, 
and  the  remains  of  the  squadron  then  trotted  off  in  good  order. 

No  further  movement  took  place  for  an  hour,  and  then  a  body 
of  infantry  some  two  thousand  strong  appeared.  As  they 
passed  the  cavalry,  the  first  two  companies  were  thrown  out 
in  skirmishing  order,  and  were  soon  swarming  down  towards 
the  stream.  The  banks  of  this,  although  very  steep,  were  not 
impassable  by  infantry,  and  the  defenders  of  the  two  side 
redoubts  spread  themselves  out  along  the  bank,  and,  as  the 
skirmishers  approached,  opened  fire. 
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For  a  time  the  rattle  of  firearms  was  incessant.  When  the 
main  body  of  French  infantry  had,  as  their  commander  thought, 
ascertained  the  strength  of  the  defenders,  they  advanced  in  solid 
order  until  near  the  bridge,  and  then  wheeled  off  on  either 
flank  and  advanced  with  loud  shouts.  A  horn  was  sounded, 
and  from  the  hillsides  near  a  scattering  fire  of  musketry  opened 
at  once.  The  French,  however,  pushed  forward  without  a 
pause.  Terence's  horn  sounded  again,  the  men  fell  back  from 
the  bank,  and  the  whole  company  ran  at  full  speed  across  the 
narrow  valley,  and  took  their  place  with  their  comrades  on  the 
hillside. 

The  French  crossed  the  stream  under  a  heavy  fire,  and 
dividing  into  two  portions,  prepared  to  assault  both  hills 
simultaneously.  The  combat  was  obstinate,  the  French  suffered 
heavily,  but  pushed  their  way  up  unflinchingly.  The  Portu 
guese,  encouraged  by  the  shouts  of  their  officers,  held  their 
ground  obstinately,  retreating  only  at  the  sound  of  their  horns, 
and  renewing  the  combat  a  short  distance  higher  up.  Being 
sheltered  by  the  rocks  behind  which  they  lay,  their  loss  was 
but  trifling  in  comparison  to  that  of  the  French,  who  were 
forced  to  expose  themselves  as  they  advanced,  and  whose 
numbers  dwindled  so  rapidly  that  when  half-way  up  they  were 
on  both  sides  brought  to  a  stand-still,  and  then  taking  shelter 
behind  the  rocks  they  maintained  the  contest  on  more  equal 
terms. 

But  by  this  time  a  column  of  4000  men  was  marching 
down  to  the  stream,  and,  dividing  like  the  first,  climbed  the 
hills.  The  Portuguese  now  fell  back  more  rapidly,  their  fire 
slackened,  and  the  French,  with  loud  shouts,  pressed  up  the 
hill.  Presently  the  resistance  ceased  altogether,  and,  firing  as 
they  advanced  at  the  flying  figures,  of  whom  they  caught  an 
occasional  glimpse,  the  French  pressed  forward  as  rapidly  as  the 
nature  of  the  ground  would  permit,  cheering  loudly.  At  last 
they  reached  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  the  leaders  paused  in 
doubt  as  they  saw  before  them  some  eleven  or  twelve  hundred 
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men  drawn  up  in  line  four  deep  at  a  distance  of  fifty  yards. 
Every  moment  added  to  the  number  of  the  French,  and  as 
they  arrived  their  officers  tried  to  form  them  into  order.  When 
their  numbers  about  equalled  those  of  the  Portuguese,  two 
heavy  volleys  were  poured  into  them,  and  then  with  loud 
shouts  the  Portuguese  rushed  at  them  with  levelled  bayonets. 

The  charge  was  irresistible.  The  French  were  hurled  over 
the  crest  and  went  down  the  hill,  carrying  confusion  and 
dismay  among  those  climbing  up.  The  Portuguese  pressed 
them  hotly,  giving  them  no  time  to  rally,  and  forcing  them 
down  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill  without  a  check.  Then  at  the 
signal  they  fell  back  to  the  post  that  they  had  held  at  the 
beginning  of  the  fight.^  The  success  was  equal  on  both  hillsides, 
and  the  regiments  cheered  each  other's  victory  with  shouts 
which  rose  high  above  the  roar  of  musketry.  With  their  usual 
discipline  the  French  speedily  rallied,  in  spite  of  the  heavy  fire 
that  from  both  sides  swept  their  ranks,  and  they  prepared, 
when  joined  by  another  regimenfrVhich  was  approaching  at  the 
double  to  their  assistance,  to  renew  the  assault. 

Terence  saw  that,  this  time,  the  odds  would  be  too  great  to 
withstand.  His  horn  sounded  the  retreat,  and  the  Portuguese 
turned  to  make  their  way  up  the  hill  just  as  a  French  battery 
opened  fire.  Sheltered  among  the  rocks,  the  infantry  below 
were  unconscious  of  the  movement,  for  on  either  side  a  com 
pany  had  been  left  to  continue  their  fire  until  the  main  body 
gained  the  top  of  the  hill,  when  they  too  were  summoned  by 
the  horns  to  fall  back.  The  wounded  had  been  all  taken  up 
the  hill,  and  were  laid  in  blankets  and  carried  off  by  their 
comrades.  As  the  two  regiments  marched  away  from  the  crest 
of  the  defile  the  soldiers  were  in  the  highest  spirits.  They 
had  repulsed  with  heavy  loss  a  French  force  of  three  times 
their  own  strength,  and  they  greeted  Terence  and  Bull,  as  they 
rode  together  along  the  column,  with  enthusiastic  cheers. 

The  wounded,  which  in  the  first  battalion  numbered  forty- 
three,  were  despatched  with  a  party  a  hundred  strong  to  a 
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village  four  miles  away  among  the  mountains,  and  the  regiment 
marched  on  until  it  reached  the  point  agreed  upon. 

Two  men  were  sent  forward  to  reconnoitre  the  village,  and 
returned  with  the  report  that  it  had  already  been  occupied  by 
a  very  strong  force  of  French  cavalry.  Half  an  hour  later  two 
wreaths  of  smoke  rose  on  the  opposite  hill.  Sticks  had  been 
gathered  in  readiness,  and  the  answering  signal  was  at  once 
made.  Two  minutes  later  the  smoke  ceased  to  rise  on  either 
side.  Terence  now  received  the  reports  of  the  captains  of  the 
six  companies,  and  found  that  fifteen  men  had  been  killed,  and 
that  his  strength  was  thus  reduced  by  fifty-eight.  The  men 
were  now  told  that  they  could  lie  down,  the  companies  keeping 
together  so  as  to  be  ready  for  instant  action. 

Trifling  wounds,  of  which  there  were  some  two  or  three  and 
twenty,  were  then  attended  to  and  bandaged.  Some  of  these 
were  quite  serious  enough  to  have  warranted  the  men  falling 
out,  but  the  delight  and  pride  they  felt  at  their  .success  had 
been  so  great  that  they  had^efused  to  be  taken  off  with  their 
disabled  comrades.  Terence  made  a  round  of  the  troops  and 
addressed  a  few  words  to  each  company,  praising  their  conduct, 
and  thanking  them  for  the  readiness  and  quickness  with  which 
they  had  obeyed  his  orders. 

"You  see,  my  lads,"  he  said,  "what  can  be  done  by  dis 
cipline.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  steady  drill  you  have  had 
ever  since  we  marched  we  could  not  have  hoped  to  oppose  the 
French,  and  I  should  not  have  ventured  to  have  done  so.  Now, 
you  see,  you  have  proved  that  you  are  as  brave  as  the  enemy, 
and  not  only  have  you  beaten  them  with  heavy  loss,  but  the 
effect  of  this  fight  will  be  to  render  them  more  cautious  in 
future  and  slower  in  their  movements,  and  the  news  of  the  blow 
you  have  struck  will  inspirit  your  countrymen  everywhere." 

Having  nothing  else  to  do  until  after  darkness  fell,  Terence, 
after  finishing  his  round  sat  down  and  added  an  account  of  the 
fight  to  the  report  he  had  written  up  at  their  last  halting-place. 
This  was  written  in  duplicate,  one  copy  being  intended  for 
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General  Cradock  and  the  other  for  the  Portuguese  authorities 
at  Oporto.  Outposts  had  been  thrown  out  towards  the  village 
as  soon  as  they  halted,  and  after  opening  their  haversacks,  eating 
a  meal,  and  quenching  their  thirst  at  a  little  rivulet  that  ran 
down  to  the  village,  the  men  lay  down  to  sleep,  tired  with  their 
long  night's  march  and  the  excitement  of  the  battle. 

Terence  was  no  exception  to  the  general  rule,  for  although 
he  had  had  his  horse,  yet  for  the  greater  part  of  the  distance  he 
had  marched  on  foot,  as  the  ruggedness  of  the  ground  traversed 
had  in  most  places  been  too  great  to  travel  in  safety  on  horse 
back  in  the  dark.  When  night  fell  all  were  on  their  feet  again, 
refreshed  by  a  long  sleep.  Two  men  were  now  sent  down  to 
reconnoitre  the  village  again.  They  reported  that  it  was  still 
occupied  by  the  cavalry.  The  infantry,  as  they  could  see  by 
the  fires  along  the  road,  had  bivouacked  there,  and  one  regi 
ment  at  least  had  passed  through  the  village  and  had  occupied 
the  road  ahead. 

Terence  had  already  written  out  his  instructions  to  Herrara 
in  triplicate,  and  three  men  were  despatched  with  these.  They 
were  warned  to  be  extremely  careful,  for  the  men  who  had  first 
been  sent  had  reported  that  the  French  had  posted  sentries 
out  on  their  flanks.  One  of  the  messengers  was  to  make  a 
long  detour  to  cross  the  road  half  a  mile  ahead  of  the  French, 
and  then  to  make  his  way  along  on  the  opposite  hillside  to  the 
spot  where  Herrara  was  posted.  The  other  two  were  to  make 
their  way  as  best  they  could  through  the  village.  The  pieces 
of  paper  they  carried  were  rolled  up  into  little  balls,  and  they 
were  ordered  that,  if  noticed  and  an  alarm  given,  these  were 
at  once  to  be  swallowed. 

Soon  after  ten  o'clock  the  regiment  formed  up.  Terence 
had  given  detailed  orders  to  the  captain  of  each  company. 
These  were  instructed  to  call  up  their  men  twenty  at  a  time, 
and  to  explain  their  orders  to  them,  so  that  every  man  should 
know  exactly  what  to  do.  No  sound  had  been  heard  in  the 
village,  and  Terence  felt  sure  that  Herrara  must  have  received 
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his  orders,  and  at  a  quarter  past  ten  he  with  one  company 
moved  slowly  down  towards  the  village;  Bull,  with  the  main 
body  of  the  force,  marching  westward  along  the  hills.  Six 
men  had  volunteered  for  the  service  of  silencing  the  French 
outposts,  and  these,  leaving  their  muskets  behind,  stole  forward 
in  advance  of  the  company,  which  halted  at  some  little  distance 
from  the  French  centre. 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  they  returned.  Eight  French  sentries 
had  been  surprised  and  killed,  the  Portuguese  crawling  up  to 
them  until  near  enough  to  spring  upon  and  stab  them  without 
the  slightest  alarm  being  given.  The  company  now  moved 
silently  forward  again  until  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  village, 
when  they  halted  until  the  church  clock  struck  eleven.  Then 
they  rushed  down  into  the  village.  As  they  entered  it  shots 
were  fired,  and  an  outcry  rose  from  the  other  side,  showing 
that  Herrara  had  managed  matters  as  well  as  they  had.  The 
surprise  was  complete;  the  street  was  full  of  horses,  while  the 
soldiers  had  taken  shelter  in  the  houses.  A  scene  of  the  wildest 
confusion  ensued.  The  horses  were  shot,  for  it  was  most  impor 
tant  to  cripple  this  most  formidable  arm  of  the  French  service, 
and  the  men  were  attacked  as  they  poured  out  of  the  houses. 

Bull,  with  a  hundred  men,  made  his  way  straight  to  the 
upper  end  of  the  village  and  repelled  the  desperate  attempts 
of  a  squadron  of  horse  that  were  posted  beyond  it  in  readiness 
for  action,  to  break  through  to  the  assistance  of  their  comrades, 
while  Terence  and  Herrara,  each  with  a  hundred  men,  held 
the  road  at  the  lower  end  of  the  village  to  check  an  infantry 
attack  there.  It  was  not  long  before  it  was  delivered.  The 
French  infantry,  disciplined  veterans,  accustomed  to  surprises, 
had  sprung  to  their  feet  when  the  first  shot  was  fired,  and 
forming  instantly  into  column,  came  on  at  a  run,  led  by  their 
officers.  Terence,  with  fifty  men,  four  deep,  barred  the  way 
across  the  road;  the  rest  of  his  men  were  stationed  along  the 
high  ground  flanking  it  on  one  side,  while  Herrara  with  his 
hundred  flanked  the  opposite  side. 

(M8W)  S 
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As  the  French  came  on,  the  Portuguese  on  the  high  ground 
remained  silent  and  unnoticed,  but  when  a  flash  of  fire  ran 
across  the  road  and  a  deadly  volley  was  poured  in  upon  the 
enemy,  those  on  the  flanks  at  once  opened  fire.  For  a  moment 
the  column  paused  in  surprise  and  then  opened  fire  at  their 
unseen  assailants,  whose  fire  was  causing  such  gaps  in  the  ranks. 
The  colonel  and  several  other  officers  who  had  been  at  its  head 
had  fallen;  in  the  din  no  orders  could  be  heard,  and  for  some 
minutes  the  head  of  the  column  wasted  away  under  the  rain 
of  bullets.  Then  a  general  officer  dashed  up,  and  another  body 
of  Frenchmen  came  along  at  a  run.  Terence's  horn  rang  out 
loudly ;  the  signal  was  repeated  in  the  village,  the  fire  instantly 
ceased,  and  when  the  French  column  rushed  into  the  place  not 
a  foe  was  to  be  seen,  but  the  street  was  choked  up  by  dead 
horses  and  men. 

These  reinforcements  did  not  pause,  but  making  their  way 
over  the  obstacles  pressed  on  to  where  a  roar  of  fire  in  front 
showed  how  hotly  the  advance-guard  was  engaged.  Here  the 
surprise  had  been  rather  less  complete.  Some  of  the  outposts 
had  given  the  alarm,  and  the  French  were  on  their  feet  before, 
after  pouring  terrible  volleys  into  them,  a  thousand  men  fell 
upon  them  on  either  side.  Great  numbers  of  the  French  fell 
under  the  fire,  and  the  long  line  was  broken  up  into  sections  by 
the  impetuous  rush  of  the  Portuguese.  Nevertheless  the  French 
soldiers  hung  together,  and  the  combat  raged  desperately  until 
the  head  of  the  relieving  column  came  up.  Then,  as  suddenly 
as  before,  the  attack  ceased.  Not  a  gun  was  fired,  and,  as  if 
by  magic,  their  assailants  stole  away  into  the  darkness,  while 
the  French  opened  a  random  fire  after  them. 

An  hour  later  the  two  Portuguese  regiments  united  on  the 
road  two  miles  in  advance  of  the  village.  Their  loss  had  been 
eighty-four  killed  and  a  hundred  and  fifty  wounded,  of  which 
seventy  were  serious  cases.  These  were,  as  before,  sent  off  to  be 
cared  for  in  the  mountain  villages.  The  French  loss,  as  Terence 
afterwards  heard,  had  been  very  heavy;  three  hundred  of  the 
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cavalry  had  been  killed,  and  upwards  of  four  hundred  infantry. 
Great  was  the  enthusiasm  when  the  two  regiments  met,  and 
after  a  short  halt  marched  away  together  into  the  hills  and 
encamped  in  a  wood  two  miles  from  the  road. 

"What  next,  Generalissimo1?"  Herrara,  whose  left  arm  had 
been  broken  by  a  bullet,  asked. 

"  I  think  that  we  have  done  enough  for  the  present,"  Terence 
said.  "  We  will  leave  it  to  the  rest  of  the  army  to  do  a  little 
fighting  now.  We  have  lost  in  killed  and  wounded  some  two 
hundred  men,  and  I  don't  wish  to  see  the  whole  force  dwindle 
away.  I  propose  that  we  do  not  go  near  Braga.  I  have  no 
idea  of  putting  myself  under  the  command  of  Friere;  I  have 
seen  enough  of  him  already.  So  we  will  travel  by  by-roads  till 
we  get  near  Oporto,  then  we  will  find  out  how  matters  stand 
there.  My  own  idea  is  that  when  the  French  army  approaches, 
the  Junta's  courage  will  ooze  out  of  its  finger  ends,  and  that 
the  50,000  peasants,  which  it  calls  an  army,  will  bolt  at  the  first 
attack  of  the  French.  So  as  I  don't  mean  to  be  trapped  there, 
we  will  rest  on  our  laurels  until  we  see  how  matters  go." 

It  was  well  for  the  corps  that  Terence  abstained  from  join 
ing  the  army  at  Braga.  As  the  French  entered  the  pass  of 
Benda  Nova,  the  peasants  rushed  furiously  down  upon  them. 
Many  broke  into  the  French  columns,  and,  fighting  desperately, 
were  slain.  The  survivors  made  their  way  up  the  hillside,  and 
then  making  a  detour,  fell  upon  the  rear  of  the  column,  killed 
fifty  stragglers  and  plundered  the  baggage.  This  spontaneous 
action  of  the  peasants  was  the  only  attempt  made  to  bar  the 
advance  of  the  French,  and  Friere  permitted  them  to  pass 
through  defile  after  defile  without  firing  a  shot.  His  conduct 
aroused  the  fury  of  his  troops,  and  the  feeling  was  fanned  by 
agents  of  the  bishop,  who  had  now  become  jealous  of  him,  and 
his  men,  rushing  upon  him,  dragged  him  from  a  house  in  which 
he  had  taken  refuge,  and  slew  him — a  fit  end  to  the  career  of 
a  man  who  had  proved  himself  as  unpatriotic  as  he  was  in 
capable. 


276  WITH   MOORE   AT   CORUNNA. 

On  the  18th  Soult  arrived  near  Braga,  and  the  Portuguese, 
who  were  now  commanded  by  Eben,  a  German  officer  in  the 
British  service,  drew  up  to  meet  him.  The  French  began  their 
advance  on  the  20th,  and  half  an  hour  later  the  Portuguese 
army  was  a  mob  of  fugitives.  The  vanquished  army  lost  4000 
men  and  all  their  guns,  400  only  being  taken  prisoners;  the  rest 
dispersed  in  all  directions,  carrying  tales  of  the  invincibility  of 
the  French.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  stout  resistance  offered 
by  3000  men,  placed  on  a  position  in  the  rear  commanding  the 
road,  which  checked  the  pursuit  of  the  cavalry  and  enabled  the 
fugitives  to  make  off,  scarce  a  man  of  the  Portuguese  would 
have  escaped  to  tell  the  tale. 

Terence  had  approached  Oporto,  and  encamped  in  a  large 
wood,  when  the  fugitives  brought  him  news  of  the  crushing 
defeat  that  they  had  suffered.  The  soldiers  were  so  furious 
when  they  heard  of  the  disgraceful  rout  that  Terence  and 
Herrara  had  difficulty  in  preventing  them  from  killing  the 
fugitives.  The  result  strengthened  his  position.  The  troops 
on  arriving  at  their  present  camping-place  were  eager  to  be  led 
into  Oporto.  Terence  and  Herrara  had  talked  the  matter  over 
several  times,  and  agreed  that  such  a  step  might  be  fatal. 
Standing,  as  this  town  did,  on  the  north  side  of  the  river  the 
only  means  of  leaving  it  was  the  bridge  of  boats,  and  if  any 
thing  happened  to  this  all  retreat  would  be  cut  off. 

The  defeat  at  Braga  at  once  confirmed  their  opinion  that  the 
army  of  peasants  that  the  bishop  had  gathered  round  Oporto 
would  be  able  to  make  but  little  resistance  to  the  French 
attack. 

"It  Avould  be  terrible,"  Herarra  said;  "50,000  fugitives, 
and  a  great  portion  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  town,  all  strug 
gling  to  cross  the  bridge,  with  the  French  cavalry  pressing  on 
their  rear,  and  the  French  artillery  playing  upon  them.  It  is 
not  to  be  thought  of." 

The  troops,  however,  had  been  full  of  confidence  in  the 
valour  of  their  countrymen,  and  from  their  own  success  against 
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the  French  believed  that  the  army  at  Braga  would  certainly 
defeat  Soult,  and  there  had  been  some  dissatisfaction  that  they 
had  not  been  permitted  to  take  part  in  the  victory.  The  news 
brought  by  the  fugitives  at  once  dissipated  the  hopes  that 
they  had  entertained.  They  saw  that  their  commander  had 
acted  wisely  in  refusing  to  join  the  army  there,  and  their 
feeling  of  contempt  for  the  undisciplined  ordena^as  and 
peasants  equalled  the  confidence  they  had  before  reposed  in 
them.  Terence  ordered  the  two  regiments  to  form  into  a 
hollow  square,  and  addressed  them. 

"  Soldiers,"  he  said,  "  I  know  that  it  was  a  disappointment 
to  you  that  I  did  not  take  you  to  Braga.  Had  I  done  so,  not 
one  of  you  would  have  escaped,  for  when  the  rest  fled  like  a 
flock  of  sheep  you  could  not  alone  have  withstood  the  attack 
of  the  whole  French  army.  I  know  that  you  wish  to  enter 
Oporto.  I  have  Avithstood  that  wish,  and  now  you  must  see 
that  I  was  right  in  doing  so.  The  peasants  gathered  in  its 
defence  are  even  less  disciplined  than  those  at  Braga,  and 
Soult  will,  after  two  or  three  minutes'  fighting,  capture  the 
place.  Were  you  there  you  could  not  prevent  such  a  result. 
You  might  hold  the  spot  at  which  you  were  stationed,  but  if 
the  French  broke  in  at  any  other  point  you  would  be  sur 
rounded  and  killed  to  a  man.  What  use  would  that  be  to 
Portugal?  You  can  do  more  good  by  living  and  fighting 
another  day. 

"  Even  if  you  should  fall  back  with  the  other  fugitives,  what 
chance  of  safety  would  there  be  ?  You  know  that  there  is  but 
one  bridge  of  boats  across  the  river,  and  that  will  soon  be 
blocked  by  a  panic-stricken  crowd,  and  your  chance  of  crossing 
would  be  slight  indeed.  The  men  who  fought  at  Braga,  those 
men  who  will  fight  before  Oporto,  are  no  more  cowards  than 
you  are,  and  had  they  gained  as  much  discipline  as  you  have, 
I  would  march  down  with  you  at  once  and  join  in  the  defence. 
But  a  mob  cannot  withstand  disciplined  troops.  When  the 
Portuguese  have  learned  to  be  soldiers,  they  may  fight  with  a 
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hope  of  success;  until  then  it  is  taking  them  to  slaughter  to 
set  them  in  line  of  battle  against  the  French.  Soult  may  be 
here  in  twenty-four  hours,  therefore  I  propose  to  march  you 
down  to  the  river  above  Oporto.  AVe  are  sure  to  find  boats 
there,  and  we  will  cross  at  once  to  the  other  side  and  encamp 
near  the  suburb  at  the  south  end  of  the  bridge,  and  when  the 
fugitives  pour  over  we  will  take  our  station  there,  cover  their 
retreat,  and  prevent  the  French  from  crossing  in  pursuit." 

A  murmur  of  satisfaction  broke  from  the  soldiers  and  swelled 
into  a  shout.  Soon  after  evening  fell  the  corps  marched  from 
the  wood,  and  two  hours  later  came  down  on  the  bank  of  the 
Douro.  As  Terence  anticipated  there  were  plenty  of  fisher 
men's  boats  hauled  up,  and  the  regiments  passed  over  by  com 
panies.  By  three  in  the  morning  all  were  across,  and  by  five 
they  encamped  in  a  wood  beyond  the  steep  hill  rising  behind 
the  Villa  Nova  suburb,  on  the  left  bank  of  the  river.  As  soon 
as  he  had  seen  the  soldiers  settled  Terence  borrowed  the  clothes 
of  one  of  the  men,  and  putting  these  on  instead  of  his  uniform 
he  sent  for  Bull  and  Macwitty,  and  the  two  soldiers  soon 
arrived.  They  looked  in  astonishment  at  their  officer. 

"I  am  going  into  the  town,"  he  said,  "partly  to  judge  for 
myself  of  the  state  of  things  there,  and  partly  on  a  little 
private  business  of  my  own.  It  is  possible  that  I  may  get  into 
trouble.  I  hope  that  I  shall  not  do  so,  but  it  is  as  well  to  be 
prepared  for  any  emergency  that  might  happen.  If,  then,  I 
do  not  return,  you  are  to  look  to  Colonel  Herrara  for  orders. 
When  the  French  enter  Oporto,  which  I  am  certain  they  will 
do  as  soon  as  they  attack  it,  you  may  gather  your  men  at  this 
end  of  the  bridge,  cover  the  retreat,  and  repulse  all  efforts  of 
the  French  to  cross.  As  soon  as  those  attempts  have  ceased, 
you  will  march  with  the  two  regiments  for  Coimbra,  and  re 
port  yourselves  to  the  officer  commanding  there.  Here  are  my 
despatches  to  the  general,  in  which  I  have  done  full  justice  to 
your  bravery  and  your  conduct.  Here  is  also  a  note  to  the 
officer  commanding  at  Coimbra.  I  have  spoken  to  him  about 
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your  conduct,  and  have  asked  him  to  allow  you  to  continue  with 
the  Portuguese  until  an  order  is  received  from  Sir  John  Cra- 
dock.  I  have  given  Colonel  Herrara  a  duplicate  of  my  des 
patches  and  official  orders,  in  case  you  should  be  killed." 

"Cannot  we  go  with  you,  sir?"  Bull  asked. 

"  I  don't  think  so,  Bull.  Dress  as  you  might  you  could 
hardly  be  taken  for  anything  but  an  Englishman.  Your  walk 
and  your  complexion,  to  say  nothing  of  your  hair,  would 
betray  you  both  at  once.  The  first  person  who  happened  to 
address  you  would  discover  that  you  were  not  natives,  and  the 
chances  are  he  would  denounce  you,  and  that  you  would  be 
torn  to  pieces  before  you  could  offer  any  explanation.  Now 
I  think  that  I  can  pass  readily  enough.  The  wind  and  rough 
Aveather  have  brought  me  to  nearly  the  right  colour,  and  I  know 
how  to  speak  Portuguese  well  enough  to  ask  any  question  with 
out  exciting  suspicion." 

"But  why  not  take  two  of  the  men  with  you?"  Mac  witty 
said.  "They  could  do  any  talking  that  was  necessary;  and 
should  anyone  suggest  that  you  are  not  a  native,  they  could 
declare  that  you  were  a  comrade  from  their  own  village." 

Bull  strongly  approved  of  the  suggestion,  and  Terence, 
though  in  some  respects  he  would  rather  have  been  alone,  at 
last  agreed  to  it. 

"They  may  as  well  take  their  arms;  not  for  use,  but  to 
give  them  the  appearance  of  two  men  from  the  camp  who  had 
come  down  to  make  purchases  in  the  city." 

Daylight  was  just  breaking  as  the  three  crossed  the  bridge 
of  boats  into  the  town,  and  passed  through  it  up  the  hill  to 
the  great  camp  that  had  been  established  there.  It  covered  a 
large  extent  of  ground,  and  contained  tents  sufficient  for  the 
whole  of  the  50,000  men  assembled.  A  short  distance  away 
was  the  line  of  intrenchments  on  which  the  peasants  had  been 
for  some  weeks  engaged.  They  consisted  of  forts  crowning 
a  succession  of  rounded  hills,  and  connected  by  earthen  ram 
parts,  loopholed  houses,  ditches,  and  an  abattis  of  felled  trees. 
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No  less  than  two  hundred  guns  were  in  place  on  the  forts. 
It  was  k  position  that  two  thousand  good  troops  should  have 
been  able  to  hold  against  an  army. 

"It  is  a  strong  position,"  Terence  said  to  the  two  men  with 
him. 

"Yes,  the  French  can  never  pass  that,"  one  of  them  said 
exultingly. 

"That  we  shall  see.  They  ought  not  to,  certainly,  but 
whether  they  will  or  not  is  another  matter." 

They  wandered  about  for  a  couple  of  hours.  Once  one  of 
the  Portuguese  joined  a  group  of  peasants,  and  learned  from 
them  something  of  the  state  of  things  in  the  town,  representing 
that  they  had  but  just  arrived. 

"  You  are  lucky.  You  will  see  how  we  shall  destroy  the 
French  army.  Our  guns  will  sweep  them  away.  Every  man 
in  the  town  is  full  of  confidence,  and  the  traitors  are  all 
trembling  in  their  houses.  When  the  news  of  the  business  at 
Braga  came  yesterday,  and  we  learned  the  treachery  of  our 
generals,  the  people  rose,  dragged  fifteen  suspected  men  of 
rank  from  the  prison  and  killed  them.  There  is  not  a  day 
that  some  of  these  traitors  are  not  rooted  out." 

"That  is  well,"  the  other  said;  "it  is  traitors  that  have 
brought  us  to  this  pass." 

"  You  will  see  how  we  shall  fight  when  the  French  come.  The 
bishop  himself  has  promised  to  come  out  in  his  robes  to  give 
us  his  blessing,  and  to  call  down  the  wrath  of  Heaven  on  the 
French  infidels." 

After  having  finished  his  survey  of  the  line,  Terence  re 
turned  to  the  city,  and  following  the  instructions  that  he  had 
received  as  to  the  situation  of  the  convent  at  Santa  Maria,  he 
was  not  long  in  finding  it.  It  was  a  massive  building,  the 
windows  of  the  two  lower  stories  were  closely  barred.  He 
could  not  see  any  way  of  opening  communications  with  his 
cousin,  or  of  devising  any  way  of  escape.  He,  however, 
thought  that  it  might  possibly  be  managed  if  he  could  send 
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in  a  rope  to  her  and  a  pulley,  with  means  of  fixing  it  j^  that 
way  he  could  lower  her  to  the  ground.  But  all  this  would 
be  very  difficult  to  manage,  even  if  he  had  ample  time  at  his 
disposal,  and  in  the  present  circumstances  it  was  altogether 
impossible.  He  stared  at  the  house  for  a  long  time  in  silence, 
but  no  idea  came  to  him,  and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  hope 
lessness  that  he  recrossed  the  bridge  and  rejoined  the  troops. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  back,  sir,"  Bull  said  heartily.  "  I 
have  been  in  a  funk  all  this  morning  that  something  might 
happen  to  you." 

"  It  has  all  gone  off  quietly.  I  will  now  tell  you  and  Mac- 
witty  what  my  business  here  is.  I  may  need  your  help,  and 
it  is  a  matter  in  which  none  of  the  Portuguese  would  dare 
to  offer  me  any  assistance." 

"  I  think  they  would  do  maist  anything  for  you,  sir,"  Mac- 
witty  said.  "  They  have  that  confidence  in  you,  they  would 
go  through  fire  and  water  if  you  were  to  lead  them." 

"They  would  do  almost  anything  but  what  I  want  done 
now.  I  have  a  cousin,  a  young  lady,  who  is  an  heiress  to  a 
large  fortune.  Her  father  is  dead,  and  her  mother,  a  wealthy 
land-owner,  has  had  her  shut  up  in  a  convent,  where  they  are 
trying  to  force  her,  against  her  will,  to  become  a  nun.  She  is 
kept  a  prisoner,  on  bread  and  water,  until  she  consents  to  sign 
a  paper  surrendering  all  her  rights.  Now,  what  I  want  to  do 
is  to  get  her  out.  It  cannot  be  done  by  force,  that  is  out 
of  the  question.  It  is  a  strong  building,  and  even  if  the  men 
would  consent  to  attack  a  convent,  which  they  would  not  do, 
all  the  town  would  be  up,  and  we  should  have  the  whole 
populace  on  us.  So  that  force  is  out  of  the  question.  Now, 
the  French  are  sure  to  take  the  place.  When  they  do,  there 
will  be  an  awful  scene.  They  will  be  furious  at  the  resistance 
they  have  met  with,  and  at  the  losses  that  they  have  suffered. 
They  will  be  maddened,  and  reasonably,  by  the  frightful  tor 
tures  inflicted  upon  prisoners  who  have  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  the  Portuguese,  and  you  may  be  stire  that  for  some  time  no 


282  WITH   MOORE   AT   CORUNNA. 

quarter  will  be  given.  The  soldiers  will  be  let  loose  upon  the 
city,  and  there  will  be  no  more  respect  for  a  convent  than 
a  dwelling-house.  You  may  imagine  how  frightfully  anxious 
I  am.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  French  I  would  have  let  the 
matter  stand  until  our  army  entered  Oporto,  but  as  it  is  I 
must  try  and  do  something;  and,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  the  only 
chance  will  be  in  the  frightful  confusion  that  will  take  place 
when  the  French  enter  the  town." 

"We  will  stand  by  you,  Mr.  O'Connor,  you  may  be  sure. 
You  have  only  got  to  tell  us  what  to  do,  and  you  may  trust 
us  to  do  it." 

Macwitty,  who  was  a  man  of  few  words,  nodded.  "  Mr. 
O'Connor  knows  that,"  he  said. 

"  Thank  you  both,"  Terence  said  heartily.  "  I  must  think 
out  my  plan,  and  when  I  have  decided  upon  it  I  will  let  you 
know." 


CHAPTER    XVII. 

AN   ESCAPE. 

URING  his  visit  to  the  other  side  of  the  river  Terence  had 
seen,  with  great  satisfaction,  that  a  powerful  battery, 
mounting  fifty  guns,  had  been  erected  on  the  heights  of  Villa 
Novas,  and  its  fire,  he  thought,  should  effectually  bar  any 
attempt  of  the  French  to  cross  the  bridge. 

It  would  indeed  be  madness  for  them  to  attempt  such  an 
operation,  as  the  boats  supporting  the  bridge  could  be  instantly 
sunk  by  the  concentrated  fire  of  the  battery.  He  said  nothing 
of  this  on  his  return  to  camp,  as  it  might  have  given  rise  to 
fresh  agitation  among  the  men,  were  they  to  be  aware  that 
their  presence  was  not  really  required  for  the  defence  of  the 
bridge.  After  a  short  stay  in  camp  he  again  went  down  into 
the  town,  with  the  idea  that  he  was  more  likely  to  hit  upon 
some  plan  of  action  there  than  he  would  be  in  the  camp. 
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The  two  men  again  went  with  him.  Another  prolonged  stare 
at  the  convent  failed  to  inspire  him  with  any  scheme  that  was 
in  the  slightest  degree  practicable.  He  fell  back  upon  the  con 
clusion  he  had  mentioned  to  the  two  troopers,  that  the  only 
chance  would  be  to  take  advantage  of  the  wild  confusion  that 
would  prevail  upon  the  entry  of  the  French.  The  difficulty 
that  presented  itself  to  him  was,  that  the  nuns  would  be  so 
appalled  by  the  approach  of  the  French  that  it  would  be 
unlikely  that  they  would  think  of  leaving  the  protection — 
such  as  it  Avas — of  the  convent,  and  would  shrink  from  encoun 
tering  the  wild  turmoil  in  the  streets.  Even  if  they  did  so, 
it  would  be  too  late  for  them  to  have  any  chance  of  getting 
across  the  bridge,  which  would  be  thronged  to  a  point  of 
suffocation  by  the  mob  of  fugitives,  and  might  readily  be 
destroyed  by  one  or  two  of  the  boats  being  sunk  by  the 
French  artillery. 

The  one  thing  evident  was,  that  he  must  arrange  to  get  a 
boat  and  to  station  it  at  the  end  of  some  street  going  down  to 
the  river  from  the  neighbourhood  of  the  convent.  That  part 
of  the  city  being  some  distance  from  the  bridge,  the  streets 
would  soon  be  deserted,  and  there  would  not  be  a  wild  rush  of 
fugitives  to  the  boat,  which  would  be  the  case  were  it  to  be 
lying  alongside  any  where,  near  the  bridge.  Upon  the  other 
hand,  it  would  be  less  likely  that  the  nuns  would  leave  the 
convent  if  all  was  comparatively  quiet  in  that  neighbourhood, 
and  did  they  do  so  it  would  be  difficult  in  the  extreme  to  carry 
off  his  cousin  from  their  midst,  ignorant,  too,  as  he  was  of  her 
appearance.  After  looking  for  some  time  at  the  convent,  he 
returned  to  the  more  busy  part  of  the  town.  Presently  he 
heard  a  great  shouting;  every  window  opened,  and  he  saw  a 
crowd  coming  along  the  street.  By  the  candles,  banners, 
crucifixes,  and  canopies  it  was  evident  that  it  was  a  religious 
procession.  He  was  about  to  turn  off  into  a  side  street  when 
the  thought  struck  him  that  possibly  it  was  the  bishop  himself 
on  his  way  up  to  the  camp;  therefore  he  remained  in  his  place, 
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doffed  his  hat,  and  like  all  around  him  went  down  on  one 
knee. 

The  procession  was  a  long  and  stately  one,  and  in  the  midst, 
walking  beneath  a  canopy,  came  the  bishop  himself.  Terence 
gazed  at  him  fixedly  in  order  to  impress  on  his  mind  the 
features  of  the  man  whose  ambition  had  cost  Portugal  so 
dearly,  and  at  whose  instigation  so  much  blood  of  the  most 
honest  and  capable  men  of  the  province  had  been  shed.  The 
face  fully  justified  the  idea  that  he  had  formed  of  the  man. 
The  bishop  was  of  commanding  presence,  arid  walked  with  the 
air  of  one  who  was  accustomed  to  see  all  bow  before  him;  but 
on  the  other  hand,  the  face  bore  traces  of  his  violent  character. 
There  was  a  set  smile  on  his  lips,  but  his  brow  was  heavy  and 
frowning,  while  his  receding  chin  contradicted  the  strength  of 
the  upper  part  of  his  face.  There  was,  too,  a  look  of  anxiety 
and  restlessness  betrayed  by  a  nervous  twitching  of  the  lips. 

"The  scoundrel  is  a  coward,"  Terence  said  to  himself.  "He 
may  profess  absolute  confidence,  but  I  don't  think  he  feels  it, 
and  I  will  bet  odds  that  he  won't  be  in  the  front  when  the 
time  for  fighting  comes." 

Terence  walked  away  after  the  procession  had  passed. 

"If  one  could  get  hold  of  the  bishop,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"  one  might  get  an  order  on  the  superior  of  the  convent  to 
hand  over  Mary  O'Connor  to  the  bearer,  but  I  don't  see  how 
that  can  possibly  be  managed.  Of  course,  he  is  surrounded 
by  priests  and  officials  all  day,  and  his  palace  will  be  guarded 
by  any  number  of  soldiers,  for  he  must  have  many  enemies. 
There  must  be  scores  of  relatives  of  men  who  have  been  killed 
by  his  orders,  who  would  assassinate  him,  bishop  though  he 
is,  had  they  the  chance.  And  even  if  I  got  an  order — and  it 
seems  to  me  impossible  to  do  so — it  would  not  be  made  out  in 
the  name  of  Mary  O'Connor.  I  know  that  they  change  their 
names  when  they  go  into  nunneries,  and  she  may  be  Sister 
Angela  or  Cecilia  or  anything  else,  and  I  should  not  know  in 
the  slightest  degree  whether  the  name  he  put  down  was  the 
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one  that  she  really  goes  by.  No,  that  idea  is  out  of  the 
question." 

Returning  to  the  camp,  he  held  counsel  with  Herrara.  The 
latter,  he  knew,  had  none  of  the  bigotry  so  general  among  his 
countrymen.  He  had  before  told  him  about  his  cousin  being 
shut  up  against  her  will,  and  of  the  letter  that  she  had  thrown 
out,  but  had  hitherto  said  nothing  of  his  intention  to  bring 
about  her  escape  if  possible. 

"I  had  an  idea  that  that  was  what  was  in  your  mind  when 
you  went  off  so  early  this  morning,  O'Connor.  I  have  a  high 
respect  for  the  church,  but  I  have  no  respect  for  its  abuses. 
And  the  shutting  up  of  a  young  lady,  and  forcing  her  to  take 
the  veil  in  order  to  rob  her  of  her  property,  is  as  hateful  to 
me  as  it  can  be  to  you,  so  that  I  should  have  no  hesitation  in 
aiding  you  in  your  endeavour  to  bring  about  her  escape.  Have 
you  formed  any  plan?" 

"No;  I  have  thought  it  over  again  and  again,  but  cannot 
think  of  any  scheme." 

"  If  that  is  the  case,  O'Connor,  I  fear  that  it  is  useless  for 
me  to  try  to  do  so;  you  are  so  full  of  ideas  always,  that  if 
you  cannot  see  your  way  out  of  the  difficulty  it  is  hopeless  to 
expect  that  I  could  do  so.  If  you  can  contrive  any  plan  I  will 
promise  to  aid  you  in  any  way  you  can  point  out,  but  as  to 
inventing  one,  I  should  never  do  so  if  I  racked  my  brain  ever 
so  much." 

"  There  must  be  some  way,"  Terence  said.  "  I  used  to  get 
into  all  sorts  of  scrapes  when  I  was  a  boy,  but  found  there  was 
always  some  way  out  of  them,  if  one  could  but  hit  upon  it. 
The  only  thing  that  I  can  think  of,  is  to  carry  her  off  in  the 
confusion  when  the  French  enter  the  town." 

"  I  should  say  that  the  nuns  would  never  think  of  leaving 
their  convent,  O'Connor;  it  is  their  best  hope  of  safety  to 
remain  there." 

"No  doubt  it  is,  but  the  French  don't  always  respect  the 
convents — very  much  the  contrary,  indeed.  No,  I  don't  think 
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that  they  would  go  out  merely  to  rush  into  the  street;  but 
they  might  go  out  if  they  thought  they  could  get  over  the 
bridge  before  the  French  arrived." 

"They  might  do  that  certainly;  indeed,  it  would  be  the  best 
thing  they  could  do." 

"  Do  you  think  that  if  one  were  to  dress  up  as  a  priest,  or 
as  one  of  the  bishop's  attendants,  and  to  go  as  from  him  with 
an  order  to  the  lady  superior  to  take  the  nuns  at  once  across 
the  bridge  to  the  convent  on  the  other  side,  she  would  obey 
it?" 

"Not  without  some  written  order,"  Herrara  said.  "The 
bishop  would  naturally  send  some  one  who  would  be  known  to 
her,  or  if  he  did  send  a  stranger  he  would  give  him  a  letter  or 
some  token  she  would  recognize ;  otherwise  she  could  not  know 
that  it  was  his  order." 

"  That  is  what  I  was  afraid  of,  Herrara,  but  it  is  what  I 
shall  try  if  I  can  see  no  other  way.  Indeed  I  see  only  one 
chance  of  getting  over  the  difficulty.  The  bishop  is  a  iyrant 
of  the  worst  kind.  Now,  as  far  as  I  can  remember,  tyrants  of 
his  sort — that  is  to  say,  tyrants  who  rule  by  working  on  the 
passions  of  the  mob — are  always  cowards.  I  watched  the 
bishop  closely  when  I  saw  him  to-day,  and  I  am  convinced 
he  is  one  also.  Even  in  that  kneeling  crowd  he  could  not 
conceal  it.  There  was  a  nervous  twitching  about  his  lips 
which,  to  my  mind,  showed  that  he  was  in  a  state  of  intense 
anxiety,  and  that  under  all  his  swagger  and  show  of  confidence 
he  was  nevertheless  in  a  horrible  state  of  alarm.  That  being 
so,  it  seems  to  me  extremely  likely  that  when  the  fighting  begins 
he  will  make  a  bolt  of  it.  He  won't  wait  for  the  French  to 
enter,  for  he  would  know  well  enough  that  in  their  fury  at 
their  defeat,  the  fugitives,  if  they  came  upon  him,  would  be 
likely  to  tear  him  limb  from  limb,  just  as  they  have  murdered 
dozens  of  infinitely  better  men;  so  I  think  that  he  will  make 
off  beforehand.  I  imagine  that  he  will  go  secretly,  and  with 
only  two  or  three  attendants." 
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"  But  you  could  never  carry  him  off  without  an  alarm  being 
raised,  if  that  is  what  you  are  thinking  of,  O'Connor." 

"  No,  I  am  not  thinking  of  that;  but  if  I  could,  say  with  Bull 
and  Macwitty,  suddenly  attack  him  like  three  robbers,  we 
might  carry  off  something  that  would  serve  as  a  sort  of  pass 
port  to  the  lady  abbess.  For  instance,  he  had  a  tremendously 
big  ring  on.  I  noticed  it  as  he  held  up  his  hands,  as  if  on  pur 
pose  to  show  it  off." 

"That  was  his  episcopal  ring,"  Herrara  laughed.  "Yes,  if 
you  could  get  .hold  of  that,  it  would  be  a  key  that  would  open 
the  door  of  any  convent." 

"  Do  you  think  she  would  hand  my  cousin  over  to  me  if  I 
showed  it  to  her  and  gave  her  a  message  as  from  the  bishop?" 

"Yes,  if  you  knew  the  name.  You  see,  from  the  day  she 
was  made  a  nun  she  lost  her  former  name  altogether;  and  cer 
tainly  the  bishop  would  send  for  her  under  her  convent  name." 

"  That  is  what  I  was  thinking  myself.  Then  I  must  get 
them  ^.11  out." 

"You  have  got  to  get  the  ring  first,"  Herrara  said  with  a 
smile. 

"Yes,  yes,  I  mean  if  I  get  it." 

"  But  if  the  French  have  entered  the  town  you  can  never 
get  them  across  the  bridge." 

"  No,  I  know  that.  I  mean  to  get  a  boat  and  have  it  lying  off 
the  end  of  some  quiet  street.  I  could  put  a  couple  of  our  men 
into  that,  for  they  would  only  regard  it,  when  I  had  got  her  on 
board,  as  an  effort  on  my  part  to  save  one  of  the  nuns  from  the 
French.  One  thing  to  do  would  be  to  get  the  robe  of  a  priest, 
or  the  dress  of  one  of  the  bishop's  officials." 

Herrara  thought  for  some  time.  "I  think  that  I  could  do 
that  for  you,  O'Connor.  Of  course  I  have  a  good  many  ac 
quaintances  in  Oporto,  among  them  some  ladies.  I  was  intend 
ing  to  go  across  this  evening  and  see  some  of  them,  and  im 
plore  them  to  leave  the  town  before  it  is  too  late.  One  of 
these  friends  of  mine  might  biiy  some  robes  for  me;  a  woman 


288  WITH  MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

can  do  that  sort  of  thing  when  a  man  cannot.  She  can  pretend 
that  she  wants  to  buy  the  robe  as  a  present  for  the  parish 
priest,  or  her  father  confessor,  or  soinething  of  that  sort.  At 
any  rate,  it  is  worth  trying." 

"  It  is,  indeed,  Herrara,  and  if  you  could  manage  it  I  should 
be  greatly  obliged  to  you." 

"  I  will  go  across  at  once.  I  expect  Soult  will  be  close  up 
to-morrow  morning,  or  at  any  rate  the  next  day.  It  may  be 
another  couple  of  days  before  he  gets  his  whole  force  concen 
trated,  but  in  four  days  anyhow  his  shot  will  be  rattling  down 
into  the  town.  I  will  go  and  see  what  I  can  do.  You  had 
better  get  one  of  my  troopers  to  get  the  boat  for  you." 

Herrara  did  not  return  until  early  on  the  following  morning. 

"  I  have  managed  it,"  he  said  as  Terence,  who  was  getting 
very  anxious  about  him,  ran  forward  to  meet  him. 

"There  is  one  family  in  Oporto  whose  eldest  son  is  a  brother 
officer  of  mine,  and  I  have  visited  them  here  with  him,  and 
have  met  them  several  times  at  Lisbon.  Indeed,  I  may  tell  you 
frankly  that  had  it  not  been  for  the  troubles,  his  sister  would  ere 
this  time  have  been  affianced  to  me.  I  had  hoped  that  they  had 
left  the  town  before  this,  but  they  told  me  that  any  movement 
of  that  sort  might  bring  disaster  on  them.  Two  of  her 
brothers  are  in  the  army,  and  the  bishop  could  not  therefore 
pretend  that  the  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  country ;  being  an 
elderly  man,  the  latter  has  in  fact  held  aloof  altogether  from 
politics;  but  he  is  certainly  not  of  the  bishop's  party,  and  the 
bishop  considers  that  all  who  are  not  with  him  are  against  him. 
Had  they  attempted  to  leave  the  town  there  is  no  doubt  he 
would  have  made  it  a  pretext  for  arresting  the  father,  and  would 
certainly  do  so  on  the  first  opportunity.  However,  they  quite 
believed  that  the  great  force  that  there  is  here  would  be  suffi 
cient  to  defend  the  fortifications,  and  were  completely  taken 
aback  when  I  told  them  that  I  was  absolutely  convinced  that 
the  place  would  fall  at  the  first  attack  of  the  French. 

"  They  agreed  to  make  all  preparations  for  leaving  at  once. 
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Their  horses  have  been  seized,  nominally  that  they  should  be 
used  on  the  fortifications,  but  really,  I  have  no  doubt,  to  pre 
vent  their  leaving.  Of  course  I  told  them  all  about  what  we 
had  been  doing,  in  which  they  were  intensely  interested.  For 
aught  they  know  their  house  may  be  watched;  so  they  will 
come  out  in  some  of  their  servants'  clothes.  I  told  them  that 
they  must  leave  on  the  night  before  Soult  made  his  attack. 
Of  course  he  will  summon  the  town,  and  the  bishop  will,  of 
course,  refuse  to  surrender,  and  you  may  be  sure  the  French 
will  attack  on  the  following  day.  They  left  me  alone  with 
Lorenza  for  a  time,  and  I  took  that  opportunity  of  telling  her 
about  your  plan,  and  what  you  wanted,  and  she  promised  to 
procure  you  the  dress  of  an  ecclesiastic  to-morrow.  I  told  her 
that  you  were  about  my  size  and  height. 

"  She  knew  your  cousin  personally,  and  was  very  fond  of 
her,  and  therefore  entered  all  the  more  readily  into  our  plans 
to  get  her  out.  She  said  that  she  disappeared  suddenly  some 
months  ago,  and  that  her  mother  had  given  out  that  she  had 
been  suddenly  seized  with  the  determination  to  enter  a  convent, 
much  against  her  own  wishes.  Lorenza  felt  sure  that  this  was 
not  true,  for  she  knew  that  your  cousin  had  heard  from  her 
father  much  about  the  Eeformed  religion,  and  was  in  her  heart 
disposed  that  way.  The  mother  is  engaged  to  be  married  to  a 
nobleman  who  is  one  of  the  bishop's  warmest  supporters,  and 
the  general  idea  was  that  Mary  O'Connor  had  been  forced  into 
a  nunnery  against  her  will.  I  sat  talking  with  them  until  late 
last  night,  and  they  would  not  hear  of  my  leaving,  especially  as 
they  said  that  the  town  was  full  of  bands  of  ruffians,  who  tra 
versed  the  streets  attacking  and  robbing  anyone  of  respectable 
appearance.  As  I  had  rather  a  fancy  to  try  what  a  comfort 
able  bed  was  like  again,  I  did  not  need  much  pressing." 

"  Thank  you  greatly,  Herrara,  I  am  indeed  obliged  to  you; 
things  seem  to  look  really  hopeful.  I  have  arranged  with  Bull 
and  Macwitty  that  on  the  evening  before  the  attack  is  likely 
to  take  place  we  will  watch  all  night  at  this  end  of  the  bridge. 

M  359  )  T 
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The  bishop  won't  leave  until  the  last  thing,  but  I  would  wager 
any  money  he  will  do  so  that  night.  He  won't  go  farther  than 
Villa  Novas,  so  as  to  be  ready  to  cross  again  at  once  if  the 
news  comes  that  the  French  have  been  beaten  off.  No  doubt 
he  will  make  the  excuse  that  as  an  ecclesiastic  he  could  take 
no  active  part  in  the  defence,  but  had  been  engaged  in  prayer, 
which  had  done  more  towards  gaining  the  victory  than  his 
presence  could  possibly  have  done." 

"I  should  not  be  surprised  if  that  should  be  his  course," 
Herrara  said  smiling.  "  At  any  rate,  for  your  sake  I  hope  that 
it  will  be.  Have  you  seen  about  a  boat?" 

"Yes,  I  spoke  to  Francesco  Nortis  yesterday  evening,  and 
told  him  that  I  wanted  to  hire  a  boat  with  two  boatmen 
for  the  next  week.  They  were  to  be  at  his  service  night  and 
day.  He  was  to  tell  them  that  he  would  not  want  it  for  fishing, 
but  that  in  case,  by  any  possibility,  the  French  took  the  town, 
he  should  be  able  to  go  across  and  bring  some  friends  over. 
When  I  told  him  that  money  was  no  object,  he  said  that  there 
would  be  no  difficulty  about  it.  They  will  be  glad  enough  to 
get  a  good  week's  pay  and  next  to  nothing  to  do  for  it." 

Two  days  passed  quietly.  On  the  first  day  the  news  arrived 
that  Silveira  had  invested  Chaves  on  the  day  of  the  battle  of 
Braga,  and  had  forced  the  garrison,  which  consisted  of  but  a 
hundred  fighting  men,  with  twelve  hundred  sick,  to  capitulate. 
Day  after  day  news  came  of  the  advance  of  the  French.  They 
had  moved  in  three  columns.  Each  had  met  with  a  stout 
resistance,  but  had  carried  the  passes  and  bridges  after  severe 
loss.  One  of  the  columns  had  been  held  for  some  time  in 
check  at  the  Ponte  D'Ave,  but  had  carried  it  at  last,  whereupon 
the  Portuguese  had  murdered  their  general  and  dispersed. 

On  the  26th,  six  days  after  the  battle  of  Braga,  Franceschi's 
cavalry  were  seen  approaching  the  position  in  front  of  Oporto. 
The  alarm-bells  rung,  the  troops  hurried  to  their  positions, 
but  the  day  passed  off  quietly,  the  confidence  of  the  people 
being  still  further  raised  by  the  arrival  of  2000  regular  troops 
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sent  by  Beresford  to  their  assistance.  As  there  were  already 
seven  or  eight  thousand  regular  troops  in  the  camp,  it  seemed 
to  all  that  as  Soult  had  but  20,000  men  fit  for  action,  the 
defences  ought  to  be  held  against  him  for  any  length  of  time. 
The  majority,  indeed,  believed  that  he  would  not  even  venture 
to  attack  the  town  when  upon  his  arrival  he  perceived  its 
strength,  especially  when  they  knew  that  he  had  but  a  few 
guns  with  him,  his  park  of  artillery  being  still  at  Tuy,  which 
was  closely  invested  by  the  Spaniards. 

On  the  following  day  the  whole  French  army  settled  down 
in  front  of  the  Portuguese  works,  and  a  wild  and  purposeless 
fire  was  now  opened  by  the  defenders,  although  the  French 
were  far  beyond  musket-range. 

Soult  sent  in  a  message  to  the  bishop  urging  him  to  surrender 
He  assured  him  that  resistance  was  hopeless,  and  that  it  was  his 
earnest  desire  to  save  so  great  a  city  from  the  horrors  of  a  storm. 
The  message  was  sent  by  a  prisoner,  who  was  seized  by  the 
mob  in  spite  of  the  flag  of  truce  that  he  carried,  and  would 
have  been  murdered  had  he  not  assured  the  people  that  he  came 
with  a  message  from  Soult,  to  the  effect  that,  seeing  the  hope 
lessness  of  attacking  the  town  or  of  marching  back  to  the 
frontier  in  safety,  he  wished  to  negotiate  for  a  surrender  for 
himself  and  his  army. 

At  one  point  the  Portuguese  displayed  a  white  flag,  and 
shouted  that  they  wished  to  surrender.  A  French  general 
advanced  with  another  officer,  but  when  they  reached  the  lines 
the  Portuguese  fell  upon  him,  killed  his  companion,  and  carried 
the  general  a  prisoner  into  the  town.  The  negotiations  were 
prolonged  until  evening,  but  the  bishop  declined  all  Soult's 
overtures,  and  the  fire  from  the  intrenchments  continued.  In 
the  course  of  the  evening  Merle's  division,  in  order  to  divert 
attention  from  the  points  Soult  had  fixed  upon  for  the  attack, 
moved  towards  the  Portuguese  left,  when  a  tremendous  fire  of 
artillery  and  musketry  opened  upon  it.  The  division  made  its 
way  forward,  and  occupied  some  hollow  ground  which  shielded 
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it  from  fire,  within  a  very  short  distance  of  the  intrenchments. 
Feeling  that  the  crisis  was  at  hand,  Terence  had  everything 
prepared.  The  boatmen  were  told  that  they  might  be  required 
that  night,  and  that  they  were  to  have  the  boat  in  readiness 
to  start  at  any  moment.  Herrara  had  warned  his  friends,  and 
went  to  their  house  with  six  of  his  men  as  soon  as  it  became 
dusk,  to  escort  them  over.  Terence  with  his  two  troopers, 
clad  in  the  dresses  of  two  of  the  tallest  of  the  men  and 
wrapped  in  cloaks,  with  their  broad  hats  pressed  low  down 
upon  their  foreheads,  went  down  to  the  end  of  the  bridge  as 
soon  as  it  became  quite  dark.  The  river  was  three  hundred 
yards  broad,  but  the  sound  of  the  confusion  and  alarm  that  pre 
vailed  in  the  city  could  be  plainly  heard,  although  the  evening 
had  set  in  rough  and  tempestuous.  The  shouts  of  the  excited 
mob  mingled  with  the  clanging  of  the  church  bells. 

"That  does  not  sound  like  confidence  in  victory,"  Terence 
remarked. 

"  Quite  the  other  way,  sir.  I  should  say  that  after  all  their 
bragging  every  man  in  the  place  is  in  a  blue  funk." 

A  great  many  people,  especially  women  with  children,  were 
making  their  way  across  the  bridge.  About  nine  o'clock  a 
little  knot  of  five  or  six  men,  following  a  tall  figure,  passed 
them. 

"That  is  the  Bishop,"  Terence  whispered;  and  in  pursuance 
of  the  orders  that  he  had  previously  given  them,  the  two  men 
followed  him  as  he  fell  in  at  a  short  distance  behind  the  group. 
These  turned  off  from  the  main  road  and  took  one  that  led  up 
to  the  Serra  Convent,  standing  on  the  crest  of  a  rugged  hill. 
As  soon  as  they  had  passed  beyond  the  houses  at  the  foot  of 
the  hill,  and  the  road  was  altogether  deserted,  Terence  said  to 
the  men: 

"Now  is  our  time.  Do  you  take  the  attendants;  I  will 
manage  the  bishop." 

They  moved  forward  quickly  and  silently  until  they  were 
close  to  the  group,  then  they  dashed  forward.  As  the  startled 
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attendants  turned  round  the  troopers  fell  upon  them,  and  with 
heavy  blows  from  their  fists  knocked  them  to  the  ground  like 
nine-pins.  The  bishop  turned  round  and  shouted : 

"Villains,  I  am  the  bishop." 

"I  know  that,"  Terence  exclaimed,  and  sprang  at  him. 

The  prelate  reeled  and  fell.  Terence  threw  himself  upon 
him,  and  seizing  his  hand  wrested  from  it  the  episcopal  ring. 
Then  upon  seeing  that  the  bishop  had  fainted,  probably  from 
fright,  Terence  leapt  to  his  feet.  The  five  attendants  were 
lying  on  the  ground. 

"All  right,  lads!"  he  said,  "we  have  got  what  we  wanted; 
but  just  strip  off  one  of  these  fellows'  clothes.  Take  this  one, 
he  is  a  priest." 

It  took  but  a  minute  for  the  two  troopers  to  strip  off  the 
garment  and  pick  up  the  three-cornered  hat. 

"  Now,  come  along,  men." 

They  reached  the  houses  again  without  hearing  so  much  as 
a  cry  from  the  astounded  Portuguese,  who  as  yet  had  but  a 
vague  idea  of  what  had  happened  to  them.  The  capture  of 
the  clothes  had  been  rendered  necessary  by  Herrara's  report 
two  days  before,  that  the  young  lady  had  failed  to  get  the 
clothes,  for  the  shopman  had  asked  so  many  questions  con 
cerning  them  that  she  had  said  carelessly  that  it  made  no 
matter.  She  had  intended  to  give  them  as  a  present  and  a 
surprise,  but  as  there  seemed  a  difficulty  about  it  she  would 
give  money  instead,  and  let  the  priest  choose  his  own  clothes. 
She  had  purposely  entered  a  shop  in  the  opposite  end  of  the 
town  from  that  in  which  her  father  lived,  so  that  there  would 
be  less  chance  of  her  being  recognized. 

Herrara  said  that  she  would  try  elsewhere,  but  Terence  at 
once  begged  him  to  tell  her  not  to  do  so. 

"  The  bishop  is  sure  to  have  some  of  his  priests  with  him," 
he  said,  "  and  if  I  rob  him  of  his  ring,  I  might  just  as  well  rob 
one  of  them  of  his  clothes." 

On  returning  to  the  camp  Terence  found  that  his  comrade 
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had  already  arrived  with  a  gentleman  and  three  ladies.  The 
tent  had  been  given  up  for  the  use  of  the  latter.  Herrara  had 
warned  him  not  to  say  a  word  to  the  old  gentleman  of  his 
adventure. 

"He  and  the  others  know  nothing  about  it,"  he  said,  "and 
it  is  just  as  well  that  they  shouldn't,  for  he  is  somewhat  rigid 
in  his  notions,  and  might  be  rather  horrified  at  your  assaulting 
a  bishop,  however  great  a  scoundrel  he  might  be,  and  would 
be  specially  so  at  the  borrowing  of  his  ring." 

At  twelve  o'clock  heavy  peals  of  thunder  were  heard,  fol 
lowed  by  a  tremendous  outbreak  of  firing  from  the  intrench- 
ments,  two  hundred  guns  and  a  terrific  musketry  fire  opening 
suddenly. 

"The  French  are  attacking!"  Herrara  exclaimed. 

"  I  don't  think  so,"  Terence  replied.  "  It  is  more  likely  to 
be  a  false  alarm.  The  troops  may  have  thought  that  the 
thunder  was  the  roar  of  French  guns.  Soult  would  hardly 
make  an  attack  at  night,  or,  not  knowing  the  nature  of  the 
ground  behind  the  intrenchments,  his  men  would  be  falling 
into  confusion,  and  perhaps  fire  into  each  other." 

As,  after  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  prodigious  din,  the  fire 
slackened  and  presently  ceased  altogether,  it  was  evident 
that  this  supposition  was  a  correct  one.  The  morning  broke 
bright  and  still,  and  an  hour  later  the  cannonade  began  again. 
Terence  at  once,  after  telling  Herrara  to  form  the  troops  up 
and  march  them  down  to  the  end  of  the  bridge,  left  the  camp, 
and  after  proceeding  a  short  distance  took  off  his  uniform  and 
donned  the  attire  of  the  ecclesiastic,  and  then  hurried  down 
into  the  town.  He  was  accompanied  by  the  two  troopers  in 
their  peasant  dress.  These  left  him  at  the  bridge.  The  din 
was  now  tremendous,  every  church-bell  was  ringing  furiously, 
and  frightened  women  were  already  crowding  down  towards 
the  bridge. 

Their  point  of  crossing  had  already  been  decided  upon — it 
was  at  the  end  of  a  street  close  to  the  convent,  and  when 
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Terence  reached  the  convent  the  two  men  were  already  stand 
ing  at  the  end  of  the  street  awaiting  him. 

"  Now,  you  do  your  part  of  the  business  and  I  will  do  mine," 
Terence  said;  and  he  moved  forward  to  the  door  of  the  convent, 
where  he  would  be  unseen  should  anyone  look  out. 

The  two  troopers  went  to  the  middle  of  the  street,  opposite 
the  window  which  the  officer  had  described  to  Terence,  and  both 
shouted  in  a  stentorian  voice : 

"Mary  O'Connor!" 

The  shout  was  heard  above  the  tumult  of  the  battle  and  the 
din  in  the  city,  and  a  head  appeared  at  the  window  and  looked 
down  with  a  bewildered  expression. 

"  Mary  O'Connor,"  Bull  shouted  again,  "  a  friend  is  here  to 
rescue  you.  You  will  leave  the  convent  directly  with  the  rest. 
Look  out  for  us." 

Then  they  walked  on,  and  passed  Terence. 

"  Have  you  seen  her  face?" 

"  We  have,  sir.     We  shall  know  her  again,  never  fear." 

Terence  now  seized  the  bell  and  rung  it  vigorously.  The 
door  opened,  and  a  terrified  face  appeared  at  the  window. 

" I  have  a  message  from  the  bishop  to  the  lady  superior." 

The  door  was  opened,  and  was  at  once  closed  and  barred 
behind  him.  He  was  led  along  some  passages  to  the  room 
where  the  lady  superior,  pale  and  agitated,  was  awaiting 
him. 

"Have  the  French  entered  the  intrenchments1?"  she  asked. 

"  I  trust  they  have  not  entered  yet,  but  they  may  do  so  at 
any  moment.  The  bishop  is  at  the  Serra  Convent,  and  from 
there  has  a  view  over  the  town  to  the  intrenchments.  He 
begs  you  to  instantly  bring  the  nuns  across,  for  they  will  be 
in  safety  there,  whereas  no  one  can  say  what  may  happen  in 
the  town.  Here  is  his  episcopal  ring  in  proof  that  I  am  the 
bearer  of  his  orders.  I  pray  you  to  hasten,  sister,  for  a  crowd 
of  fugitives  are  already  pouring  over  the  bridge,  and  there  is 
not  a  moment  to  be  lost." 
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"The  nuns  are  just  coming  down  to  prayer  in  the  chapel, 
and  we  will  start  instantly." 

In  two  minutes  upwards  of  a  hundred  frightened  women 
were  gathered  in  the  courtyard. 

"Are  all  here?"  Terence  asked  the  lady  superior. 

"All  of  them." 

"  I  asked  because  I  know  that  he  is  specially  anxious  that 
one,  who  is  a  sort  of  prisoner,  should  not  fall  into  the  hands  of 
the  French,  as  that  might  cause  serious  trouble." 

"I  know  whom  you  mean,"  and  she  called  out  "Sister 
Theresa!"  There  was  no  answer. 

"  It  is  well  you  asked,"  she  said.  "  They  have  forgotten  her." 
She  gave  orders  to  one  of  the  sisters,  who  at  once  entered  the 
house,  and  returned  in  a  minute  with  a  young  nun.  The  door 
was  now  opened,  and  they  moved  out  in  procession.  Terence 
could  hear  regular  volleys  amidst  the  roar  of  guns  and  the 
incessant  crack  of  muskets. 

"I  fear  that  they  have  entered  the  intrenchments,"  he  said. 
"  Hasten,  sister,  or  we  shall  be  too  late!" 

With  hurried  steps  they  passed  along  the  deserted  streets. 
As  they  neared  the  bridge  a  crowd  of  fugitives  were  hastening 
in  that  direction,  and  when  they  approached  its  head  they 
found  it  blocked  by  a  struggling  mass. 

"What  is  to  be  done?"  the  lady  superior  asked  in  conster 
nation. 

"  We  must  wait  a  minute  or  two;  they  may  clear  off." 

But  every  second  the  crowd  increased,  and  was  soon  thick 
behind  them.  Already  the  line  of  nuns  was  broken  up  by  the 
pressure.  Terence  had  kept  his  eyes  on  the  two  tall  figures 
who  had  followed,  at  first  behind  them,  and  had  then  quickened 
their  footsteps  until  abreast  of  the  centre  of  the  line,  and  to 
his  satisfaction  saw  that  they  had  one  of  the  nuns  between 
them,  and  were  forcing  their  way  with  her  through  the  crowd 
behind.  At  this  moment  a  terrible  cry  arose  from  the  crowd. 
A  troop  of  Portuguese  dragoons  rode  furiously  down  the 
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street  leading  to  the  bridge,  and  dashed  into  the  crowd,  tramp 
ling  down  all  in  their  way  in  their  reckless  terror,  until  they 
gained  the  end  of  the  bridge.  As  they  rode  on  to  it,  two  of 
the  boats,  already  low  in  the  water  from  the  weight  upon 
them,  gave  a  surge  and  sank,  carrying  with  them  hundreds  of 
people.  The  crowd  recoiled  with  a  cry  of  horror. 

"There  is  no  escape  now,  sister,"  Terence  said;  "go  back 
to  the  convent." 

"Home,  sisters!"  she  cried  in  a  loud  shrill  voice  that  made 
itself  heard  even  over  the  screams  of  the  drowning  people  and 
the  wails  and  cries  of  the  mob. 

Terence  placed  himself  before  the  lady  superior,  and  by 
main  force  made  a  way  through  the  crowd;  which  was  the 
more  easy  as,  seeing  their  only  escape  cut  off,  numbers  were 
now  beginning  to  disperse  to  their  homes.  The  movement  was 
converted  into  a  wild  rush  when  a  troop  of  French  cavalry 
came  thundering  down  to  the  bridge.  In  a  moment  all  was 
mad  confusion  and  fright.  The  nuns  followed  their  superior, 
and  all  thought  of  decorum  being  now  lost,  fled  with  her  like 
a  flock  of  frightened  sheep  along  the  street  leading  to  the 
convent.  Terence  paused  a  moment.  He  saw  that  the  French 
troopers  threw  themselves  from  their  horses,  and,  all  ani 
mosity  being  for  the  moment  forgotten  in  the  horror  of  the 
scene,  set  to  work  to  endeavour  to  save  the  drowning 
wretches,  regardless  of  the  fire  which,  as  soon  as  the  French 
appeared,  was  opened  by  the  battery  on  the  height  of  Villa 
Novas. 

Then  he  sped  away  after  the  nuns,  whom  he  soon  passed. 
He  turned  down  the  street  next  to  the  convent,  and  on  reach 
ing  the  end  saw  the  two  troopers  with  a  nun  in  a  boat  ten 
yards  away.  Macwitty  was  standing  covering  the  two  boat 
men  with  his  pistols. 

"  Row  back  to  the  shore  again,"  he  roared  out  in  English, 
"and  take  off  that  gentleman  there."  The  men  did  not  under 
stand  his  words,  but  they  understood  his  gestures,  and  a  stroke 
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or  two  took  them  alongside.  Terence  leapt  in  and  told  the  men 
to  row  across  the  river. 

"This  is  an  unexpected  meeting,  cousin,"  he  said  to  the  girl. 

"They  have  been  telling  me  who  you  are,  and  how  you 
have  effected  my  rescue,"  she  said,  bursting  into  tears.  "How 
can  I  thank  you  ? " 

"  Well,  this  is  hardly  a  time  for  thanks,"  he  said,  "  and  I 
am  as  glad  as  you  are  that  it  has  all  turned  out  well.  I  will 
tell  you  all  about  it  as  soon  as  we  are  across." 

They  were  nearly  over  when  he  exclaimed  to  the  troopers : 

"The  French  have  repaired  the  bridge  with  planks.  See, 
they  are  crossing!" 

They  sprang  out  on  reaching  the  opposite  shore.  A  moment 
later  a  rattle  of  musketry  broke  out. 

"  Macwitty,"  he  said,  "  I  will  give  this  young  lady  into 
your  charge.  Take  her  straight  up  to  the  camp.  There  are 
three  ladies  there,"  he  said  to  his  cousin,  "and  in  the  tent 
they  have  some  clothes  for  you  to  change  into.  It  will  not 
be  long  before  I  shall  rejoin  you.  But  I  must  join  my  regi 
ment  now,  they  are  engaged  with  the  enemy." 

As  he  hurried  along  with  Bull,  he  could  hear  above  the 
sound  of  the  musketry  the  sharp  crack  of  the  field-guns  from 
the  opposite  side  of  the  river. 

"They  are  covering  the  passage,  Bull." 

As  he  came  up  he  found  that  Herrara  had  taken  possession 
of  the  houses  near  the  end  of  the  bridge.  A  part  of  his  troops 
filled  the  windows,  while  the  main  body  lined  the  quay.  The 
French  were  recoiling,  but  a  mass  of  their  troops  could  be  seen 
at  the  further  end  of  the  bridge,  and  two  field-batteries  were 
keeping  up  an  incessant  fire.  Herrara  was  posted  with  a 
company  at  the  end  of  the  bridge. 

"  We  had  better  fall  back,  Herrara,  before  they  form  a  fresh 
column  of  attack.  We  might  repulse  them  again,  but  they 
will  be  able  to  cross  by  boats  elsewhere,  and  we  shall  be  taken 
in  front  and  rear.  Let  us  draw  off  in  good  order.  The  in- 
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fantry  will  be  sure  to  march  straight  against  the  battery  on 
the  hill  behind,  and  it  will  be  half  an  hour  before  the  cavalry 
can  cross,  and  by  that  time  we  shall  be  well  on  our  way; 
whereas  if  we  stop  here  until  we  are  taken  in  flank  and  rear, 
we  shall  be  cut  to  pieces." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  Herrara  said,  and  ordered  the 
man  with  the  horn  standing  beside  him  to  sound  the  retreat. 

The  men  near  at  once  formed  up  and  got  in  motion,  those 
in  the  houses  poured  out,  and  in  two  minutes  the  whole  force 
were  going  up  the  hill  at  a  trot,  but  still  preserving  their 
order.  Five  minutes  later  the  head  of  the  French  column 
poured  over  the  bridge.  Just  as  the  troops  reached  the  place 
of  encampment  the  fire  of  the  battery  ceased  suddenly. 


CHAPTER    XVIII. 

MARY  O'CONNOR. 

"VTEVER  was  a  large  force  of  men  driven  from  a  very  strong 
-1 1  position,  carefully  prepared  and  defended  by  a  vast  num 
ber  of  guns,  so  quickly  and  easily  as  were  the  Portuguese 
before  Oporto.  The  bishop,  after  rejecting  Soult's  summons 
and  disregarding  his  prayers  to  save  the  city  from  ruin,  sud 
denly  lost  heart,  and  after  all  his  boasting  slipped  away  after 
dark  to  the  Serra  Convent,  leaving  the  command  to  the  generals 
of  the  army.  The  feint  which  Soult  had  made  with  Merle's 
division  the  night  before  against  the  Portuguese  left  succeeded 
perfectly,  the  Portuguese  massing  their  forces  on  that  side  to 
resist  the  expected  attack. 

Soult's  real  intentions,  however,  were  to  break  through  the 
centre  of  the  line  and  then  to  drive  the  Portuguese  right  and 
left  away  from  the  town,  while  he  pushed  a  body  of  troops 
straight  through  the  city  to  seize  the  bridge  and  thus  cut  off 
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all  retreat.  Accordingly  he  commenced  the  attack  on  both 
Avings.  The  Portuguese  weakened  their  centre  to  meet  these, 
and  then  the  central  division  of  the  French  rushed  forward, 
burst  through  the  intrenchments,  and  carried  at  once  the  two 
principal  forts.  Then  two  battalions  marched  into  the  town 
and  made  for  the  bridge,  Avhile  the  rest  fell  on  the  Portuguese 
rear.  The  French  right  carried  in  succession  a  number  of  forts, 
took  fifty  pieces  of  artillery,  and  drove  off  a  great  mass  of  the 
Portuguese  from  the  town,  while  Merle  met  with  equal  success 
on  the  other  flank.  Half  the  Portuguese,  therefore,  were  driven 
up  the  valley  of  the  Douro,  and  the  other  half  down  towards 
the  sea. 

Maddened  by  terror,  some  of  them  strove  to  swim  across, 
others  to  get  over  in  small  boats.  Lima,  their  general,  shouted 
to  them  that  the  river  was  too  wide  to  swim,  and  that  those 
who  took  to  boats  would  be  shot  down  by  the  pursuing  French, 
whereupon  his  own  troops  turned  upon  him  and  murdered  him, 
although  the  French  were  but  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  away; 
they  then  renewed  their  attempt  to  cross,  and  many  perished. 
Similar  scenes  took  place  in  the  valley  above  the  town,  but 
here  the  French  cavalry  interposed  between  the  panic-stricken 
fugitives  and  the  river,  and  so  prevented  them  throwing  away 
their  lives  in  the  hopeless  attempt  to  swim  across.  In  the 
meantime  incessant  firing  was  going  on  in  the  city.  The  French 
column  arriving  #t  the  bridge,  after  doing  their  best  to  rescue 
the  drowning  people  sacrificed  to  the  heartless  cowardice  of 
the  Portuguese  cavalry,  speedily  repaired  the  break  caused  by 
the  sinking  boats  and  prepared  to  cross  the  river,  while  others 
scattered  through  the  town. 

The  inhabitants  fired  upon  them  from  the  roofs  and  windows, 
and  two  hundred  men  defended  the  bishop's  palace  to  the  last. 
Every  house  was  the  scene  of  conflict.  The  French  on  entering 
one  of  the  principal  squares  found  a  number  of  their  comrades, 
who  had  been  taken  prisoners  and  sent  to  the  town,  still  alive 
but  horribly  mutilated,  some  of  them  having  been  blinded, 
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others  having  legs  cut  off,  and  all  mutilated  in  various  ways. 
This  terrible  sight  naturally  goaded  them  to  such  a  state 
of  fury  that  Soult  in  vain  endeavoured  to  stop  the  work  of 
slaughter  and  pillage.  This  continued  for  several  hours,  and 
altogether  the  number  of  Portuguese  who  perished  by  drown 
ing  and  slaughter  in  the  streets  was  estimated  at  ten  thousand, 
of  which  the  number  killed  in  the  defence  of  the  works  formed 
but  an  insignificant  portion. 

Terence  on  his  arrival  at  the  camp  in  the  wood  resumed  his 
uniform.  Herrara  had,  on  the  previous  day,  purchased  a  light 
waggon  and  two  horses  for  the  use  of  the  ladies,  and  as  soon  as 
the  men  had  strapped  on  the  cloaks  and  blankets  which  they 
had  left  behind  them  when  they  advanced  to  the  defence  of 
the  bridge,  the  retreat  began.  Not  until  he  had  seen  the 
column  fairly  on  its  way  did  Terence  ride  up  to  speak  to  the 
occupants  of  the  waggon.  He  had  not  been  introduced  by 
Herrara  to  his  friends,  for  on  his  return  from  his  encounter 
with  the  bishop  the  ladies  had  already  retired  to  their  tent. 

"  I  must  introduce  myself  to  you,  Don  Jose.  I  am  Terence 
O'Connor,  an  ensign  in  His  Britannic  Majesty's  regiment  of 
Mayo  Fusiliers  and  an  aide-de-camp  of  General  Cradock,  a 
very  humble  personage,  though  at  present  in  command  of 
these  troops — irregular  regiments  of  the  Portuguese  army.'* 

"  Lieutenant  Herrara  has  told  us  so  much  about  you,  Senor 
O'Connor,  that  we  have  been  looking  forward  with  much 
pleasure  to  meeting  you.  Allow  me  to  present  you  to  my 
wife  and  daughters,  who  have  been  as  anxious  as  myself  to 
meet  an  officer  who  has  done  such  good  services  to  the  cause, 
and  to  whom  it  is  due  at  the  present  moment  that  we  are 
here  instead  of  being  in  the  midst  of  the  terrible  scenes  that 
are  no  doubt  at  this  moment  being  enacted  in  Oporto." 

Terence  bowed  deeply  to  the  ladies,  and  then  said  to  his 
cousin : 

"I  almost  require  introducing  to  you,  for  I  caught  but 
a  glimpse  of  you  as  we  crossed  the  river,  and  you  look  so 
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different  now  that  you  have  got  rid  of  that  hideous  attire  that 
I  don't  think  that  I  should  have  known  you." 

"  You  have  changed  greatly  too,  Senor  O'Connor." 

Terence  burst  into  a  laugh. 

"My  dear  cousin,  it  is  evident  that  you  know  very  little 
of  English  customs,  though  you  speak  English  so  well.  We 
don't  call  our  cousins  Mr.  and  Miss;  you  will  have  to  call  me 
Terence  and  I  shall  certainly  call  you  Mary.  Macwitty  brought 
you  back  to  camp  all  right  1" 

"Yes;  but  it  was  terrible  to  hear  all  that  firing,  and  I  was 
wondering  all  the  time  whether  you  were  being  hurt." 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  powder  fired  away  to  every  one 
that  gets  hit." 

"Do  you  know  what  has  happened  in  the  town1?"  Don  Jose 
asked. 

"  I  know  no  more  than  what  my  cousin  has  no  doubt  told 
you  of  that  terrible  scene  at  the  bridge.  It  is  evident  that 
the  French  burst  through  the  lines  without  any  difficulty, 
as  we  saw  no  soldiers,  except  those  cowardly  cavalrymen, 
before  the  French  arrived.  It  is  probable  that  the  intrench- 
ments  were  carried  in  the  centre,  and  Soult  evidently  sent  a 
body  of  soldiers  straight  through  the  town  to  secure  the  bridge. 
I  think  he  must  have  cut  off  the  main  body  of  the  defenders 
of  the  intrenchments  from  entering  the  town,  and  must  either 
have  captured  them  or  driven  them  off.  The  fire  of  cannon  had 
ceased  over  there  before  we  retired,  and  it  is  clear  from  that 
that  the  whole  of  the  intrenchments  must  have  been  captured. 
There  was,  however,  a  heavy  rattle  of  musketry  in  the  town, 
and  I  suppose  that  the  houses,  and  perhaps  some  barricades, 
were  being  defended.  It  was  a  mad  thing  to  do,  for  it  would 
only  excite  the  fury  of  the  French  troops,  and  get  them  out  of 
hand  altogether.  If  there  had  been  no  resistance  the  columns 
might  have  marched  in  in  good  order;  but  even  then  I  fear 
there  might  have  been  trouble,  for,  unfortunately,  your  peasants 
have  behaved  with  such  merciless  cruelty  to  all  stragglers  who 


MARY  O'CONNOR.  303 

fell  into  their  hands,  that  the  thirst  for  vengeance  would  in  any 
case  have  been  irrepressible.  Still,  the  officers  might  possibly 
have  preserved  order  had  there  been  no  resistance." 

"  Shall  we  be  pursued  do  you  think,  senor  ?"  Don  Josh's  wife 
asked. 

"I  do  not  think  so.  Possibly  parties  of  horse  may  scour  the 
country  for  some  distance  round,  to  see  if  there  is  a  body  of 
troops  here,  but  we  are  too  strong  to  be  attacked  by  any  but 
a  very  numerous  body  of  horse;  and  if  they  should  attempt  it, 
you  may  be  sure  that  we  can  render  a  very  good  account  of 
ourselves.  We  have  beaten  off  the  French  horse  once,  and  as 
since  then  we  have  had  some  stiff  fighting,  I  have  no  fear  of 
the  men  being  unsteady,  even  if  all  Franceschi's  cavalry  came 
down  upon  us.  Of  that,  however,  there  will  be  little  chance; 
the  French  have  their  hands  full  for  some  days,  and  a  few 
scouting  parties  are  all  that  they  are  likely  to  send  out." 

"You  speak  Portuguese  very  well,  Terence,"  Mary  O'Connor 
said  in  that  language,  hesitating  a  little  before  she  used  his 
Christian  name. 

"  I  have  been  nearly  nine  months  in  the  country,  during  most 
of  which  I  have  been  on  the  staff,  and  have  had  to  communi 
cate  with  peasants  and  others,  and  for  the  past  two  months  I 
have  spoken  nothing  else ;  necessity  is  a  good  teacher.  Besides 
which,  Lieutenant  Herrara  has  been  good  enough  to  take  great 
pains  in  correcting  my  mistakes  and  teaching  me  the  proper 
idioms;  another  six  months  of  this  work  and  I  have  no  doubt 
I  shall  be  able  to  pass  as  a  native." 

After  marching  fifteen  miles  the  column  halted,  Terence 
feeling  assured  that  the  French  would  not  push  out  their 
scouting  parties  more  than  three  or  four  miles  from  Villa 
Novas.  They  halted  at  the  edge  of  a  forest,  and  a  party  under 
one  of  the  officers  was  at  once  despatched  to  a  village  two  miles 
away,  and  returned  in  an  hour  with  a  drove  of  pigs  that  had 
been  bought  there,  and  a  cart  laden  with  bread  and  wine.  Fires 
had  already  been  lighted,  and  after  seeing  that  the  rations 
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were  divided  among  the  various  companies,  Terence  went  to 
the  tent.  Herrara  was  chatting  with  his  friends,  and  Mary 
O'Connor  came  out  at  once  and  joined  him. 

"  That  is  right,  Mary,  we  will  take  a  stroll  in  the  wood  and 
have  a  talk  together.  Now,  tell  me  how  you  have  got  on.  I 
had  expected  to  find  you  quite  thin  and  almost  starving." 

"No,  I  have  had  plenty  of  bread  to  eat,"  she  laughed;  "the 
sisters  kept  me  well  supplied.  I  am  sure  that  most  of  them 
were  sorry  for  me,  and  they  used  to  hide  away  some  of  their 
own  bread  and  bring  it  to  me  when  they  had  a  chance.  The 
lady  superior  Avas  very  hard,  and  if  I  had  had  to  depend 
entirely  on  what  she  sent  me  up  I  should  have  done  very 
badly.  I  always  ate  as  much  as  I  could,  as  I  wanted  to  keep 
up  my  strength ;  for  I  knew  that  if  I  got  weak  I  might  give 
way  and  do  what  they  wanted,  and  I  was  quite  determined 
that  I  would  not  if  I  could  help  it." 

"Macwitty  told  you,  I  suppose,  how  I  came  to  hear  where 
you  were  imprisoned  ?" 

"  Yes,  he  said  that  the  officer  had  given  you  the  letter  that 
I  dropped  to  him;  yet  how  did  he  come  to  know  that  you 
were  my  cousin?" 

"  It  was  quite  an  accident,  just  the  similarity  of  name.  AVe 
were  chatting,  and  he  said  casually,  '  I  suppose  that  you  have 
no  relatives  at  Oporto?'  and  I  at  once  said  I  had,  for  fortu 
nately  my  father  had  been  telling  me  about  your  father  and 
you,  the  last  time  I  saw  him,  that  is  four  months  ago.  He 
was  badly  wounded  at  Vimiera  and  invalided  home.  Then 
Captain  Travers  told  me  about  getting  your  letter  and  what 
was  in  it,  and  I  felt  sure  that  it  was  you,  and  of  course  made 
up  my  mind  to  do  what  I  could  to  get  you  out,  though  at 
the  time  I  did  not  think  that  I  should  be  in  Oporto  until  I 
entered  with  the  British  army." 

"  But  I  cannot  think  how  you  got  us  all  to  start,  and  walked 
along  with  the  lady  superior  as  if  you  were  a  friend  of  hers. 
Macwitty  had  not  time  to  tell  me  that.  I  was  so  frightened 
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and  bewildered  with  the  dreadful  noise  and  the  strangeness  of 
it  all  that  I  could  not  ask  him  many  questions." 

"It  was  by  virtue  of  this  ring,"  he  said,  holding  up  his 
hand. 

"Why,"  she  exclaimed  in  surprise,  "that  is  the  bishop's;  I 
noticed  it  on  his  finger  when  he  came  one  day  to  me  and 
scolded  me,  and  said  that  I  should  remain  a  prisoner  if  it 
was  for  years  until  my  obstinate  spirit  was  broken.  But  how 
did  you  get  it?" 

"Not  with  the  bishop's  good-will  you  may  be  sure,  Mary," 
Terence  laughed;  and  he  then  told  her  how  he  had  become 
possessed  of  it. 

The  girl  looked  quite  scared. 

"  It  sounds  dreadful,  doesn't  it,  Mary,  to  think  that  I  should 
have  laid  hands  upon  a  bishop,  and  such  a  bishop,  a  man  who 
regards  himself  as  the  greatest  in  Portugal.  However,  there 
was  no  other  way  of  getting  the  ring,  and  I  could  not  see  how, 
without  it,  I  could  persuade  the  lady  superior  to  leave  her 
convent  with  you  all ;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  would  rather 
have  got  it  that  way  than  any  other.  The  bishop  is  in  my 
opinion  a  man  who  deserves  no  respect.  He  has  terrorized  all 
the  north  of  Portugal,  has  caused  scores  of  better  men  than 
himself  to  be  imprisoned  or  put  to  death,  and  has  now  by  his 
folly  and  ignorance  cost  the  lives  of  no  one  knows  how  many 
thousand  men,  and  brought  about  the  sack  of  Oporto." 

"Did  you  hear  anything  of  my  mother?"  the  girl  asked. 

"  No,  my  Portuguese  was  not  good  enough  for  me  to  ask 
questions  without  risking  being  detected  as  a  foreigner  at 
once.  She  has  behaved  shamefully  to  you,  Mary." 

"She  never  liked  me,"  the  girl  said  simply.  "She  and 
father  never  got  on  well  together,  and  I  think  her  dislike 
began  by  his  taking  to  me,  and  my  liking  to  be  with  him  and 
getting  to  talk  English.  There  was  a  terrible  quarrel  between 
them  once  because  she  accused  him  of  teaching  me  to  be  a  Pro 
testant,  although  he  never  did  so.  He  did  give  me  a  Bible, 

(  M  359  )  U 
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and  I  used  to  ask  him  questions  and  he  answered  them,  that 
was  all;  but  as  it  did  seem  to  me  that  he  was  much  wiser  in 
all  things  than  she  was,  I  thought  that  he  might  be  wiser 
in  religion  too.  I  would  have  given  up  the  property  directly 
they  wanted  me  to,  if  they  would  have  let  me  go  away  to  Eng 
land;  but  when  they  took  me  to  the  convent  and  cut  off  my 
hair,  and  forced  me  to  become  a  nun,  I  would  not  give  way 
to  them.  I  never  took  the  vows,  Terence;  I  would  not  open 
my  lips,  but  they  went  on  with  the  service  just  the  same.  I 
was  determined  that  I  would  not  yield.  I  thought  that  the 
English  would  come  some  day,  and  that  I  might  be  freed  then." 

"  What  would  you  have  done  in  England  if  you  had  gone 
there,  Mary?" 

"I  should  have  found  your  father  out,  and  gone  to  him. 
Father  told  me  that  your  father  was  his  greatest  friend,  and 
just  before  he  died  he  told  me  that  he  had  privately  sent  over 
all  his  own  money  to  a  bank  at  Cork,  and  ordered  it  to  be  put 
in  your  father's  name.  It  was  a  good  deal  of  money,  for  he 
would  not  give  up  the  business  when  he  married  my  mother, 
though  she  wanted  him  to;  but  he  said  that  he  could  not  live 
in  idleness  on  her  money,  and  that  he  must  be  doing  some 
thing.  And  I  know  that  he  kept  up  the  house  in  Oporto, 
while  she  kept  up  her  place  in  the  country.  He  told  me  that 
the  sum  he  had  sent  over  was  £20,000.  That  will  be  enough 
to  live  on,  won't  it?" 

"  Plenty,"  Terence  laughed.  "  I  had  no  idea  that  I  was 
rescuing  such  an  heiress.  I  was  sure  that  there  was  no  chance 
of  your  getting  your  mother's  money,  at  any  rate  as  long  as 
the  bishop  was  leader  of  Oporto.  However  just  your  claim, 
no  judge  would  decide  in  your  favour." 

"  Now  tell  me  about  yourself,  Terence,  and  your  home  in 
Ireland,  and  all  about  it." 

"My  home  has  been  the  regiment,  Mary.  My  father  has 
a  few  hundred  acres  in  County  Mayo,  and  a  tumble -down 
house;  that  is  to  say,  it  was  a  tumble-down  house  when  I 
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saw  it  four  years  ago,  but  it  had  been  shut  up  for  a  good 
many  years,  and  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  it  has  quite 
tumbled  down  now.  However,  my  father  was  always  talking 
of  going  to  live  there  when  he  left  the  army.  The  land  is  not 
worth  much,  I  think.  There  are  five  hundred  acres,  and  they 
let  for  about  a  hundred  a  year.  However,  my  father  has 
been  in  the  regiment  now  for  about  eighteen  years;  and  as  I 
was  born  in  barracks  I  have  only  been  three  or  four  times  to 
Ballinagra,  and  then  only  because  father  took  a  fancy  to  have 
a  look  at  the  old  house.  My  mother  died  when  I  was  ten 
years  old,  and  I  ran  almost  wild  until  I  got  my  commission 
last  June." 

"  And  how  did  you  come  to  be  a  staff-officer  of  the  English 
general  ?"  she  asked. 

"I  have  had  awfully  good  luck,"  Terence  replied.  "It 
happened  in  all  sorts  of  ways." 

"  Please  tell  me  everything,"  she  said.  "  I  want  to  know  all 
about  you." 

"It  is  a  long  story,  Mary." 

"So  much  the  better,"  she  said.  "I  know  nothing  of  what 
has  passed  for  the  last  year,  and  I  daresay  I  shall  learn  about 
it  from  your  story.  You  don't  know  how  happy  I  am  feeling 
to  be  out  in  the  sun  and  in  the  air  again,  and  to  see  the  country, 
after  being  shut  up  in  one  room  for  a  year.  Suppose  we  sit 
down  here  and  you  tell  me  the  whole  story." 

Terence  accordingly  related  the  history  of  his  adventures 
since  he  had  left  England.  The  girl  asked  a  great  many 
questions,  and  specially  insisted  upon  hearing  his  own  adven 
tures  very  fully. 

"It  is  no  use  your  keeping  on  saying  that  it  is  all  luck,"  she 
said  when  he  had  finished.  "Your  colonel  could  not  have 
thought  that  it  was  luck  when  he  wrote  the  report  about  that 
adventure  at  sea,  and  your  general  could  not  have  thought  so 
either  or  he  would  not  have  praised  you  in  his  despatch.  Then, 
you  know,  General  Fane  must  have  thought  that  it  was  quite 
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out  of  the  way  or  he  would  not  have  chosen  you  to  be  on 
his  staff.  Then  afterwards  the  other  general  must  have  been 
pleased  with  you,  or  he  would  not  have  put  you  on  his  staff 
and  sent  you  off  on  a  mission  to  General  Romana.  It  is  quite 
certain  that  these  things  could  not  have  been  all  luck,  Terence. 
And  anyhow,  you  cannot  pretend  that  it  was  luck  that  this 
regiment  of  yours  fought  so  well  against  the  French,  while 
none  of  the  others  seem  to  have  fought  at  all.  I  suppose  that 
you  will  say  next  that  it  was  all  luck  that  you  got  me  out  of 
the  convent." 

"There  was  a  great  deal  of  luck  in  it,  Mary.  If  that 
cowardly  bishop  hadn't  left  Oporto  secretly,  after  declaring 
that  he  would  defend  it  until  the  last,  I  could  never  have  got 
his  ring." 

"  You  would  have  got  me  out  some  other  way  if  he  hadn't," 
the  girl  said  with  confidence.  "  No,  Terence,  you  can  say  what 
you  like,  but  I  shall  always  consider  that  you  have  been  wonder 
fully  brave  and  clever." 

"Then  you  will  always  think  quite  wrong,"  Terence  said 
bluntly. 

"  I  shall  begin  to  think  that  you  are  a  tyrant,  like  the  Bishop 
of  Oporto,  if  you  speak  in  that  positive  way.  How  old  are 
you,  sir?" 

"I  was  sixteen  six  months  ago." 

"And  I  was  sixteen  three  days  ago,"  she  said.  "  Fancy  your 
commanding  two  thousand  soldiers  and  only  six  months  older 
than  I  am." 

"  It  is  not  I,  it  is  the  uniform,"  Terence  said.  "  They  obey 
me  when  they  won't  obey  their  own  officers,  because  I  am  on 
the  English  general's  staff.  They  know  that  we  have  thrashed 
the  French,  and  that  their  own  officers  know  nothing  at  all 
about  fighting,  and  they  have  no  respect  whatever  for  them. 
More  than  that,  they  despise  them  because  they  know  that 
they  are  always  intriguing,  and  that  really,  although  they  may 
be  called  generals,  they  are  but  politicians.  You  will  see,  when 
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they  get  English  officers  to  discipline  them  they  will  turn  out 
capital  soldiers;  but  they  think  so  little  of  their  own,  that  if 
anything  goes  wrong  their  first  idea  is  that  their  officers  must 
be  traitors,  and  so  fall  upon  them  and  murder  them. 

"  You  look  older  than  I  do,  Mary.  You  seem  to  me  quite 
a  woman,  while,  in  spite  of  my  uniform  and  my  command  and 
all  that,  I  am  really  only  a  boy." 

"I  suppose  I  am  almost  a  woman,  Terence,  but  I  don't  feel 
so.  You  see  out  here  girls  often  marry  at  sixteen.  I  know 
father  said  once  that  he  hoped  I  shouldn't  marry  until  I  was 
eighteen,  and  that  he  wanted  to  keep  me  young.  I  never 
thought  about  getting  almost  a  woman  until  the  bishop  told 
me  one  day  that  if  I  chose  to  marry  a  senor  that  he  would 
choose  for  me,  he  would  get  me  absolution  from  my  vows,  and 
that  I  need  not  then  resign  my  property." 

"The  old  blackguard!"  Terence  exclaimed  angrily.  "And 
what  did  you  say  to  him?" 

"  I  said  that  in  the  first  place  I  had  never  thought  of  marry 
ing;  that  in  the  second  place  I  had  not  taken  any  vows;  and 
in  the  third  place  that  when  I  did  marry  I  would  choose  for 
myself.  He  got  into  a  terrible  rage,  and  said  that  I  was  an 
obstinate  heretic,  and  that  some  day,  when  I  was  tired  of  my 
prison,  I  would  think  better  of  it." 

"  I  would  have  hit  the  bishop  hard  if  I  had  known  about 
that,"  Terence  grumbled.  "If  I  ever  fall  in  with  him  again  I 
will  pay  him  out  for  it.  Well,  anyhow  I  may  as  well  take  off  his 
ring;  it  might  lead  to  awkward  questions  if  anyone  noticed  it." 

"I  think  that  you  had  certainly  better  do  so,  Terence;  it 
might  cost  you  your  life.  The  bishop  is  a  bad  man,  and  he  is 
a  very  dangerous  enemy.  If  he  heard  that  an  English  officer 
was  wearing  an  episcopal  ring,  and  upon  inquiring  found  that 
that  officer  had  been  in  Oporto  at  its  capture,  he  would  know 
at  once  that  it  was  you  who  assaulted  him,  and  he  would  never 
rest  until  he  had  your  life.  You  had  better  throw  it  away." 

"  All  right,  here  goes !"  Terence  said  carelessly,  and  he  threw 
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the  ring  into  a  clump  of  bushes.  "  Now,  Mary,  it  is  getting 
dark,  and  I  should  think  supper  must  be  waiting  for  us." 

"Yes,  it  is  late;  we  have  been  a  long  while  indeed,"  the  girl 
said,  getting  up  hastily.  "I  forgot  all  about  time." 

"We  are  in  plenty  of  time,"  Terence  said,  looking  at  his 
watch.  "As  we  all  had  some  cold  meat  for  lunch  as  soon  as 
we  arrived,  I  ordered  dinner  at  six  o'clock,  and  it  wants 
twenty  minutes  of  that  time  now." 

"  It  is  shocking,  according  to  our  Portuguese  ideas,"  she  said 
demurely,  "  for  a  young  lady  and  gentleman  to  be  talking 
together  for  nearly  three  hours  without  anyone  to  look  after 
them." 

"It  is  not  at  all  shocking  according  to  Irish  ideas,"  Terence 
said  laughing,  "  especially  when  the  young  lady  and  gentleman 
happen  to  be  cousins." 

They  walked  a  short  time  in  silence,  then  she  said: 

"  I  have  obeyed  you,  Terence,  and  haven't  uttered  a  word 
of  thanks  for  what  you  have  done  for  me." 

"That  shows  that  you  are  a  good  girl,"  Terence  laughed. 
"  Good  girls  always  do  as  they  are  told ;  at  least  they  are 
supposed  to,  though  as  to  the  fact  I  never  had  any  experience, 
for -I  have  no  sisters,  and  there  were  no  girls  in  barracks;  still, 
I  am  glad  that  you  kept  your  promise,  and  hope  that  you  will 
always  do  so.  Being  a  cousin,  of  course  it  was  natural  that  I 
should  try  to  rescue  you." 

"  And  you  would  not  if  I  hadn't  been  a  cousin?" 

"  No,  I  don't  say  that.  I  daresay  I  should  have  tried  the 
same  if  I  had  heard  that  any  English  or  Irish  girl  was  shut  up 
here.  I  am  sure  I  should  if  I  had  seen  you  beforehand." 

She  coloured  a  little  at  the  compliment,  and  said  lightly: 
"Father  told  me  once  that  Irishmen  were  great  hands  at 
compliments.  He  told  me  that  there  was  some  stone  that 
people  went  to  an  old  castle  to  kiss — I  think  that  he  called  it 
the  Blarney  Stone — and  after  that  they  were  able  to  say  all 
sorts  of  absurd  things." 
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"I  have  never  kissed  the  Blarney  Stone,"  Terence  said 
laughing.  "  If  I  wanted  to  kiss  anything,  it  would  be  some 
thing  a  good  deal  softer  than  that." 

They  were  now  entering  the  camp,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
they  arrived  at  the  tent. 

"  I  began  to  think  that  you  were  lost,  O'Connor,"  Herrara 
said  as  they  came  up. 

"We  had  a  lot  to  talk  about,"  Terence  replied.  "My 
cousin  has  been  insisting  upon  my  telling  her  my  whole  history, 
and  all  about  what  has  passed  here  since  she  was  shut  up  a 
year  ago,  and,  as  you  may  imagine,  it  was  rather  a  long  story." 

A  few  minutes  later  they  sat  down  on  the  ground  to  a  meal 
in  which  roast  pork  was  the  leading  feature. 

"  This  is  what  we  call  in  England  a  picnic,  senora,"  Terence 
said  to  Don  Jose's  wife. 

"A  picnic!"  she  repeated,  "what  does  that  mean?  It  is  a 
funny  word." 

"  I  have  no  idea  why  it  should  be  called  so,"  Terence  said; 
"  it  means  an  open-air  party.  The  ladies  are  supposed  to  bring 
the  provisions,  and  the  gentlemen  the  wine.  Sometimes  it  is 
a  boating  party,  at  other  times  they  drive  in  carriages  to  the 
spot  agreed  upon.  It  is  always  very  jolly,  and  much  better 
than  a  formal  meal  indoors,  and  you  can  play  all  sorts  of  tricks." 

"What  sort  of  tricks,  senor?" 

"Oh,  there  are  lots  of  them!  I  was  always  having  fun 
before  I  became  an  officer.  My  father  was  one  of  the  captains 
of  the  regiment,  and  I  was  generally  in  for  any  amusement 
that  there  was.  Once  at  a  picnic,  I  remember  that  I  got  hold 
of  the  salt-cellars  and  mustard-pots  beforehand,  and  I  filled  up 
one  with  powdered  Epsom  salts,  which  are  horribly  nasty,  you 
know,  and  I  mixed  the  mustard  with  cayenne  pepper.  Nobody 
could  make  out  what  had  happened  to  the  food.  They  soon 
suspected  the  mustard,  but  nobody  thought  of  the  salt  for  a 
long  time.  The  colonel  was  furious  over  it,  but  fortunately 
they  could  not  prove  that  I  had  any  hand  in  the  matter, 
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though  I  know  that  they  suspected  me,  for  I  did  not  get  an 
invitation  to  a  picnic  for  a  long  time  afterwards." 

The  three  girls  laughed,  but  Don  Jose  said  seriously :  "  But 
you  would  have  got  into  terrible  trouble  if  you  had  been  found 
out,  would  you  not  ? " 

"I  should  have  got  a  licking,  no  doubt,  seiior;  but  I  was 
pretty  accustomed  to  that,  and  it  did  not  trouble  me  in  any 
way.  At  any  rate,  it  did  not  cure  me  of  my  love  for  mischief. 
I  am  afraid  I  never  shall  be  cured  of  that.  I  used  to  have  no 
end  of  fun  in  the  regiment,  and  I  think  that  it  did  us  all  good. 
It  takes  some  thinking  to  work  out  a  bit  of  mischief  properly, 
and  I  suppose  if  one  can  think  one  thing  out  well,  one  can 
think  out  another." 

"It  seems  to  have  succeeded  well  in  your  case,  anyhow," 
Herrara  laughed.  "Perhaps  if  it  had  not  been  for  your  playing 
that  trick  at  the  picnic  you  would  never  have  taken  command 
of  that  mob,  and  we  should  never  have  gone  to  Oporto,  and 
my  friends  and  your  cousin  would  be  there  now — that  is,  if 
they  had  not  been  killed. " 

"It  may  have  had  something  to  do  with  it,"  Terence  admitted. 

"And  now,  seiior,"  Don  Jose  said,  "which  way  are  you 
going  to  take  us?" 

"  We  shall  go  straight  on  to  Coimbra,"  Terence  said,  "  unless 
we  come  upon  a  British  force  before  that.  Two  long  days' 
march  will  take  us  there.  After  that  I  must  do  as  I  am 
ordered;  my  independent  command  will  come  to  an  end  there. 
I  hope  that  I  shall  soon  hear  that  my  regiment  has  returned 
from  England." 

"And  what  is  to  become  of  me1?  I  have  not  thought  of 
asking,"  Mary  O'Connor  said. 

"That  must  depend  upon  circumstances,  Mary.  If  I  go 
down  to  Lisbon,  I  hope  that  we  shall  all  travel  together,  and  I 
can  then  put  you  on  board  a  transport  returning  to  England. 
I  am  sure  to  find  letters  from  my  father  there,  telling  me  where 
he  is  and  whether  he  is  coming  back  with  the  regiment." 
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"We  shall  be  very  happy,  sefior,"  Don  Jose  said  courteously, 
"  to  take  charge  of  the  senora,  until  there  is  an  opportunity 
for  sending  her  to  England.  I  have,  of  course,  many  friends  in 
Lisbon,  and  shall  take  a  house  there  the  instant  I  arrive,  and 
Donna  O'Connor  will  be  as  one  of  my  own  family." 

"  I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you,  Don  Jose.  I  have  been 
wondering  all  day  as  I  rode  along  what  I  should  do  with  my 
cousin  if,  as  is  probable,  I  am  obliged  to  stay  at  Coimbra 
until  I  receive  orders  from  Lisbon.  Your  kind  offer  relieves 
me  of  a  great  anxiety.  I  think  that  it  will  be  prudent  for  her 
to  take  another  name  while  she  is  at  Lisbon.  There  will  cer 
tainly  be  no  inquiries  after  her,  for  the  lady  superior  of  her 
convent  will,  of  course,  conclude  that  she  was  accidentally 
separated  from  the  others  in  the  crush,  and  that  she  was 
trampled  on,  or  killed ;  and,  indeed,  there  will  be  such  confusion 
in  Oporto  that  the  loss  of  a  nun  more  or  less  would  fail  to 
attract  attention.  At  any  rate,  it  is  likely  to  be  a  long  time 
before  any  report  the  lady  superior  will  make  to  the  bishop 
will  reach  him— months,  perhaps,  for  she  is  not  likely  to  take 
any  particular  pains  to  tell  him  news  that  would  certainly 
anger  him. 

"  Still,  if  he  goes  to  Lisbon,  as  no  doubt  he  will,  and  by  any 
chance  happens  to  hear  that  Miss  O'Connor  was  one  of  those 
who  had  escaped  from  the  sack  of  Oporto,  he  might  make 
inquiries,  and  then  all  sorts  of  trouble  might  arise,  even  if 
he  did  not  have  her  carried  off  by  force,  which  would  be  easy 
enough  in  a  place  so  disturbed  as  Lisbon  at  present  is." 

"  I  think  that  you  are  right,  senor,"  Don  Jose  said  gravely. 
"  At  any  rate  it  would  be  as  well  to  avoid  any  risk.  What  name 
shall  we  call  her1?" 

"You  can  call  her  Miss  Dillon,  senor,  that  is  the  name  of 
an  officer  in  our  regiment." 

"But  the  bishop  might  meet  her  in  the  street  by  chance; 
what  then?" 

"  I  don't  think  that  he  would  know  me,"  Mary  O'Connor 


314  WITH  MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

put  in.  "I  have  seen  him,  but  I  don't  suppose  that  he  ever 
noticed  me  until  he  saw  me  in  my  nun's  dress,  and  of  course 
I  look  very  different  now.  Still,  he  is  very  sharp,  and  I  will 
take  good  care  never  to  go  out  without  a  veil." 

"That  will  be  the  safest  plan,  Mary,"  Terence  said,  "though 
I  don't  think  anyone  would  recognize  you.  Of  course  he  sup 
poses  that  you  are  still  snugly  shut  up  in  the  convent;  still,  it 
is  just  as  well  not  to  run  the  slightest  risk." 

They  made  two  long  marches  and  reached  Coimbra  early 
on  the  third  morning,  bringing  the  first  news  that  had  been 
received  there  of  the  storming  of  Oporto.  Terence  at  once 
reported  himself  to  the  commanding  officer. 

"  I  was  wondering  where  these  two  regiments  came  from,  Mr. 
O'Connor,"  the  colonel  said.  "  I  watched  them  march  in,  and 
thought  that  they  were  the  most  orderly  body  that  I  have 
seen  since  we  came  out  here.  Whose  corps  are  they  ?" 

"  Well,  Colonel,  they  are  my  corps.  I  will  tell  you  about 
it  presently,  it  is  a  long  story." 

"  How  strong  are  they1?" 

"The  field  state  this  morning  made  them  two  thousand 
three  hundred  and  fifty-five.  They  were  two  thousand  five 
hundred  to  begin  with,  the  rest  are  either  killed  or  wounded." 

"  Oh,  you  have  had  some  fighting  then ! " 

"We  have  had  our  share  at  any  rate,  Colonel,  and  I  think 
I  can  venture  to  say,  that  no  other  Portuguese  corps  shows 
so  good  a  record." 

'  We  have  a  large  number  of  tents  in  store,  and  I  will  order 
a  sufficient  number  to  be  served  out  to  put  all  your  men 
under  canvas,  with  the  understanding  that  if  the  army  advances 
this  way  the  tents  must  be  handed  back  to  us.  There  are 
quantities  of  uniforms  also.  There  have  been  ship-loads  sent 
over  for  the  use  of  the  Portuguese  militia,  who  were  to  turn 
out  in  their  hundreds  of  thousands,  but  who  have  yet  to  be 
discovered.  Would  you  like  some  of  them1?" 

"Very  much  indeed,  Colonel.    It  would  add  very  greatly  to 
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their  appearance;  though,  as  far  as  fighting  goes,  I  am  bound 
to  say  that  I  could  wish  nothing  better." 

"  Eeally !  then  all  I  can  say  is  you  have  made  a  very  valu 
able  discovery.  Hitherto  the  fighting  powers  of  the  Portu 
guese  have  been  invisible  to  the  naked  eye.  But  if  you  have 
found  that  they  really  will  fight  under  some  circumstances, 
we  may  hope  that,  now  Lord  Beresford  has  come  out  to  take 
command  of  the  Portuguese  army,  and  is  going  to  have  a 
certain  number  of  British  officers  to  train  and  command  them, 
they  will  be  of  some  utility,  instead  of  being  simply  a  scourge 
to  the  country  and  a  constant  drain  on  our  purse." 

"Have  you  heard  that  Oporto  is  captured,  sir?" 

"No,  you  don't  say  so!" 

"  Captured  in  less  than  an  hour  from  the  time  that  the  first 
gun  was  fired." 

"Just  what  I  expected.  When  you  have  political  bishops 
who  not  only  pretend  to  govern  a  country,  but  also  assume  the 
command  of  armies,  how  can  it  be  otherwise  ?  However,  you 
shall  tell  me  about  it  presently.  I  will  go  down  with  you 
at  once  to  the  stores  and  order  the  issue  of  the  tents  and  uni 
forms.  My  orders  were  that  the  uniforms  were  to  be  served 
out  to  militia  and  ordenanc^s;  under  which  head  do  your  men 
come?" 

"The  latter,  sir;  that  is  what  they  really  were,  but  they 
hung  the  three  men  the  Junta  sent  to  command  them,  and 
placed  themselves  in  my  hands,  and  I  have  done  the  best  I 
could  with  them,  with  the  assistance  of  Lieutenant  Herrara — 
who,  as  you  may  remember,  accompanied  me  in  charge  of  the 
escort — and  my  own  two  troopers  and  his  men,  and  between 
us  we  have  really  done  much  in  the  way  of  disciplining  them." 

Two  hours  later  the  tents  were  pitched  on  a  spot  half  a 
mile  distant  from  the  town.  By  the  time  that  this  was  done 
the  carts  with  the  uniforms  came  up,  to  the  great  delight  of 
the  men. 

"I  have  to  go  to  the  commandant  again  now,  Herrara;  let 


316  WITH   MOORE   AT   CORUNNA. 

the  uniforms  be  served  out  to  the  men  at  once.  Tell  the 
captains  to  see  to  their  fitting  as  well  as  possible.  I  have  no 
doubt  that  the  colonel  will  come  down  to  inspect  them  this 
afternoon,  and  will  probably  bring  a  good  many  officers  with 
him,  so  we  must  make  as  good  a  show  as  possible." 

Herrara's  friends  and  Mary  O'Connor  had,  on  arriving  at 
Coimbra,  hired  rooms,  as  Don  Jose  had  determined  to  stay 
for  a  few  days  before  going  on,  because  his  wife  had  been 
much  shaken  by  the  events  that  had  taken  place,  and  his 
eldest  daughter  was  naturally  anxious  to  wait  until  she  knew 
whether  Herrara  would  be  able  to  return  to  Lisbon,  or  would 
remain  with  the  corps.  By  the  time  Terence  returned  to  the 
colonel's  quarters  it  was  lunch  time. 

"  You  must  come  across  to  mess,  Mr.  O'Connor,"  the  com 
mandant  said.  "  Everyone  is  anxious  to  hear  your  news,  and 
it  will  save  your  going  over  it  twice  if  you  will  tell  it  after 
lunch.  I  fancy  every  officer  in  the  camp  will  be  there." 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

CONFIRMED    IN    COMMAND. 

rpERENCE,  after  lunch  was  over,  first  related  to  the  officers 
-L  all  that  he  knew  of  the  siege  of  Oporto,  explaining  why 
he  did  not  choose  to  sacrifice  the  men  under  him  by  joining 
the  undisciplined  rabble  in  the  intrenchments,  but  determined 
to  keep  the  head  of  the  bridge.  They  listened  with  breathless 
interest  to  his  narrative  of  the  attack  and  capture  of  Oporto. 

"But  how  was  it  that  that  fifty -gun  battery  did  not'knock 
the  bridge  to  pieces  when  the  French  tried  to  cross?" 

"  That  is  more  than  I  can  say,  Colonel.  I  should  fancy  that 
they  were  so  terrified  at  the  utter  rout  on  the  other  side,  which 
they  could  see  Avell  enough,  for  they  had  a  view  right  over  the 
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town  to  the  intrenchments,  that  they  simply  fired  wildly.  I 
don't  believe  a  single  ball  hit  the  bridge,  though,  of  course, 
they  ought  to  have  sunk  a  dozen  boats  in  a  couple  of  minutes. 
My  men  could  have  held  it  for  days,  though  they  were  suffering 
somewhat  from  the  fire  of  two  of  the  French  field-batteries; 
but  I  found  that  no  steps  whatever  had  been  taken  to  remove 
the  boats  from  the  other  side.  There  were  great  numbers  of 
them  all  along  the  bank,  and  the  enemy  could  have  crossed  a 
mile  higher  up,  at  the  spot  where  I  took  my  men  over,  and  so 
fallen  on  our  rear,  therefore  I  withdrew  to  save  them  from 
being  cut  up  or  captured  uselessly." 

"Now  tell  us  about  those  troops  of  yours,  O'Connor." 
Terence  gave  a  somewhat  detailed  account  of  the  manner  in 
which  he  took  the  command  and  of  the  subsequent  operations, 
being  desirous  of  doing  justice  to  Herrara  and  his  troopers, 
and  to  his  own  two  orderlies.  There  was  much  laughter 
among  the  officers  at  his  assumption  of  command,  and  at  the 
subsequent  steps  he  took  to  form  his  mob  of  men  into  an 
orderly  body;  but  interest  took  the  place  of  amusement  as  he 
told  how  they  had  prevented  the  French  from  crossing  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Minho,  and  caused  Soult  to  take  the  circuitous 
and  difficult  route  by  Orense.  His  subsequent  defence  of  the 
defile,  and  the  night  attack  upon  the  French,  surprised  them 
much,  and  when  he  brought  his  story  to  a  conclusion  there 
were  warm  expressions  of  approval  among  his  hearers. 

"  I  must  congratulate  you  most  heartily,  Mr.  O'Connor,"  the 
colonel  said.  "What  seemed  at  first  a  very  wild  and  hare 
brained  enterprise,  if  you  don't  mind  my  saying  so,  certainly 
turned  out  a  singular  success.  It  would  have  seemed  almost 
impossible  that  you,  a  young  ensign,  should  be  able  to  exercise 
any  authority  over  a  great  body  of  mere  peasants,  who  have 
everywhere  shown  themselves  utterly  insubordinate  and  use 
less  under  their  native  officers.  It  is  nothing  short  of  astonish 
ing;  and  it  is  most  gratifying  to  find  that  the  Portuguese 
should,  under  an  English  officer,  develop  fighting  powers  far 
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beyond  anything  with  which  they  have  been  hitherto  credited. 
What  are  you  going  to  do  now?" 

"I  was  intending  to  send  my  despatches  on  to  Sir  John 
Cradock,  and  wait  here  for  orders." 

"  I  think  that  you  had  better  take  your  despatches  on  your 
self,  Mr.  O'Connor.  I  do  not  suppose  that  they  are  anything 
like  so  full  as  the  story  you  have  told  us,  which,  I  am  sure, 
would  be  of  as  much  interest  to  the  general  as  it  has  been  to 
us." 

"  I  will  do  so,  sir,  and  will  start  this  evening.  My  horse  had 
three  days'  rest  at  Villa  Novas,  and  is  quite  fit  to  travel." 

"You  must  be  feeling  terribly  anxious  about  your  cousin," 
the  officer  who  had  first  told  him  about  her  remarked;  "there 
is  no  saying  what  may  have  happened  in  Oporto  after  it  was 
stormed." 

"I  should  indeed  be  if  she  were  there,"  Terence  replied; 
"but  I  am  happy  to  say  that  she  is  at  present  in  Coimbra,  having 
travelled  with  us  under  the  charge  of  some  Portuguese  ladies, 
friends  of  Herrara." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  persuaded  the  bishop  to 
let  her  out  of  the  convent?" 

"Scarcely,"  Terence  laughed,  "though  the  bishop  did  un 
wittingly  aid  me." . 

"I  congratulate  you  on  getting  her  out,"  the  colonel  said. 
"  Travers  was  telling  us  the  day  after  you  left  what  a  curious 
coincidence  it  was  that  the  nun  who  threw  him  out  a  letter, 
should  turn  out  to  be  a  cousin  of  yours.  Will  you  tell  us 
how  you  managed  it?" 

"  I  don't  mind  telling  it,  sir,  if  all  here  will  promise  not  to 
repeat  it.  The  Bishop  of  Oporto  is  a  somewhat  formidable 
person,  and  were  he  to  lodge  a  complaint  against  me  he  might 
get  me  into  serious  trouble,  and  is  perfectly  capable  of  having 
me  stabbed  some  dark  night  in  the  streets  of  Lisbon ;  therefore, 
I  think  it  would  be  as  well  to  omit  any  details  of  the  share  he 
played  in  the  matter.  Without  that  the  story  is  simple  enough. 
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Having  got  a  boat  with  two  men  in  it  at  the  end  of  the  street 
in  which  stood  the  convent,  I  went  there  in  the  dress  of  an 
ecclesiastic,  just  as  the  French  burst  into  the  town.  The 
bishop  had  fled  on  the  night  before  to  the  Serra  Convent  on 
the  other  side  of  the  river,  and  I  was  able  to  produce  an 
authority  from  him  which  satisfied  the  lady  superior  that  I 
was  the  bearer  of  his  order  for  her  and  the  nuns  to  make  for 
the  bridge,  and  to  cross  the  river  at  once. 

"  Of  course  I  accompanied  them.  The  crowd  was  great  and 
they  naturally  got  separated.  In  the  confusion  my  orderlies 
managed  to  get  my  cousin  out  of  the  crowd,  and  took  her 
straight  to  the  boat.  As  soon  as  I  saw  that  they  had  gone,  I 
persuaded  the  lady  superior  to  take  the  rest  of  the  nuns  back 
to  the  convent  at  once,  as  the  bridge  was  by  this  time  broken, 
and  the  French  had  made  their  appearance.  She  got  the  nuns 
together  and  made  off  with  them  as  fast  as  they  could  run, 
and  after  seeing  that  they  were  all  nearly  back  to  their  convent 
without  any  signs  of  the  French  being  near,  I  joined  the  others 
in  the  boat,  and  we  rowed  across  the  river.  It  was  a  simple 
business  altogether,  though  at  first  it  seemed  very  hopeless." 

"Especially  to  get  the  authority  of  the  bishop,"  the  colonel 
said  with  a  smile. 

"  That  certainly  seemed  the  most  hopeless  part  of  the  busi 
ness,"  Terence  replied;  "but  happily  I  was  able  to  manage  it 
somehow." 

"Well,  you  certainly  have  had  a  most  remarkable  series  of 
adventures,  Mr.  O'Connor.  Now  we  will  go  and  inspect  your 
corps.  Of  course  they  will  be  rationed  while  they  are  here, 
and  will  be  under  my  general  orders  until  I  hear  from  Cradock." 

"Quite  so,  Colonel;  I  am  sure  they  will  be  proud  of  being 
inspected  by  you.  Of  course  they  are  unable  to  do  any  com 
plicated  manoeuvres,  but  those  they  do  know  they  know  pretty 
thoroughly,  and  can  do  them  in  a  rough-and-ready  way  that 
for  actual  work  is,  I  think,  just  as  good  as  a  parade-ground 
performance.  I  will  go  on  ahead,  sir,  and  form  them  up." 
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"  I  would  rather,  if  you  don't  mind,  that  they  should  have 
no  warning,"  the  colonel  said;  "we  will  just  go  down  quietly, 
and  see  how  quickly  they  can  turn  out." 

"  Very  well,  sir." 

All  there  expressed  their  wish  to  go,  and  as  all  were  pro 
vided  with  horses  or  ponies  of  some  kind,  in  ten  minutes  they 
rode  off  in  a  body.  His  officers  had  been  very  busy  all  the 
time  that  Terence  had  been  away,  serving  out  the  uniforms 
and  seeing  that  they  were  properly  put  on.  The  work  was 
just  over,  and  the  men  were  sauntering  about  round  their 
tents  when  the  party  arrived.  Herrara  came  up  and  saluted. 
He  was  known  to  the  colonel,  as  he  had  dined  with  Terence  at 
the  mess  on  their  way  through. 

After  a  few  words  Terence  said  to  Herrara: 

"Have  the  assembly  blown,  and  let  the  men  fall  in." 

Herrara  walked  back  to  the  tents,  and  a  moment  later  a 
horn  bleAv.  It  had  an  uncouth  sound,  and  bore  no  resemblance 
to  the  ordinary  call,  but  it  was  promptly  obeyed.  The  men 
snatched  their  muskets  from  the  piles  in  front  of  the  tents, 
and  in  a  wonderfully  short  time  the  whole  were  formed  up  in 
their  ranks,  stiff  and  immovable. 

"Excellently  done!"  the  colonel  said;  "no  British  regiment 
could  have  fallen  in  more  smartly." 

Accompanied  by  Terence,  and  followed  by  the  rest  of  the 
officers,  he  rode  along  the  line.  The  evening  before,  Terence 
had  impressed  upon  the  captains  of  companies  the  necessity 
for  having  the  rifles  perfectly  clean,  as  they  were  about  to 
join  a  British  camp,  so  that  the  pieces  were  all  in  perfect 
order.  When  the  inspection  was  over  the  mounted  group 
drew  off  a  little. 

"  The  troops  will  form  up  in  columns  of  companies,"  Terence 
said,  and  Bull  and  Macwitty,  who  were  at  the  head  of  their 
respective  regiments,  gave  the  orders.  The  movements  were 
well  executed.  The  men,  proud  of  their  uniform,  and  on 
their  mettle  at  being  inspected  by  British  officers,  did  their 
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best,  and  that  best  left  little  to  be  desired.  After  marching 
past  they  formed  into  company  squares  to  resist  cavalry, 
then  retired  by  alternate  companies,  and  then  formed  into 
line. 

"  Excellently  done !  "  said  the  colonel.  "Indeed,  I  can  hardly 
believe  it  possible  that  a  party  of  peasants  have  in  a  month's 
time  been  formed  into  a  body  of  good  soldiers.  I  should  like 
the  officers  to  come  up." 

"  Call  the  officers." 

There  was  an  officers'  call,  and  this  now  sounded,  and  the 
twelve  captains  with  their  two  majors  rode  to  the  front  and 
saluted.  "  Mr.  Herrara,"  the  colonel  said,  "  I  have  seen  with 
surprise  and  the  greatest  satisfaction  the  movements  of  the 
men  under  you;  they  do  you  the  greatest  credit,  and  I  shall 
have  pleasure  in  sending  in  a  most  favourable  report  to  the 
general,  the  result  of  my  inspection  of  the  regiments.  I  hear 
from  Mr.  O'Connor  that  your  men  have  shown  themselves 
capable  of  holding  their  own  against  the  French,  and  I  can 
say  that  I  should  feel  perfectly  confident  in  going  into  action 
with  my  regiment  supported  by  such  brave  and  capable  troops. 
Would  that  instead  of  2000  we  had  100,000  Portuguese  troops 
equally  to  be  trusted,  we  should  very  speedily  turn  the  French 
out  of  Portugal  and  drive  them  from  the  Peninsula." 

The  officers  bowed  and  rode  off.  The  troops  had  not  learned 
the  salute,  and  when  the  horn  sounded  they  were  at  once 
dismissed  drill. 

"  Well,  Mr.  O'Connor,  I  must  congratulate  you  most  heartily 
on  what  you  have  done.  If  nothing  else,  you  have  added  to 
our  army  a  couple  of  strong  regiments  of  capable  soldiers. 
If  I  had  not  seen  it  myself  I  should  have  thought  it  impossible 
that  over  2000  men  could  be  converted  into  soldiers  in  so 
short  a  time,  and  that  without  experienced  non-commissioned 
officers  to  work  them  up." 

Returning  to  Coimbra  with  the  colonel  Terence  rode  to  the 
house  where  Herrara's  friends  had  taken  rooms,  and  told 
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them  that  he  was  going  to  leave  them.  Don  Jose  at  once 
wrote  several  letters  of  introduction  to  influential  friends 
at  Lisbon,  telling  them  that  he  and  his  daughters  had  escaped 
from  the  sack  of  Oporto,  and  asking  them  to  show  every 
kindness  to  the  officer  to  whom  they  chiefly  owed  their 
safety. 

Terence  meanwhile  returned  to  camp,  arranged  with  Her- 
rara  and  the  two  majors  that  everything  was  to  go  on  as  usual 
during  his  absence,  urging  them  to  work  hard  at  their  drill, 
and  to  impress  upon  the  men  the  necessity,  now  that  they 
were  in  uniform,  of  carrying  themselves  as  soldiers,  and  doing 
credit  to  their  corps. 

Five  days  later  he  arrived  at  Lisbon,  taking  with  him  a 
report  from  the  commandant  of  his  inspection  of  the  corps. 

"  I  had  begun  to  be  afraid  that  you  had  been  killed  or  taken 
prisoner,  Mr.  O'Connor,"  Sir  John  Cradock  said  as  Terence 
presented  himself,  "  or  that  you  must  have  fallen  back  with 
Romana  into  Spain.  He  seems  to  have  behaved  very  badly, 
for,  as  I  hear,  although  he  had  10,000  men  with  him,  half 
of  them  regular  troops,  he  retired  without  a  shot  being  fired — 
except  by  two  regiments  who  were  mauled  by  the  French 
cavalry — and  left  Silveira  in  the  lurch." 

"  I  was  on  other  business,  General,  and  I  fear  that  you  will 
think  that  I  exceeded  my  orders;  but  I  hope  that  you  will 
consider  that  the  result  has  justified  my  doing  so.  Will  you 
kindly  first  run  your  eye  over  this  report  by  the  officer  com 
manding  at  Coimbra." 

Sir  John  Cradock'  read  the  report  with  a  puzzled  expression 
of  face,  then  he  said:  "But  what  regiments  are  these  that 
Colonel  Wilberforce  speaks  of  in  such  high  terms  1  Were  they 
part  of  Romana's  force  ?  He  speaks  of  them  as  a  corp  under 
your  command,  and  as  being  2300  strong." 

"  They  were  not  Romana's  men,  sir,  but  a  body  of  ordenan- 
9as,  .of  whom,  as  my  report  will  inform  you,  I  came  by  a  com 
bination  of  circumstances  to  take  the  command,  appointing 
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Lieutenant  Herrara,  who  commanded  my  escort,  colonel,  my 
two  orderlies  as  majors,  and  the  Portuguese  troopers  of  my 
escort  as  captains  of  companies.  We  have  been  several  times 
engaged  with  the  French,  and  I  cannot  speak  too  highly  of 
the  behaviour  of  officers  and  men." 

Sir  John  Cradock  burst  into  a  laugh.  "  You  certainly  are 
a  cool  hand,  Mr.  O'Connor.  Assuredly  I  did  not  contemplate, 
when  I  sent  you  off,  that  you  would  return  as  colonel  of  two 
regiments." 

"Nor  did  I,  sir.  But,  you  see,  you  gave  me  general  in 
structions  to  concert  measures  with  Romana  for  the  defence 
of  the  frontier.  I  saw  at  once  that  Romana  was  hopeless,  and 
was  therefore  myself  driven  to  take  these  measures.  As 
Oporto  has  fallen  I  cannot  say  they  were  successful,  but  at 
least  I  may  say  that  we  gave  Oporto  fourteen  days  extra  time 
to  prepare  her  defence,  and  if  she  did  not  take  advantage  of 
the  time  it  was  not  my  fault." 

The  look  of  amusement  on  the  general's  face  turned  to  one 
of  interest. 

"  How  did  you  do  that,  sir?" 

"  My  corps  prevented  Soult  from  crossing  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Minho,  General,  killing  some  two  hundred  of  his  men  and 
driving  his  boats  back  across  the  river.  When  the  French 
general  saw  that  he  could  not  cross  in  face  of  such  opposi 
tion,  he  was  obliged  to  march  his  army  round  by  Orense  and 
down  by  the  passes;  which  ought  to  have  been  successfully 
defended  by  the  Portuguese." 

"  That  was  good  service  indeed,  Mr.  O'Connor.  I  received 
despatches  from  our  agents  at  Oporto,  saying  that  Soult's  land 
ing  had  been  repulsed  by  armed  peasants." 

"  My  men  were  little  more  than  armed  peasants  then,  sir, 
though  they  had  had  a  few  days'  hard  drill;  still,  a  British 
officer  would  scarcely  have  called  them  soldiers." 

"Well,  I  think  that  Wilberforce's  report  shows  that  they 
have  a  right  to  that  title  now.  Take  a  seat,  Mr.  O'Connor, 
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and  a  newspaper — there  are  some  that  arrived  two  clays  ago — 
while  I  look  over  your  report." 

Terence  had  written  in  much  greater  detail  than  is  usual  in 
official  reports,  as  he  wished  the  general  to  see  how  well  the 
men  and  their  officers  had  behaved.  It  was  twenty  minutes 
before  the  general  finished  it. 

"  A  very  remarkable  report,  Mr.  O'Connor;  very  remarkable. 
You  must  dine  with  me  this  evening.  I  have  many  questions 
to  ask  you  about  it,  and  also  about  the  storming  of  Oporto, 
of  which  we  have,  as  yet,  received  no  details,  although  a 
messenger  from  the  bishop  brought  us  the  news  some  days  ago. 
He  seems  to  have  made  a  terrible  mess  of  it." 

"He  ought  to  be  hung,  sir!"  Terence  said  indignantly. 
"After  getting  all  those  unfortunate  peasants  together  he 
sneaked  off  and  hid  himself  in  a  convent  on  the  other  side  of 
the  river,  on  the  very  night  before  the  French  attacked." 

"  Unfortunately,  Mr.  O'Connor,  we  cannot  give  all  men  their 
deserts,  or  we  should  want  all  the  rope  on  board  the  ships  in 
the  harbour  for  the  purpose.  The  bishop  is  a  firebrand  of  the 
most  dangerous  kind;  and  I  suppose  we  shall  have  him  here  in 
a  day  or  two,  for  he  said  in  his  letter  that  he  was  on  his  way. 
There  is  one  comfort,  he  will  be  too  busy  in  quarrelling  with 
the  authorities  to  have  any  time  to  spend  on  his  quarrels  with 
us.  Then  I  shall  see  you  in  an  hour's  time.  Please  ask  Cap 
tain  Nelson  to  come  in  here,  I  have  some  notes  for  him  to  write." 

Terence  bowed  and  retired. 

"What  a  nuisance!"  Captain  Nelson  said.  "  I  was  wanting 
to  hear  all  that  you  had  been  doing." 

"  I  am  to  dine  with  the  genei-al,"  Terence  said.  "  Perhaps 
I  shall  meet  you  there." 

Captain  Nelson  found  that  he  was  wanted  to  write  notes 
of  invitation  to  such  of  the  officers  who  were  still  at  Lisbon 
as  had  dined  there  when  Terence  was  last  the  general's  guest; 
and  as  the  general's  invitations  overrode  all  other  engagements, 
most  of  them  were  present  when  Terence  returned. 
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"Mr.  O'Connor  has  another  story  for  you,  gentlemen,"  the 
general  said  when  the  cloth  was  removed  and  the  wine  put 
upon  the  table.  "  I  am  not  sure  whether  I  am  right  in  calling 
him  Mr.  O'Connor,  for  he  has  been  performing  the  duties  of  a 
colonel,  commanding  two  regiments  in  the  Portuguese  service. 
I  will  preface  his  story  by  reading  the  report  of  Colonel  Wil- 
berforce,  commanding  at  Coimbra,  of  the  state  of  efficiency  of 
his  command." 

There  was  a  look  of  surprise  at  the  general's  remarks,  and 
that  surprise  was  greatly  heightened  on  the  reading  of  Colonel 
Wilberforce's  report. 

"  Now,  Mr.  O'Connor,"  the  general  said  when  he  had  finished, 
"  I  am  sure  that  we  shall  all  be  obliged  by  your  giving  us  a 
detailed  statement  of  the  manner  in  which  you  raised  those 
regiments,  and  of  the  operations  that  you  undertook  with 
them ;  and  the  more  details  you  give  us  the  better,  for  it  is  well 
that  we  should  understand  how  the  Portuguese  can  be  best 
handled.  I  may  say  at  once  that,  personally,  we  are  greatly 
indebted  to  you  for  having  proved  that,  when  even  partially  dis 
ciplined  and  well  led,  they  are  capable  of  doing  very  good  ser 
vice,  a  fact  of  which,  I  own,  I  have  been  hitherto  very  doubtful." 

Smiles  were  exchanged  among  the  auditors  when  Terence 
described  the  manner  in  which  he  came  to  command  the  body 
of  undisciplined  ordena^as.  When  he  spoke  of  the  state  in 
which  he  found  Romana's  army,  and  the  reason  for  his  deter 
mination  to  keep  his  column  intact,  they  listened  more  atten 
tively,  and  exchanged  looks  of  surprise  when  he  described  his 
rapid  march  to  the  mouth  of  the  Minho,  and  the  repulse  of 
Soult's  attempt  to  cross  from  Tuy.  He  then  described  how 
he  had  joined  Silveira,  and  the  mutiny  of  that  general's  troops. 
Still  more  surprise  was  manifested  when  he  related  the  action 
in  the  defile  and  the  bravery  with  which  his  troops  had  be 
haved,  and  the  manner  in  which  they  had  been  handled  by 
the  troopers  that  he  had  appointed  as  their  officers.  The 
night  attack  on  the  cavalry  and  infantry  of  the  head  of  Soult's 
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column  was  equally  well  received.  His  reasons  for  not  joining 
the  army  at  Braga,  and  of  keeping  aloof  from  the  mob  of 
peasants  at  Oporto,  were  as  much  approved  as  was  the  holding 
of  the  bridge  for  a  while,  and  his  reasons  for  withdrawing. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  the  general  said  when  Terence  had 
finished,  "I  think  you  will  allow  that  my  aide-de-camp,  Mr. 
O'Connor,  has  given  a  good  account  of  himself,  and  that  if  he 
went  outside  my  orders,  his  doing  so  has  been  most  amply 
justified." 

"It  has  indeed,  General,"  one  of  the  senior  officers  said 
warmly.  "  I  can  answer  for  myself,  that  I  should  have  been 
proud  to  have  been  able  to  tell  such  a  story." 

A  murmur  of  approval  ran  round  the  table. 

"It  is  difficult  to  say  whether  Mr.  O'Connor's  readiness  to 
accept  responsibility,  or  the  manner  in  which,  in  the  short 
space  of  a  month,  he  turned  a  mob  of  peasants  into  regular 
soldiers,  or  the  quickness  with  which  he  marched  to  the  spot 
threatened  by  Soult,  and  so  compelled  him  to  entirely  change 
the  plan  of  his  campaign,  or  his  conduct  in  the  defence  of  the 
defile,  and  in  his  night  attack,  are  most  remarkable." 

"  I  should  wish  to  say,  general,  that  in  telling  this  story  I 
have  been  chiefly  anxious  to  do  justice  to  the  hearty  co-opera 
tion  of  Lieutenant  Herrara,  and  the  services  rendered  by  my 
own  two  orderlies  and  his  troopers.  By  myself,  I  could  have 
done  absolutely  nothing.  Their  work  was  hard  and  incessant, 
and  the  drill  and  discipline  of  the  troops  was  wholly  due  to 
them." 

"  I  understand,  Mr.  O'Connor;  it  is  quite  right  for  you  to  say 
so,  and  I  thoroughly  recognize  that  they  must  have  done  good 
service;  but  it  is  to  the  man  that  plans,  organizes,  and  infuses 
his  own  spirit  into  those  under  his  command,  that  everything 
is  due.  Now,  Mr.  O'Connor,  I  think  I  will  ask  you  to  leave 
us  for  a  few  minutes;  the  case  is  rather  an  exceptional  one,  and 
I  shall  be  glad  to  chat  the  matter  over  with  the  officers  present. 
Well,  gentlemen,  what  do  you  think  that  we  are  to  do  with  Mr. 
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O'Connor?"  he  went  on  with  a  smile  as  the  door  closed  behind 
Terence. 

"My  experience  affords  me  no  guide,  General,"  another  of 
the  senior  officers  said.  "  It  is  simply  amazing  that  a  lad  of 
seventeen — I  suppose  he  is  not  much  over  that — should  have 
conceived  and  carried  out  such  a  plan.  It  sounds  like  a  piece 
of  old  knight-errantry.  Clive  did  as  much,  but  Clive  was 
some  years  older  when  he  first  became  a  thorn  in  the  side  of 
the  French.  What  is  your  opinion,  sir?" 

"He  is  already  a  lieutenant,"  the  general  said.  "I  sent 
home  a  strong  recommendation  that  he  should  be  promoted, 
when  he  was  last  here,  and  received  an  intimation  three  days 
ago  that  he  had  been  gazetted  lieutenant  and  transferred  to 
my  staff.  This  time  I  shall  simply  send  home  a  copy  of  the 
report  he  has  furnished  me  with,  and  that  of  Colonel  Wilber- 
force,  and  say  that  I  leave  the  reports  to  speak  for  themselves, 
but  that,  in  my  opinion,  it  is  a  case  altogether  exceptional. 
That  is  all  I  can  do  now.  The  question  of  course  is,  whether 
he  shall  return  to  staff  service  again  or  shall  continue  in  com 
mand  of  the  corps  with  which  he  has  done  so  much.  If  he 
does  the  latter  he  must  have  local  rank,  otherwise  he  would 
be  liable  to  be  overruled  by  any  Portuguese  officer  of  superior 
rank.  I  think  that  the  best  way  would  be  to  send  a  copy  of 
the  reports  to  Lord  Beresford,  saying  that  my  opinion  is  very 
strong  that  Lieutenant  O'Connor  should  be  allowed  to  retain 
an  independent  command  of  the  corps  that  he  has  raised  and 
disciplined;  and  that  I  will  either  myself  bestow  local  rank 
upon  him,  and  treat  the  corps  as  forming  a  part  of  the  British 
army,  like  that  of  Trant,  or  that  he  should  give  him  local  rank 
as  its  colonel,  in  which  case  he  would  operate  still  indepen 
dently,  but  in  connection  with  Beresford 's  own  force." 

"  I  should  almost  think  that  the  first  step  would  be  best, 
General,  if  I  might  say  so.  In  the  first  place,  Beresford  will 
have  any  number  of  irregular  parties  operating  with  him, 
while  such  a  corps  would  be  invaluable  to  us.  They  are 
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capable  of  taking  long  marches,  they  know  the  mountains  and 
forests,  and  would  keep  us  supplied  with  news,  while  they 
harassed  the  enemy.  As  an  officer  on  your  staff,  O'Connor 
would  have  a  much  greater  power  among  the  Portuguese 
population  than  he  would  have  on  his  own  account  in  their 
own  army,  and  he  would  be  very  much  less  likely  to  be  inter 
fered  with  by  the  leaders  of  other  parties  arid  corps." 

"Perhaps  that  would  be  the  best  way,  Colonel.  I  will  send  the 
reports  to  Beresford,  and  say  that  I  have  appointed  Lieutenant 
O'Connor  to  remain  in  command  of  this  corps,  which  I  shall 
attach  to  my  own  command ;  and  saying  that  I  shall  be  obliged 
if  he  will  have  a  commission  made  out  for  him,  giving  him  the 
local  rank  of  colonel  in  the  Portuguese  army.  Beresford  is 
himself  a  gallant  soldier,  and  will  appreciate,  as  you  do,  the 
work  that  O'Connor  has  done;  and  as  he  knows  nothing  of 
the  lad's  age  he  will  comply,  as  a  matter  of  course,  with  my 
request.  I  shall,  in  writing  home,  strongly  recommend  his 
two  cavalrymen  for  commissions.  As  to  Herrara,  I  shall  ask 
Beresford  to  give  him  the  rank  of  lieutenant-colonel.  I  shall 
suggest  to  Beresford  that  his  troopers  should  all  receive  com 
missions  in  his  army.  They  have  all  earned  them,  which  is 
more  than  I  can  say  of  any  other  Portuguese  soldiers,  so  far 
as  I  have  heard." 

Terence  was  then  called  in  again. 

"  In  the  first  place,  1  have  a  pleasant  piece  of  news  to  give 
you,  Mr.  O'Connor,  namely,  that  I  have  received  from  home 
an  official  letter,  that  on  my  recommendation  you  have  been 
gazetted  to  the  rank  of  lieutenant  and  transferred  to  my  staff; 
in  the  second  place,  I  have  decided  that  while  still  retaining 
you  on  my  staff,  you  will  be  continued  in  your  present  com 
mand;  I  shall  obtain  for  you  a  commission  as  colonel  in  the 
Portuguese  service,  but  your  corps  will  form  part  of  my  com 
mand,  and  act  with  the  British  army.  I  shall  request  Lord 
Beresford  to  appoint  Mr.  Herrara  to  the  rank  of  lieutenant- 
colonel,  and  shall  recommend  that  commissions  be  given  to  his 
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troopers.  The  two  orderlies,  of  whose  services  you  spoke  so 
highly,  I  shall  recommend  for  commissions  in  our  army,  and 
shall  request  Lord  Beresford  to  give  them  local  rank  as  majors." 

Terence  coloured  with  pleasure  and  confusion. 

"I  am  greatly  obliged  to  you,  General,"  he  said;  "but  I  do 
not  at  all  feel  that  the  services  that  I  have  tried  to  perform — 

"That  is  for  me  to  judge,"  the  general  said  kindly.  "All 
the  officers  here  quite  agree  with  me,  that  those  services  have 
been  very  marked  and  exceptional,  and  are  at  one  with  me 
as  to  how  they  should  be  recognized.  Moreover,  in  obtaining 
for  you  the  rank  of  colonel  in  the  Portuguese  army,  I  am 
not  only  recognizing  those  services,  but  am  adding  to  the  power 
that  you  will  have  of  rendering  further  services  to  the  army. 
Although  attached  to  our  forces,  you  will  receive  your  colonel's 
commission  from  Lord  Beresford,  who  is  now  the  general 
appointed  by  the  Portuguese  government  to  command  their 
army." 

It  was  now  late,  and  the  party  rose.  All  of  them  shook 
hands  warmly  with  Terence,  who  retired  with  his  friend  Captain 
Nelson.  The  latter  told  him  before  they  went  in  to  dinner 
that  he  had  had  a  bed  put  up  for  him  in  his  own  room. 

"Well,  Colonel  O'Connor,"  Nelson  laughed,  "you  must  allow 
me  to  be  the  first  to  salute  you  as  my  superior  officer." 

"It  is  absurd  altogether,"  Terence  said  almost  ruefully. 
"  Still,  Captain  Nelson,  though  I  may  hold  a  superior  rank  in 
the  Portuguese  army,  that  goes  for  very  little.  I  have  seen 
enough  of  Portuguese  officers  to  know  that  even  their  own 
soldiers  have  not  got  any  respect  for  them,  and  in  our  own 
army  I  am  only  a  lieutenant." 

"That  is  so,  lad;  however,  there  was  never  promotion  more 
deserved.  And  as  you  hung,  or  rather  left  to  be  hung,  a 
Portuguese  colonel,  it  is  only  right  that  you  should  supply 
the  deficiency." 

"I  hope  I  shall  not  have  to  wear  a  Portuguese  uniform," 
Terence  said  earnestly. 
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"I  should  think  not,  O'Connor,  but  I  will  ask  the  general 
in  the  morning.  Of  course,  you  will  not  wear  your  present  uni 
form,  because  you  are  now  gazetted  into  the  staff  and  out  of 
your  own  regiment.  Now  we  will  smoke  a  quiet  cigar  before 
we  turn  in.  Have  you  any  other  story  to  tell  me  that  you 
have  not  already  related?" 

"  Well,  yes,  I  have  one,  but  it  is  only  of  a  personal  interest;" 
and  he  then  gave  an  account  of  his  discovery  of  his  cousin  in 
the  convent  at  Oporto,  and  how  he  had  managed  to  rescue  her, 
ending  by  saying :  "  I  have  told  you  the  story,  Nelson,  so  that 
if  by  any  unexpected  accident  it  is  found  out  that  she  is  an 
escaped  nun,  and  her  friends  appeal  to  the  general  for  protec 
tion,  you  may  be  aware  of  the  circumstances,  and  help." 

"  Certainly  I  will  do  so,"  Captain  Nelson  said  warmly.  "You 
certainly  have  a  wonderful  head  for  devising  plans." 

"  I  began  it  early,"  Terence  laughed.  "  I  was  always  in  mis 
chief  before  I  got  my  commission,  and  I  suppose  that  helps 
me;  but  you  see  I  had  wonderful  luck." 

"  I  don't  say  anything  against  your  luck;  but  good  luck  is  of 
no  use  unless  a  fellow  knows  how  to  take  advantage  of  it,  and 
that  is  just  what  you  have  done.  I  suppose  that  you  will  stay 
here  for  a  day  or  two." 

"  My  horse  wants  a  couple  of  days'  rest,  and  I  have  my  uni 
form  to  get.  I  suppose  I  can  get  one  made  in  a  couple  of 
days,  whether  it  is  a  Portuguese  or  an  English  one." 

"  Yes,  I  daresay  you  will  be  able  to  manage  that." 

The  next  morning,  to  his  great  satisfaction,  Terence  learned 
that  the  general  said  he  had  better  wear  staff  uniform,  and  he 
accordingly  went  with  Captain  Nelson  and  was  measured. 

"Your  Portuguese  seems  to  have  improved  amazingly  in  the 
two  months  you  have  been  away,"  the  latter  said  as  they  came 
out  from  the  shop;  "you  seem  to  jabber  away  quite  fluently." 

"  I  have  been  talking  nothing  else,  and  Herrara  has  acted  as 
my  instructor,  so  I  get  on  very  fairly  now." 

At  this  moment  a  carriage  drove  past  them. 
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"That  is  the  Bishop  of  Oporto,"  said  Terence;  "I  suppose 
he  has  just  arrived." 

"It  is  a  good  thing  that  he  does  not  know  you  as  well  as 
you  know  him,"  Captain  Nelson  said  dryly;  "if  he  did,  your 
adventures  would  be  likely  to  be  cut  short  by  a  knife  between 
your  shoulders  some  dark  night." 

"He  does  not  know  me  at  all,"  Terence  laughed;  "the  ad 
vantages  are  all  on  my  side  in  the  present  case." 

"It  is  an  advantage,"  Captain  Nelson  laughed.  "When  I 
think  that  you  have  raised  your  hand  against  that  venerable 
but  somewhat  truculent  prelate,  I  shudder  at  your  boldness. 
I  only  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  as  he  passed,  but  I  could  see 
that  he  looks  rather  scared." 

"Perhaps  he  hasn't  recovered  yet  from  the  fright  I  gave 
him,"  laughed  Terence;  "  I  have  seen  and  heard  enough  of  his 
doings,  and  paid  him  a  very  small  instalment  of  the  debt  due 
to  him." 

The  uniforms  were  promised  for  the  next  evening,  and 
Terence  felt,  when  he  put  them  on,  that  they  were  a  consider 
able  improvement  upon  his  late  one,  stained  and  discoloured 
as  it  was  by  wet  mud  and  travel.  After  paying  a  visit  to  the 
general  to  say  good-bye,  Terence  mounted  and  started  for 
Coimbra. 

Upon  his  arrival  there  four  days  later  he  at  once  reported 
himself  to  the  commandant. 

"I  received  a  copy  of  the  general  order  of  last  Tuesday," 
the  latter  said,  "  and  congratulate  you  warmly  on  being  con 
firmed  in  your  rank.  I  thought  that  it  would  be  so,  for  one 
could  not  reckon  that,  had  another  taken  your  place,  your 
corps  would  have  maintained  its  present  state  of  efficiency." 

"  You  are  very  good  to  say  so,  Colonel,  but  any  British 
officer  appointed  to  command  it  would  do  as  well  or  better 
than  I  should." 

"I  don't  think  that  he  would  in  any  way;  but  certainly  he 
would  not  be  followed  with  the  same  confidence  by  his  men  as 
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they  would  follow  you,  and  with  troops  like  these  everything 
depends  upon  their  confidence  in  their  commander." 

"  The  corps  is  now  attached  to  our  army,  Colonel;  you  were 
good  enough  to  order  them  to  be  rationed  before,  but  I  have 
now  an  order  from  the  general  for  them  to  draw  pay  and 
rations  the  same  as  the  British  troops." 

"That  is  all  right,"  the  colonel  said,  examining  the  docu 
ment;  "  I  will  take  a  copy  of  it,  but  as  it  is  a  general  order  you 
must  keep  the  original  yourself.  I  see  that  you  have  now 
adopted  the  uniform  of  the  staff.  It  is  certainly  a  great  im 
provement  upon  that  of  an  infantry  officer,  and  appearances  go 
for  a  good  deal  among  these  Portuguese.  I  see,  by  the  way,  that 
you  have  got  your  step  in  our  army." 

"Yes,  Colonel,  the  general  was  good  enough  to  recommend 
me.  Of  course  I  am  glad  in  one  way,  but  I  am  sorry  that  it 
has  put  me  out  of  the  regiment  that  I  have  been  brought  up 
with.  But  of  course  it  was  necessary,  for  I  could  not  have 
gone  over  other  men's  heads  in  it." 

"No,  when  a  man  gets  special  promotion  it  is  always  into 
another  regiment  for  that  reason.  You  will  be  glad  to  hear 
that  your  men  have  been  behaving  extremely  well  in  your 
absence,  and  that  I  have  not  heard  of  a  single  case  of  drunken 
ness  or  misconduct  among  them.  I  have  been  down  there 
several  times,  and  always  found  them  hard  at  work  drilling; 
they  seem  to  me  to  improve  every  time  I  see  them." 

On  leaving  the  colonel's  quarters  Terence  rode  to  his  cousin's. 
Mary  rose  with  an  exclamation  of  surprise  as  he  entered. 

"What  a  handsome  uniform,  Terence!  How  is  it  that  you 
have  changed  it?" 

"  I  am  now  regularly  on  the  general's  staff,  Mary,  and  this 
is  the  uniform." 

"You  look  very  well  in  it,"  she  said;  "don't  you  think  so, 
Lorenza?" 

"I  do  indeed,"  her  friend  agreed;  "  it  does  make  a  difference." 

"  Well,  to  begin  with  it  is  clean  and  new,"  Terence  laughed; 
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"and  though  the  other  was  not  old  it  had  seen  its  best  days. 
But  I  have  more  news,  Mary;  you  have  now  to  address  your 
cousin  as  colonel." 

Mary  clapped  her  hands,  and  Don  Jose  and  his  family 
uttered  exclamations  of  pleasure. 

"It  is  quite  right,"  Mary  said;  "it  is  ridiculous  that  Senor 
Herrara  should  be  colonel  and  you  only  Mr.  O'Connor." 

"It  does  not  matter  much  about  a  name,"  he  said.  "I  com 
manded  before  and  I  shall  do  so  now,  but  I  have  got  Portu 
guese  rank." 

"Why  did  not  they  make  you  an  English  colonel?"  Mary 
asked  rather  indignantly. 

Terence  laughed :  "I  shall  be  lucky  if  I  get  that  in  another 
twenty  years,  Mary.  I  am  a  lieutenant  now — I  have  got  the 
step  since  you  saw  me  last — but  I  am  to  rank  as  a  colonel  in 
the  Portuguese  army  as  long  as  I  command  this  corps,  which 
I  am  glad  to  say  is  now  to  form  a  part  of  the  British  army. 
Herrara  is  to  have  the  rank  of  lieutenant-colonel.  Bull  and 
Macwitty  will,  I  hope,  get  their  commissions  as  ensigns  in  the 
British  army  with  local  rank  of  majors.  The  general  will 
recommend  that  Herrara's  troopers  all  get  commissions  in  the 
Portuguese  army." 

"  Ah,  well !  I  am  pleased  that  your  services  are  appreciated, 
Terence.  We  are  very  glad  that  you  have  come  back,  Lorenza 
especially  so,  as,  now  you  have  returned,  she  thinks  she  will 
see  more  of  Senor  Herrara." 

"The  bishop  is  in  Lisbon,  Mary." 

"That  is  not  such  good  news,  Terence.  I  will  be  very 
careful  to  keep  out  of  his  way." 

"  Do,"  he  said.  "  I  have  spoken  to  Captain  Nelson,  one  of  the 
general's  staff,  about  you,  and  if  by  any  chance  you  should  be 
recognized  as  an  escaped  nun,  I  hope  that  Don  Jose  will  go  to 
him  at  once  and  ask  him  to  obtain  the  general's  protection  for 
you,  which  will,  I  am  sure,  be  given.  Your  father  was  an 
Irishman.  You  are  a  British  subject,  and  have  a  right  to 


334  WITH   MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

protection.  You  won't  forget  the  name,  Don  Jose — Captain 
Nelson?" 

"  I  will  write  it  down  at  once,"  the  Portuguese  said;  "  but  as 
Donna  Mary  will  pass  under  the  name  of  Dillon,  and  her  dress 
has  so  changed  her  appearance,  ,1  do  not  think  that  there  is 
the  smallest  fear  of  her  being  recognized.  Indeed,  no  one 
could  know  her  except  the  bishop  himself." 

"You  may  be  sure  that  I  shall  not  go  out  much  in  Lisbon," 
Mary  said,  "  and  if  I  do  I  will  keep  my  promise  to  be  always 
closely  veiled." 


CHAPTER  XX. 

WITH   THE  MAYOS. 

THE  news  that  Terence  brought  to  the  regiment  gave  great 
and  general  satisfaction.  Herrara  was  delighted  to  hear 
that  he  was  to  be  made  a  lieiitenant-colonel  in  his  army.  Bull 
and  Macwitty  were  overjoyed  on  hearing  that  they  had  both 
been  recommended  for  commissions,  and  Herrara's  troopers 
were  equally  pleased.  The  rank  and  file  felt  no  less  gratifica 
tion,  both  at  the  honour  of  being  attached  to  the  British  army, 
and  at  the  substantial  improvement  in  their  condition  that 
this  would  entail. 

On  the  following  day  Herrara's  friends  and  Mary  O'Connor 
left  for  Lisbon,  and  the  latter  astonished  Terence  by  bursting 
into  tears  as  she  said  good-bye  to  him. 

"  I  have  said  nothing  yet  of  the  gratitude  that  I  feel  to  you, 
Terence,  for  all  that  you  have  done  for  me,  for  you  have 
always  stopped  me  Avhenever  I  have  tried  to,  but  I  shall  always 
feel  it,  always;  and  shall  think  of  you  and  love  you  dearly." 

"  It  has  been  just  as  fortunate  for  me  as  it  has  been  good 
for  you,  Mary,"  he  said.  "  I  have  never  had  a  sister,  and  I 
seem  to  have  found  one  now." 

The  girl  looked  up,  pouting.     "  I  don't  think,"  she  said,  "  I 
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should  particularly  care  about  being  a  sister;  I  think  that  I 
would  rather  remain  a  cousin." 

Terence  looked  surprised  and  a  little  hurt. 

"You  are  only  a  silly  boy,"  she  laughed,  "but  will  under 
stand  better  some  day.  Well,  good-bye,  Terence!"  and  the 
smile  faded  from  her  face. 

"Good-bye,  dear!  Take  great  care  of  yourself  in  Lisbon, 
and  be  sure  that  you  look  out  to  see  if  the  Mayo  Fusiliers 
arrive  while  you  are  there.  I  heard  that  they  were  about  to 
embark  again  with  a  force  that  General  Hill  is  bringing  out, 
but  my  father  won't  be  with  them,  I  am  afraid.  I  have  not 
heard  from  him,  but  I  should  hardly  think  that  he  will  be  fit 
for  hard  service  again;  yet,  if  he  should  be,  he  will  tell  you 
where  to  go  to  till  we  get  back.  At  any  rate,  don't  start  for 
England  until  the  regiment  comes.  I  fancy  that  it  will  be  at 
Lisbon  before  you  are,  and  Don  Jose  can  easily  find  out  for 
you  whether  father  is  with  it.  If  he  is  not,  go  to  Ballinagra. 
I  have  written  instructions  how  you  are  to  travel,  but  you  had 
better  write  to  him  there  directly  you  land,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  that  he  will  come  over  and  fetch  you.  I  don't  know 
anything  about  London,  but  you  had  better  see  Captain  Nelson 
at  Lisbon.  Here  is  a  note  I  have  written  to  him,  asking  him 
where  you  had  better  go,  and  what  you  had  better  do  when  you 
get  to  London." 

The  day  after  the  party  had  left,  Terence  marched  with  his 
corps  north,  and  established  himself  at  Carvalho,  where  the 
road  from  Oporto  passed  over  the  spurs  of  the  Serra  de  Cara- 
mula,  in  order  to  check  the  incursions  of  French  cavalry  from 
Oporto.  In  the  course  of  the  next  fortnight  he  had  several 
sharp  engagements  with  them.  In  the  last  of  these,  when 
making  a  reconnaissance  with  both  regiments,  he  was  met  by 
the  whole  of  Franceschi's  cavalry.  They  charged  down  on  all 
four  sides  of  the  square  into  which  he  formed  his  force,  ex 
pecting  that,  as  upon  two  previous  occasions,  the  Portuguese 
would  at  once  break  up  at  their  approach.  They  stood,  how- 
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ever,  perfectly  firm,  and  received  the  cavalry  with  such  wither 
ing  volleys  that  Franceschi  speedily  drew  off,  leaving  upwards 
of  two  hundred  dead  behind  him. 

The  day  after  this  fight  Terence  received  a  letter  from  Mary 
saying  that  General  Hill  had  arrived  before  they  reached 
Lisbon,  and  that  Don  Jose  had  learned  that  Major  O'Connor 
had  retired  on  half-pay.  Also  that  Captain  Nelson  had  obtained 
a  passage  for  her  in  one  of  the  returning  transports,  and  had 
given  her  a  letter  to  his  mother,  who  resided  in  London, 
asking  her  to  receive  her  until  she  heard  from  the  major. 

A  few  days  afterwards  he  learned  from  Colonel  Wilberforce 
that  the  English  army  had  marched  for  Leirya.  General  Hill's 
force  of  five  thousand  men  and  three  hundred  horses  for  the 
artillery  arrived  at  an  opportune  moment.  The  storming  of 
Oporto,  the  approach  of  Victor  to  Badajos,  after  totally  de 
feating  Cuesta's  Spanish  army,  killing  three-fifths  of  his  men 
and  capturing  thousands  of  prisoners,  while  Lapisse  was  ad 
vancing  from  the  east,  had  created  a  terrible  panic  in  Portugal. 
Beresford's  orders  were  disobeyed,  many  of  his  regiments 
abandoned  their  posts,  and  the  populace  in  Lisbon  were  in  a 
state  of  furious  turmoil.  Hill's  arrival  to  some  extent  restored 
confidence,  the  disorders  were  repressed,  and  Sir  John  Cradock 
now  felt  himself  strong  enough  to  advance. 

Terence's  report  of  the  repulse  of  Franceschi's  cavalry  was 
answered  by  a  letter  from  Cradock  himself,  expressing  warm 
approval  at  the  conduct  of  the  corps. 

"There  is  but  little  fear  of  an  advance  by  Soult  at  present," 
he  said.  "He  must  know  that  we  have  received  reinforce 
ments,  and  he  will  not  venture  to  march  on  Lisbon,  as  the 
force  now  gathering  at  Leirya  could  operate  upon  his  flank 
and  rear.  I  shall  be  glad,  therefore,  if  you  would  march  with 
your  command  to  the  latter  town.  The  example  of  your 
troops  cannot  but  have  a  good  effect  upon  the  raw  Portuguese 
levies,  and,  in  the  event  of  our  advancing  to  the  relief  of 
Ciudad-Rodrigo,  could  render  good  service  by  clearing  the 
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passes,  driving  in  the  French  outposts,  and  keeping  me  well 
informed  of  the  state  of  the  roads,  the  accommodation  available 
for  the  troops,  and  the  existence  of  supplies." 

Immediately  on  receipt  of  this  Terence  marched  for  Leirya, 
where  the  British  army  was  under  canvas.  On  the  way  down 
they  halted  for  a  night  at  Coimbra. 

"An  official  letter  came  for  you  last  night,  O'Connor," 
Colonel  Wilberforce  said.  "  I  kept  it  until  I  should  have  an 
opportunity  of  forwarding  it  to  you.  Here  it  is,  duly  addressed 
Colonel  O'Connor,  the  Minho  Regiment." 

This  was  the  name  Sir  John  Cradock  suggested  to  Terence, 
as  a  memorial  of  the  service  they  had  rendered  in  repulsing 
Soult  at  that  river.  It  was  the  first  time  Terence  had  seen 
his  name  with  the  prefix  of  colonel. 

"  It  looks  like  a  farce,"  he  said  as  he  broke  the  seal. 

Inside  was  an  official  document,  signed  by  Lord  Beresford, 
to  the  effect  that  as  a  recognition  of  the  very  great  services 
rendered  by  Lieutenant  O'Connor,  an  officer  on  the  staff  of 
Sir  John  Cradock,  when  in  command  of  the  two  battalions 
of  the  Minho  Regiment,  and  in  accordance  with  the  strong 
recommendation  of  the  British  general,  Lieutenant  Terence 
O'Connor  is  hereby  appointed  to  the  rank  of  colonel  in  the 
Portuguese  service,  with  the  pay  and  allowances  of  his  rank. 
Colonel  O'Connor  is  to  continue  in  command  of  the  regiments, 
which  will  be  attached  to  the  British  army,  under  the  com 
mand  of  Sir  John  Cradock. 

"  Here  is  also  a  letter  for  your  friend  Herrara,  and  a  much 
more  bulky  one;  will  you  hand  it  to  him1?" 

Herrara's  letter  contained  his  promotion  to  lieutenant-colonel, 
with  an  order  to  remain  under  Terence's  command;  also  four 
teen  commissions,  two  giving  Bull  and  Macwitty  the  Portuguese 
rank  of  major,  the  remaining  being  captains'  commissions  for 
the  twelve  troopers. 

Two  days  later  they  reached  Leirya.  The  April  sun  rendered 
shelter  unnecessary  for  the  Portuguese,  and  after  establishing 
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them,  for  the  present,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away  from  the  British 
camp,  he  went  and  reported  his  arrival  to  the  officer  in  com 
mand,  and  was  told  that  he  could  not  do  better  than  bivouac 
on  the  ground  he  had  selected.  Leaving  the  head-quarters 
he  soon  found  where  the  Mayo  regiment  was  encamped,  and 
made  his  way  to  the  officers'  marquee.  They  were  just  sitting 
down  to  lunch  when,  at  the  entry  of  an  officer  on  the  general's 
staff,  the  colonel  at  once  rose  gravely.  O'Grady  was  the  first 
to  recognize  the  new-comer. 

"Be  jabers,"  he  shouted,  "but  it  is  Terence  O'Connor  him 
self!"  There  was  a  general  rush  to  shake  hands  with  him, 
and  a  din  of  voices  and  a  confusion  of  questions  and  greet 
ings. 

"  And  what  in  the  world  have  you  got  that  uniform  on  for, 
Terence?"  O'Grady  asked  when  the  din  somewhat  subsided. 
"  We  saw  that  the  general  had  appointed  you  as  one  of  his 
aides-de-camp  when  you  got  here  after  Corunna,  but  you 
would  wear  your  own  uniform  all  the  same." 

"What  matters  about  his  uniform,  O'Grady!"  the  others 
exclaimed.  "What  we  want  to  know  is  how  he  saved  his  life 
at  Corunna,  when  we  all  thought  that  he  was  either  killed  or 
taken  prisoner." 

"Wait  till  the  lad  has  got  something  to  eat  and  drink,"  the 
colonel  said  peremptorily.  "  Pray  take  your  seats,  gentlemen. 
You  take  this  chair  by  me,  O'Connor;  and  now,  while  you  are 
waiting  for  your  plate,  tell  us  in  a  few  words  how  you  escaped. 
Everyone  made  sure  that  you  were  killed.  We  heard  that 
Fane  had  sent  you  to  carry  an  order,  that  you  had  delivered 
it,  and  then  started  to  rejoin  him;  from  that  time  nobody  saw 
you  alive  or  dead." 

"  The  matter  was  very  simple,  colonel.  My  horse  was  hit 
in  the  head  with  a  round  shot.  I  went  a  frightful  cropper  on 
some  stones  in  the  middle  of  a  clump  of  bushes.  I  lay  there 
insensible  all  night,  and  coming-to  in  the  morning,  saw  that 
the  French  had  advanced,  and  the  firing  on  the  hill  over  the 
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town  told  me  that  the  troops  had  got  safely  on  board  ship. 
I  lay  quiet  all  day,  and  at  night  made  off,  sheltered  for  a  couple 
of  days  with  some  peasants  on  the  other  side  of  the  hill,  joined 
Romana,  went  to  the  Portuguese  frontier  with  him,  and  then 
rode  to  Lisbon,  where  Sir  John  Cradock  was  good  enough  to 
put  me  on  his  staff." 

"  We  heard  you  had  turned  up  safely  at  Lisbon,  and  glad 
we  were,  as  you  may  be  sure,  and  a  good  jollification  we  had 
over  it.  As  for  O'Grady,  it  has  served  as  an  excuse  for  an 
extra  tumbler  ever  since." 

"Bad  excuses  are  better  than  none,"  Terence  laughed,  "and 
if  it  hadn't  been  that,  it  would  have  been  something  else." 

"Shut  up,  you  young  scamp!"  O'Grady  said.  "How  is  it 
that  you  have  not  answered  my  question?  Why  are  you 
wearing  staff-officer's  uniform  instead  of  your  own?" 

"Have  you  not  heard,  colonel,"  Terence  said,  "that  I  no 
longer  belong  to  the  regiment  ? " 

There  was  a  chorus  of  expressions  of  regret  round  the  table. 

"And  how  has  that  happened,  Terence?"  the  colonel  asked. 
"That  is  bad  news  for  us  all,  anyway." 

"  I  was  gazetted  lieutenant  a  month  ago,  colonel.  I  suppose 
you  had  sailed  from  England  before  the  Gazette  came  out." 

"  I  suppose  so,  lad.  Well,  you  richly  deserved  your  promo 
tion,  if  it  was  only  for  that  affair  on  board  the  Sea-horse,  and 
you  ought  to  have  had  it  long  ago." 

"I  am  awfully  sorry  to  leave  the  regiment.  It  has  been 
my  home  as  long  as  I  can  remember,  and  wherever  I  may  be,  I 
shall  always  regard  it  in  that  light." 

"And  so  you  remain  on  the  staff  at  present,  O'Connor?" 

"  Well,  sir,  I  am  on  the  staff  still,  but  for  the  present  I  am 
on  detached  duty." 

"What  sort  of  duty,  Terence?" 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  command  two  Portuguese  regiments 
that  marched  in  an  hour  ago." 

A  shout  of  laughter  followed  the  announcement. 
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"Bedad,  Terence,"  O'Grady  said,  "that  crack  on  your  head 
hasn't  changed  your  nature,  thanks  to  your  thick  skull.  I 
suppose  it  is  poking  fun  at  us  that  you  are.  But  you  won't 
take  us  in  this  time." 

"  I  saw  the  regiments  pass  at  a  distance,"  the  colonel  said, 
"  and  they  marched  in  good  order  too,  which  is  more  than  I 
have  seen  any  other  Portuguese  troops  do.  Now  you  mention 
it,  I  did  see  an  officer,  in  what  looked  like  a  British  uniform, 
riding  with  the  men,  but  it  was  too  far  off  to  see  what  branch 
of  the  service  he  belonged  to.  That  was  you,  was  it?" 

"  That  was  me  sure  enough,  colonel." 

"And  what  were  you  doing  there?   Tell  us  like  a  good  boy." 

"Absurd  as  it  may  appear,  and,  indeed,  absurd  as  it  is,  I  am 
in  command  of  those  two  regiments." 

Again  a  burst  of  incredulous  laughter  arose.  Terence  took 
out  his  commission  and  handed  it  to  the  colonel. 

"  Perhaps,  Colonel,  if  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  read  that 
out  loud,  my  assurance  will  be  believed." 

"Faith,  it  was  not  your  assurance  that  we  doubted,  Terence, 
me  boy,"  O'Grady  exclaimed.  "  You  have  plenty  of  assurance, 
and  to  spare;  it  is  the  statement  that  we  were  doubting." 

The  colonel  glanced  down  the  document,  and  his  face  as 
sumed  an  expression  of  extreme  surprise. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  said  rising,  "if  you  will  endeavour  to  keep 
silence  for  a  minute,  I  will  read  this  document." 

The  surprise  on  his  own  face  was  repeated  on  the  faces  of 
all  those  present,  as  he  proceeded  with  his  reading.  O'Grady 
was  the  first  to  break  the  silence. 

"In  the  name  of  St.  Peter,"  he  said,  "what  does  it  all 
mean?  Are  you  sure  that  it  is  a  genuine  document,  colonel? 
Terence  is  capable  of  anything  by  way  of  a  joke." 

"  It  is  undoubtedly  genuine,  O'Grady.  It  is  dated  from 
Lord  Beresford's  quarters,  and  signed  by  his  lordship  himself 
as  commander-in-chief  of  the  Portuguese  army.  How  it  comes 
about  beats  me  as  much  as  it  does  you.  But  before  we  ask 
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any  questions  we  will  drink  a  toast.  Gentlemen,  fill  your 
glasses ;  here  is  to  the  health  of  Colonel  Terence  O'Connor ! " 

The  toast  was  drank  with  much  enthusiasm,  mingled  with 
laughter,  for  many  of  them  had  still  a  suspicion  that  the  whole 
matter  was  somehow  an  elaborate  trick  played  by  Terence. 

"  Now,  Colonel  O'Connor,  will  you  please  to  favour  us  with 
an  account  of  how  General  Cradock  and  Lord  Beresford  have 
both  united  in  giving  you  so  big  a  step  up." 

"  It  is  a  long  story,  Colonel." 

"So  much  the  better,"  the  colonel  replied.  "We  have 
nothing  to  do,  and  it  will  keep  us  all  awake." 

Terence's  account  of  his  interview  with  the  colonel  of  the 
ordenan9as,  the  demand  by  Cortingos  that  he  should  hand 
over  the  money  he  was  escorting,  and  the  subsequent  gathering 
to  attack  the  house,  and  the  manner  in  which  the  leaders  were 
captured,  the  rioters  appeased  and  subsequently  advised  to 
direct  their  efforts  to  obtain  arms  and  ammunition,  excited  ex 
clamations  of  approval;  but  the  belief  that  the  story  was  a 
pure  romance  still  prevailed  in  the  minds  of  many,  and  Terence 
saw  Captain  O'Grady  and  Dick  Ryan  exchanging  winks.  It 
was  not  until  Terence  spoke  of  his  rapid  march  to  the  mouth 
of  the  Minho,  as  soon  as  he  heard  that  the  French  were  con 
centrating  there,  that  he  began  to  be  seriously  listened  to;  and 
when  he  told  how  Soult's  attempt  to  cross  had  been  defeated, 
and  the  French  general  obliged  to  change  the  whole  plan  of 
the  campaign,  and  to  march  round  by  Orense,  the  conviction 
that  all  this  was  true  was  forced  upon  them. 

"By  the  powers,  Terence,"  the  colonel  exclaimed,  bringing 
his  hand  down  on  his  shoulder,  "you  are  a  credit  to  the  ould 
country !  I  am  proud  of  you,  me  boy,  and  it  is  little  I  thought 
when  O'Flaherty  and  myself  conspired  to  get  ye  into  the  regi 
ment  that  you  were  going  to  be  such  a  credit  to  it.  Gentlemen, 
before  Colonel  O'Connor  goes  further  we  will  drink  his  health 
again." 

This  time  there  was  no  laughter  mixed  with  the  cheers. 
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Many  of  the  officers  left  their  seats  and  came  round  to  shake 
his  hand  warmly,  O'Grady  foremost  among  them. 

"  Sure  I  thought  at  first  that  it  was  blathering  you  were, 
Terence;  but,  begorra,  I  see  now  that  it's  gospel  truth  you  are 
telling,  and  I  am  proud  of  you.  Faith,  I  am  as  proud  as  if  I 
were  your  own  father,  for  haven't  I  brought  you  up  in  mischief 
of  all  kinds  ?  Be  the  poker,  I  would  have  given  me  other  arm 
to  have  been  with  you ! " 

The  rest  of  the  story  was  listened  to  without  interruption. 
When  it  was  concluded  Colonel  Corcoran  again  rose. 

"  Gentlemen,  we  will  for  the  third  time  drink  to  the  health 
of  Colonel  O'Connor,  and  I  think  that  you  will  all  agree  with  me 
that  if  ever  a  man  deserved  to  be  made  a  colonel  it's  himself." 

This  time  O'Grady  and  three  others  rushed  to  where  Terence 
was  sitting,  seized  him,  and  before  he  knew  what  they  were 
going  to  do,  hoisted  him  on  to  the  shoulders  of  two  of  them, 
and  carried  him  in  triumph  round  the  table.  When  at  length 
quiet  was  restored,  and  Terence  had  resumed  his  seat,  the 
colonel  said: 

"  By  the  way,  Terence,  there  was  a  little  old  gentleman 
called  on  me  three  days  after  we  landed,  to  ask  if  Major 
O'Connor  was  with  the  regiment.  I  told  him  that  he  was  not, 
having  gone  on  half-pay  for  the  present  on  account  of  a  wound. 
He  seemed  rather  pleased  than  otherwise,  I  thought,  and  I 
asked  him  pretty  bluntly  what  he  wanted  to  know  for.  He 
brought  an  interpreter  with  him,  and  said  through  him  that 
he  hoped  that  I  would  not  press  that  question,  especially  as  a 
lady  was  concerned  in  the  matter.  It  bothered  me  entirely. 
Why,  from  the  time  we  landed  at  the  Mondego  till  your  father 
was  hit  at  Vimeira  I  don't  believe  we  ever  had  the  chance 
to  speak  to  a  woman.  It  may  be  that  it  was  some  lady  that 
nursed  him  there  after  we  had  marched  away,  and  who  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  him.  The  ould  man  may  have  been  her 
father,  and  was  perhaps  mighty  glad  to  hear  that  the  major 
was  not  coming  back  again." 


WITH  THE  MAYOS.  343 

Terence  burst  into  a  shout  of  laughter. 

"My  dear  colonel,"  he  said,  "the  respectable  old  gentleman 
did  not  call  on  behalf  of  his  daughter,  but  on  behalf  of^a  cousin 
of  mine,  who  was  wanting  to  find  my  father;  and  Don  Jose, 
who  was  in  charge  of  her,  was  glad  to  hear  that  he  was  going 
to  remain  in  England." 

"A  cousin!"  O'Grady  exclaimed;  "why,  how  in  the  name  of 
fortune  does  a  lady  cousin  of  yours  come  to  be  cruising  about 
in  such  an  outlandish  place  as  this?" 

"  That  is  another  story,  Colonel,  and  I  have  talked  until  I 
am  hoarse  now,  so  that  that  must  keep  until  another  sitting. 
It  is  quite  time  that  I  was  off  to  see  how  my  men  are  getting 
on." 

"  Of  course  you  will  dine  with  us?" 

"  Not  to-night,  Colonel ;  this  has  been  a  long  sitting,  and  I 
would  rather  not  begin  a  fresh  one." 

"  Well,  we  will  come  and  have  a  look  at  your  regiments." 

"  I  would  rather  you  did  not  come  until  to-morrow,  Colonel. 
The  men  have  marched  five-and-twenty  miles  a  day  for  the 
last  five  days,  and  they  want  rest,  so  I  should  not  like  to 
parade  them  again.  If  you  will  come  over  say  at  twelve 
o'clock  to-morrow  I  shall  be  proud  to  show  them." 

The  corps  now  possessed  five  tents,  Terence  having  obtained 
four  more  at  Coimbra.  Herrara  and  himself  occupied  one, 
while  two  were  allotted  to  the  officers  of  each  regiment.  Bull 
and  Macwitty  had  both  by  this  time  picked  up  sufficient 
Portuguese  to  be  able  to  get  on  comfortably,  and  had  agreed 
with  Terence  that  although  they  would  like  to  remain  together, 
it  was  better  that  each  should  stay  with  the  officers  of  his  own 
regiment. 

At  twelve  o'clock  next  day  Colonel  Corcoran  came  over  with 
nearly  the  whole  of  the  officers  of  the  Mayo  regiment,  and  was 
accompanied  by  many  others,  as  they  had  the  night  before 
given  many  of  their  acquaintances  an  outline  of  Terence's  story. 

The  men  had  been  on  foot  from  an  early  hour  after  break- 
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fast.  There  had  been  a  parade.  Every  man's  firelock,  ac 
coutrements,  and  uniform  had  been  very  closely  inspected,  and 
when  they  fell  in  again  at  a  quarter  to  twelve  a  most  rigid  in 
spection  would  have  failed  to  find  any  fault  with  their  appear 
ance.  Terence  joined  the  colonel  as  soon  as  he  came  on  the 
ground. 

"So  your  officers  are  all  mounted,  I  see,  Terence1?" 

"Yes,  Colonel;  you  see  the  companies  are  over  two  hundred 
strong,  for  the  losses  we  had  have  been  filled  up  since,  and 
one  officer  to  each  corps  could  do  but  little  unless  he  were 
mounted." 

"The  men  look  uncommonly  well,  Terence,  uncommonly 
well.  I  should  like  to  walk  along  the  line  before  you  move 
them." 

"  By  all  means,  colonel.  Their  uniforms  do  not  fit  as  well 
as  I  should  like,  but  I  had  to  take  them  as  they  were  served 
out,  and  have  had  no  opportunity  of  getting  them  altered." 

Since  the  inspection  at  Coimbra  the  men  had  been  taught 
the  salute,  and  as  Terence  shouted : 

"  Attention !  general  salute.  Present  arms ! "  the  men  executed 
the  order  with  a  sharpness  and  precision  that  would  have  done 
no  discredit  to  a  British  line  regiment.  Then  the  colonel  and 
officers  walked  along  the  line,  after  which  the  troops  were  put 
through  their  manoeuvres  for  an  hour,  and  then  dismissed. 

"Upon  my  word,  it  is  wonderful!"  Colonel  Corcoran  said. 
"  Why,  if  the  beggars  had  been  at  it  six  months  they  could  not 
have  done  it  better." 

There  was  a  chorus  of  agreement  from  all  the  officers  round. 
"  We  could  not  have  done  some  of  those  movements  better  our 
selves,  could  we,  O'Driscol?" 

"  That  we  could  not,"  the  major  said  heartily.  "  Another 
three  months'  work  and  these  two  regiments  would  be  equal 
to  our  best;  and  I  can  understand  now  how  they  stood  up 
against  the  charge  of  Franceschi's  cavalry  regiments." 

"Now,  colonel,  I  cannot  ask  you  all  to  a  meal,"  Terence 
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said,  "  my  arrangements  are  not  sufficiently  advanced  for  that 
yet;  but  I  managed  to  get  hold  of  some  very  good  wine  this 
morning,  and  I  hope  that  you  will  take  a  glass  all  round  before 
you  go  back  to  camp." 

"  That  we  will,  and  with  pleasure,  for  the  dust  has  well-nigh 
choked  me.  It  is  a  different  thing  drilling  on  this  sandy  ground, 
from  drilling  on  a  stretch  of  good  turf.  Of  course  you  will 
come  back  and  lunch  with  us,  and  bring  your  friend  Herrara." 

Herrara,  however,  excused  himself.  He  did  not  know  a 
word  of  English,  and  felt  that  until  he  could  make  himself 
understood  he  would  feel  uncomfortable  at  a  gathering  of 
English  officers.  After  lunch  Terence  was  called  upon  to  tell 
the  story  about  his  cousin.  Among  his  friends  of  the  regiment 
he  had  no  fear  of  his  adventure  with  the  bishop  getting  abroad, 
and  he  therefore  related  the  whole  story  as  it  happened. 

"  By  my  sowl,"  O'Grady  said  to  him  afterwards,  "  Terence 
O'Connor,  you  take  me  breath  away  altogether!  To  think 
that  a  year  ago  you  were  just  a  gossoon,  and  here  ye  are 
a  colonel — a  Portuguese  colonel,  I  grant,  but  still  a  colonel — 
fighting  Soult,  and  houlding  defiles,  and  making  night  attacks, 
and  thrashing  the  French  cavalry,  and  carrying  off  a  nun  from 
a  convent,  and  outwitting  a  bishop,  and  playing  all  sorts  of 
divarsions !  It  bates  me  entirely.  There  is  Dicky  Ryan,  who, 
as  I  tould  him  yesterday,  had  just  the  same  chances  as  you 
have  had,  just  Dicky  Eyan  still.  I  tould  him  he  ought  to 
blush  down  to  his  boots." 

"And  what  did  he  say,  O'Grady?" 

"The  young  spalpeen  had  the  impudence  to  say  that  there 
was  I,  Captain  O'Grady,  just  the  same  as  when  he  first  joined, 
and,  barring  the  loss  of  an  arm,  divil  a  bit  the  better.  And  the 
worst  of  it  is,  it  was  true  entirely.  If  I  could  but  find  a 
pretty  cousin  shut  up  in  a  convent  you  would  see  that  I  would 
not  be  backward  in  doing  what  had  to  be  done;  but  no  such 
luck  comes  to  me  at  all,  at  all." 

"  Quite  so,  O'Grady,  I  have  had  tremendous  luck.     And  it 


346  WITH  MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

has  all  come  about  owing  to  my  happening  to  think  it  would 
be  a  good  thing  to  take  possession  of  that  French  lugger." 

"Don't  you  think  it,  me  boy,"  O'Grady  said  seriously.  "No 
doubt  a  man  may  have  a  turn  of  luck,  though  it  is  not  every 
one  who  takes  advantage  of  it  when  it  comes.  But  when  you 
see  a  man  always  succeeding,  always  doing  something  that  other 
fellows  don't  do,  and  making  his  way  up  step  by  step,  you  may 
put  it  down  that  luck  has  very  little  to  do  with  the  matter, 
and  that  he  has  got  something  in  him  that  other  men  haven't 
got.  You  may  have  had  some  luck  to  start  with — enough, 
perhaps,  to  have  got  you  your  lieutenancy,  though  I  don't  say 
that  it  was  luck;  but  you  cannot  put  the  rest  of  it  down  to 
that." 

At  this  moment  Dick  Eyan  came  and  joined  them. 

"  Well,  Dicky,"  Terence  said,  "  have  you  had  no  fun  lately 
in  the  regiment?" 

"  Not  a  scrap,"  Ryan  said  dismally.  "  There  was  not  much 
chance  of  fun  on  that  long  march;  on  board  ship  there  was  a 
storm  all  the  way,  then  we  were  kept  on  board  the  transport 
at  Cork  nearly  three  months.  Everyone  was  out  of  temper, 
and  a  mouse  would  not  have  dared  squeak  on  board  the  ship. 
I  have  had  a  bad  time  of  it  since  the  day  we  lost  you." 

"Oh,  well,  you  will  have  plenty  of  chances  yet,  Dicky!" 

"It  has  not  been  the  same  thing  since  you  have  gone, 
Terence,"  he  grumbled.  "  Of  course  we  could  not  always  be  hav 
ing  fun;  but  you  know  that  we  were  always  putting  our  heads 
together  and  talking  over  what  might  be  done.  It  was  good 
fun,  even  if  we  could  not  carry  it  out.  I  tried  to  stir  up  the 
others  of  our  lot,  but  they  don't  seem  to  have  it  in  them.  I 
wish  you  could  get  me  transferred  to  your  regiment.  I  know 
that  we  should  have  plenty  of  fun  there." 

"  I  am  afraid  that  it  could  not  be  done,  Dicky,  though  I 
should  like  it  immensely.  But  you  see  you  have  not  learned 
a  word  of  Portuguese,  and  you  would  be  of  no  use  in  the 
world. 
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"  There  it  is,  you  see,"  O'Grady  said.  "  That  is  one  of  the 
points  which  had  no  luck  in  it,  Terence.  You  were  always 
trying  to  talk  away  with  the  peasants;  and,  riding  about  as 
you  did  as  Fane's  aide-de-camp,  you  had  opportunities  of  doing 
so,  and  made  the  most  of  them.  Now  there  are  not  three  other 
fellows  in  the  regiment  who  can  ask  a  simple  question.  I  can 
shout  Carajof  at  a  mule-driver  who  loiters  behind,  and  can  add 
two  or  three  other  strong  Portuguese  words,  but  there  is  an 
end  of  it.  Cradock  would  never  have  sent  you  that  errand  to 
Eomana  if  you  could  not  have  talked  enough  to  have  made 
yourself  understood.  You  could  never  have  jawed  those 
mutineers  and  put  them  up  to  getting  hold  of  the  arms.  If 
Dicky  Ryan  and  I  had  been  sent  on  that  mission  we  should 
just  have  been  as  helpless  as  babies,  and  should,  like  enough, 
have  been  murdered  by  that  mob.  There  was  no  luck  about 
that,  you  see;  it  was  just  because  you  had  done  your  best  to 
pick  up  the  language,  and  nobody  else  had  taken  the  trouble 
to  learn  a  word  of  it. 

"  I  see  that,  O'Grady,"  Ryan  said  dolefully.  "  I  don't  envy 
Terence  a  bit.  I  know  that  he  has  quite  deserved  what  he  has 
got,  and  that  if  I  had  had  his  start,  I  should  never  have  got 
any  farther.  Still,  I  wish  I  could  go  with  him.  I  know  that 
he  has  always  been  the  one  who  invented  our  plans.  Still,  I 
have  had  a  good  idea  sometimes." 

"  Certainly  you  have,  Dicky;  and  if  I  have  generally  started 
an  idea,  you  have  always  worked  it  up  with  me.  Well,  if  you 
will  get  up  Portuguese  a  bit,  and  I  see  a  chance  of  asking  for 
another  English  officer,  say  as  adjutant,  I  will  see  if  I  cannot 
get  you;  but  I  could  not  ask  for  you  without  being  able  to 
give  as  a  reason  that  you  could  speak  Portuguese  well." 

"I  will  try,  Terence;  upon  my  honour,  I  will  try  hard," 
Ryan  said.  "I  will  get  hold  of  a  fellow  and  begin  to- 
day." 

"Quite  right,  Dicky!"  O'Grady  said.  "Faith,  I  would  do  it 
meself,  if  it  wasn't  in  the  first  place  that  I  am  too  old  to  learn, 


348  WITH   MOORE  AT  CORUNNA. 

and  in  the  second  place  that  I  niver  could  learn  anything 
when  I  was  a  boy.  I  used  to  get  thrashed  every  day  regu 
larly,  but  divil  a  bit  of  difference  did  it  make.  I  got  to  read 
and  write,  and  there  I  stuck.  As  for  the  ancients,  I  was 
always  mixing  them  up  together;  and  whether  it  was  Alex 
ander  or  Caesar  who  marched  over  the  Alps  and  burnt  Jeru 
salem,  divil  a  bit  do  I  know,  and  I  don't  see  that  if  I  did 
know  it  would  do  me  a  hap'orth  of  good." 

"I  don't  think  that  particular  piece  of  knowledge  would, 
O'Grady,"  Terence  agreed  with  a  hearty  laugh;  "still,  even 
if  you  did  learn  Portuguese,  I  couldn't  ask  for  you.  I  don't 
mind  Dicky,  because  he  is  only  a  year  senior  to  me;  but  if 
they  made  me  commander-in-chief  of  the  Portuguese  army,  I 
could  never  have  the  cheek  to  give  you  an  order." 

Three  weeks  later  came  the  startling  news  that  Sir  Arthur 
Wellesley  had  arrived  at  Lisbon,  and  was  to  assume  the  com 
mand  of  the  army.  Sir  John  Cradock  was  to  command  at 
Gibraltar.  There  was  general  satisfaction  at  the  news,  for  the 
events  of  the  last  campaign  had  given  all  who  served  under 
him  an  implicit  confidence  in  Sir  Arthur;  but  it  was  felt  that 
Sir  John  Cradock  had  been  very  hardly  treated.  In  the  first 
place  he  was  a  good  way  senior  to  Sir  Arthur,  and  in  the 
second  place,  he  had  battled  against  innumerable  difficulties, 
and  the  time  was  now  approaching  when  he  would  reap  the 
benefit  of  his  labours.  To  Terence  the  news  came  almost  as 
a  blow,  for  he  felt  that  it  was  probable  he  might  be  at  once 
appointed  to  a  British  regiment. 

Personally  he  would  not  have  cared  so  much,  but  he  would 
have  regretted  it  greatly  for  the  sake  of  the  men  who  had 
followed  him.  It  was  true  that  they  might  obey  Herrara  as 
willingly  as  they  did  himself,  but  he  knew  that  the  native 
officers  did  not  possess  anything  like  the  same  influence  with 
the  Portuguese  that  the  English  did,  and  that  there  might  be  a 
rapid  deterioration  in  their  discipline  and  morale.  He  remained 
in  a  state  of  uncertainty  for  a  week,  at  the  end  of  which  time 
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he  received  a  letter  from  Captain  Nelson,  and  tearing  it  open 
read  as  follows : — 

My  dear  O'Connor, 

I  daresay  you  have  been  feeling  somewhat  doubtful  as  to 
your  position  since  you  heard  that  Sir  Arthur  has  superseded 
Sir  John  Cradock.  I  may  tell  you  at  once  that  he  has  taken  over  the 
whole  of  Sir  John's  staff,  yourself  of  course  included.  I  ventured  to 
suggest  to  Sir  John  that  he  should  mention  your  case  to  Sir  Arthur, 
and  he  told  me  t/iat  he  had  intended  to  take  the  opportunity  of  the 
first  informal  talk  he  had  with  him  to  do  so.  The  opportunity 
came  yesterday,  and  Sir  John  went  fully  into  your  case,  showed 
him  the  reports,  and  mentioned  how  he  came  to  appoint  you  because 
of  the  clear  and  lucid  description  you  gave  of  the  movements  of  every 
division  of  Moore's  army. 

Sir  Arthur  remembered  your  name  at  once,  and  the  circumstances 
under  which  he  had  mentioned  you  in  general  orders  for  your  con 
duct  on  board  the  transport  coming  out.  Sir  John  told  me  that  he 
said,  l  There  is  no  doubt  that  O'Connor  is  a  singularly  promising 
young  officer,  Sir  John.  The  check  he  gave  Soult  on  the  Minho  might 
have  completely  reversed  the  success  of  the  Frenchman's  campaign 
had  he  had  any  but  Spaniards  and  Portuguese  to  oppose  him.  The 
report  shows  that  O'Connor  has  done  wonders  with  those  two  regiments 
of  his,  and  I  shall  not  think  of  removing  him  from  their  command. 
A  trustworthy  native  corps  of  that  description  would  be  of  the  greatest 
advantage,  and  will  act,  like  Trant  and  Wilson's  commands,  as  the 
eyes  of  the  army.  lam  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  having  brought 
the  case  before  my  notice,  for  otherwise,  not  knowing  the  circumstances, 
I  might  very  well  Jmve  considered  that  the  position  of  a  lieutenant  on 
my  staff  as  the  commander  of  two  native  regiments  was  an  anomalous 
one.  I  should,  no  doubt,  have  inquired  how  it  occurred,  before  I 
thought  of  superseding  an  officer  you  had  selected,  but  your  explana 
tion  rtwe  than  justifies  his  appointment.'  So  you  see,  Terence,  the 
change  will  make  no  difference  in  your  position.  And  as  I  fancy 
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Sir  Arthur  will  not  let  the  grass  grow  under  his  feet,  you  are  likely 
to  have  a  lively  time  of  it  before  long.  By  the  way,  a  Gazette 
has  arrived,  and  it  contains  the  appointment  of  your  two  men  to 
commissions. 

While  waiting  at  Leirya,  Terence  had  ordered  uniforms  for 
all  the  officers.  He  had,  after  consultation  with  Herrara, 
decided  upon  one  approximating  rather  to  the  cavalry  than  to 
infantry  dress,  as  being  more  convenient  for  mounted  officers. 
It  consisted  of  tight-fitting  green  patrol  jacket,  breeches  of 
the  same  colour,  and  half-high  boots  and  a  gold-embroidered 
belt  and  slings.  The  two  English  officers  wore  a  yellow  band 
round  their  caps,  and  Herrara  a  gold  one. 

"  I  am  sure,  Colonel  O'Connor,"  Bull  said  when  Terence  told 
Macwitty  and  him  that  they  had  been  gazetted  to  commis 
sions,  "  we  cannot  thank  you  enough.  Macwitty  and  I  have 
done  our  best,  but  it  has  been  nothing  more  than  teaching 
drill  to  a  lot  of  recruits." 

"We  had  two  or  three  hard  fights,  too,  Bull;  and  I  have 
very  good  reason  for  thinking  most  highly  of  you,  for  I  should 
never  have  got  the  corps  into  an  efficient  state  without  your 
assistance.  And,  indeed,  I  doubt  whether  I  should  have  ven 
tured  upon  the  task  at  all  if  I  had  not  been  sure  that  I  should 
be  well  seconded  by  you." 

"It  is  good  of  you  to  say  so,  Colonel,"  Macwitty  said;  "but 
at  any  rate  it  has  been  a  rare  bit  of  luck  for  us,  and  little  did 
we  think  when  we  were  ordered  to  accompany  you  it  was 
going  to  lead  to  our  getting  commissions.  Well,  we  will  do 
our  best  to  deserve  them." 

"That  I  am  sure  you  will,  Macwitty;  and  now  that  the 
campaign  is  going  to  commence  in  earnest,  and  we  may  have 
two  or  three  years'  hard  fighting,  you  may  have  opportunities 
of  getting  another  step  before  you  go  home." 

Three  days  later  an  order  came  to  Terence  to  march  north 
again  with  his  corps,  and  to  place  himself  in  some  defensible 
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position  north  of  the  Mondego,  and  to  co-operate,  if  necessary, 
with  Trant  and  Silveira,  also  ordered  to  take  post  beyond  the 
river.  Cuesta,  the  Portuguese  general,  had  gathered  a  fresh 
army  of  six  thousand  cavalry  and  thirty  thousand  infantry. 
The  greater  portion  were  in  a  position  in  front  of  Victor's 
outposts.  Between  the  Tagus  and  the  Mondego  were  16,000 
Portuguese  troops  of  the  line,  under  Lord  Beresford,  that  had 
been  drilled  and  organized  to  some  extent  by  British  officers. 
The  British  and  German  troops  numbered  22,000  fighting  men. 

Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  at  Lisbon  had  the  choice  of  either 
falling  upon  Victor  or  Soult.  The  former  would  be  the  most 
advantageous  operation,  but,  upon  the  other  hand,  the  Portu 
guese  were  most  anxious  to  recover  Oporto,  their  second  city, 
with  the  fertile  country  round  it. 

Another  fact  which  influenced  the  decision  was  that  Cuesta 
was  alike  incapable  and  obstinate,  and  was  wholly  indisposed 
to  co-operate  warmly  with  the  British.  The  British  commander 
therefore  decided  in  the  first  place  to  attack  Soult,  and  the 
force  at  Leirya  was  ordered  to  march  to  Coimbra.  Five 
British  battalions  and  two  regiments  of  cavalry,  with  7000 
Portuguese  troops,  were  ordered  to  Abrantes  and  Santarem  to 
check  Victor,  should  he  endeavour  to  make  a  rapid  march  upon 
Lisbon.  Four  Portuguese  battalions  were  incorporated  in  each 
British  brigade  at  Coimbra,  Beresford  retaining  6000  under  his 
personal  command.  On  the  2nd  of  May  Sir  Arthur  reached 
Coimbra  and  reviewed  the  force,  25,000  strong,  9000  being 
Portuguese,  3000  Germans,  and  13,000  British. 

Soult  was  badly  informed  of  the  storm  that  was  gathering 
about  him,  or  many  of  his  officers  were  disaffected,  and  were 
engaged  in  a  plot  to  have  him  supplanted;  consequently  they 
kept  back  the  information  they  received  of  the  movements  of 
the  British. 
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CHAPTER    XXI. 

PORTUGAL   FREED. 

ON  the  9th  of  May  Terence  was  directing  the  movements  of 
his  men,  who  were  practising  skirmishing  among  some 
rough  ground  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill  upon  which  he  had 
taken  up  his  position,  to  defend,  if  necessary,  the  road  that 
crossed  it.  His  men  had  thrown  up  several  lines  of  breast 
works  along  the  face  of  the  hill  to  a  point  where  steep  ravines 
protected  the  flank  of  his  position.  Presently  he  saw  a  party 
of  horsemen  riding  down  the  hill  behind  him.  They  reined  up 
suddenly  when  half-way  down  the  hill  and  paused  to  watch 
what  was  being  done;  then  they  came  on  again.  As  they 
approached,  Terence  recognized  the  erect  figure  of  the  officer 
who  rode  at  the  head  of  the  party.  He  cantered  up  and 
saluted. 

"Who  are  you,  sir,  and  what  troops  are  these?"  Sir  Arthur 
asked  sharply. 

"My  name  is  O'Connor,  sir.  These  men  constitute  the 
corps  that  I  have  the  honour  to  command." 

"Form  them  up  in  line,"  the  general  said  briefly. 

Terence  rode  away  at  a  gallop,  and  as  soon  as  he  reached 
the  spot  where  his  bugler  was  standing — for  bugles  had  now 
taken  the  place  of  the  horns  that  had  before  served  the  pur 
pose — the  latter  at  once  blew  the  assembly,  and  then  the  order 
to  form  line.  The  men  dashed  down  at  the  top  of  their 
speed,  and  in  a  very  short  time  formed  up  in  a  long  line  with 
their  officers  in  front. 

"  Break  them  into  columns  of  companies,"  the  general,  who 
had  now  ridden  with  the  staff  to  the  front,  said. 

The  manoeuvre  was  performed  steadily  and  well. 


"WHO   ARE  YOU,    SIR,    AND  WHAT  TROOPS  ARE  THESE?" 
SIR  ARTHUR  ASKED  SHARPLY. 
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"Send  out  the  alternate  companies  as  skirmishers,  while 
the  other  companies  form  line  and  move  forward  in  support." 
When  this  had  been  done  the  order  came:  "Skirmishers  form 
into  company  squares  to  resist  enemy's  cavalry". 

This  had  been  so  frequently  practised  that  in  a  few  seconds 
the  six  squares  were  formed  up  in  an  attitude  to  receive  cavalry. 

"  That  is  very  well  done,  Colonel  O'Connor,"  Sir  Arthur  said, 
with  more  warmth  than  was  usual  with  him.  "  Your  men  are 
well  in  hand  and  know  their  business.  It  is  a  very  creditable 
display  indeed;  you  have  proved  your  capacity  for  command. 
I  have  not  forgotten  what  I  have  heard  of  you,  sir,  and  it  will 
not  be  long  before  your  services  are  utilized." 

So  saying  he  rode  on.  Captain  Nelson  lingered  behind  for 
a  moment  to  shake  hands  with  Terence. 

"You  may  feel  proud  of  that,  O'Connor,"  he  said;  "Sir 
Arthur  is  not  given  to  praise,  I  can  assure  you.  Good-bye !  I 
must  catch  them  up;"  and  turning,  he  soon  overtook  the 
general's  staff. 

That  the  general  was  well  satisfied  was  proved  by  the  fact 
that  three  days  later  the  following  appeared  in  general  orders : — 

"  The  officer  commanding-in-chief  on  Thursday  inspected  the  corps 
under  the  command  of  Lieutenant  (with  the  rank  of  colonel  in  the 
Portuguese  army)  O'Connor.  He  was  much  pleased  with  the  dis 
cipline  and  quickness  with  which  the  corps  went  through  certain  move 
ments  ordered  by  him.  This  corps  has  already  greatly  distinguished 
itself,  and  Sir  Arthur  would  point  to  it  as  an  example  to  be  imitated 
by  all  officers  having  command  of  Portuguese  troops." 

Soult's  position  had  now  become  very  dangerous.  The 
Spanish  and  Portuguese  insurgents  were  upon  the  Lima,  and 
the  principal  portion  of  his  own  force  were  south  of  the  Douro. 
Franceschi's  cavalry,  supported  by  infantry  and  artillery,  and 
by  Mermet's  division,  occupied  the  country  between  that  river 

(  M  359 )  Z 
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and  the  Vouga,  and  was  without  communication  with  the 
centre  at  Oporto,  except  by  the  bridge  of  boats. 

Although  aware  that  there  was  a  considerable  force  gather 
ing  at  Coimbra,  the  French  general  had  no  idea  that  the 
whole  of  the  British  army  were  assembling  there.  Confident 
that  success  would  attend  his  operations,  Sir  Arthur  directed 
the  Portuguese  corps  to  be  in  readiness  to  harass  Soult's  retreat 
through  the  mountain  denies  and  up  the  valley  of  the  Tamega, 
and  so  to  force  him  to  march  north  instead  of  making  for 
Salamanca,  where  he  could  unite  with  the  French  army  there." 

A  mounted  officer  brought  similar  orders  to  Terence.  Half  an 
hour  after  receiving  them  the  corps  was  on  the  march.  The 
instructions  were  brief  and  simple : 

"  You  will  endeavour  to  harass  Soult  as  he  retreats  across  the 
Tras-os-Montes,  and  try  to  head  him  off  to  the  north.  Act  as  cir 
cumstances  may  dictate." 

The  service  was  a  dangerous  one,  and  Terence  felt  that  it 
was  a  high  honour  that  the  general  should  have  appointed 
him  to  undertake  it,  for  he  assuredly  would  not  have  sent  the 
corps  on  such  a  mission  had  he  not  considered  that  they  could 
be  relied  upon  to  take  care  of  themselves.  They  would  be 
wholly  unsupported  save  by  parties  of  peasants  and  ordenan- 
<jas;  they  would  have  to  operate  against  an  army  broken, 
doubtless,  by  defeat,  but  all  the  more  determined  to  push  on, 
as  delay  might  mean  total  loss. 

He  followed  the  line  of  the  Vouga  to  the  point  where  it 
emerged  from  the  hills,  crossed  these,  and  came  down  upon 
the  Douro  some  ten  miles  above  San  Joao,  at  nearly  the 
same  spot  where  he  had  before  made  the  passage  when  on  his 
way  to  join  Romana. 

He  was  now  well  beyond  the  district  held  by  the  French 
south  of  the  Douro,  and  obtaining  a  number  of  boats  crossed 
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the  river,  and  then  made  for  Mirandella  on  the  River  Tua,  and 
halted  some  distance  from  the  town,  having  made  a  march  of 
over  seventy  miles  in  two  days.  Learning  from  the  peasants 
that  there  were  no  French  troops  west  of  the  Tamega,  he 
marched  the  next  day  to  the  crest  looking  down  into  the 
valley,  and  here  halted  until  he  could  learn  that  Soult  was 
retreating,  and  what  road  he  was  following.  He  had  not  long 
to  wait  for  news,  for  on  the  night  of  the  9th,  while  he  was  on 
his  march  by  the  Vouga,  the  British  force  had  moved  forward 
to  Aveiro.  Hill's  division  had  there  taken  boats,  and  pro 
ceeding  up  the  lake  to  Ovar,  had  landed  at  sunrise  on  the 
10th,  and  placed  himself  on  Franceschi's  right. 

In  the  meantime  Paget's  division  had  marched  to  Albergaria, 
while  Cotton's  division  and  Trant's  command  moved  to  turn 
Franceschi's  position  on  its  right.  The  darkness  and  their  ignor 
ance  of  the  roads  prevented  the  movement  being  attended  with 
the  hoped-for  success.  Had  the  operation  been  carried  out 
without  a  hitch,  Franceschi  and  Mermet  would  both  have  been 
driven  off  the  line  of  retreat  to  the  bridge  of  Oporto,  and 
must  have  been  captured  or  destroyed.  As  it  was,  Franceschi 
fell  back  fighting,  joined  Mermet's  division  at  Crijo,  a  day's 
march  in  the  rear,  and  although  the  whole  were  driven  on  the 
following  day  from  this  position,  they  retired  in  good  order, 
and  that  night  effected  their  retreat  across  the  bridge  of  boats, 
which  was  then  destroyed. 

As  Franceschi's  report  informed  Soult  that  the  whole  force 
of  the  allies  was  now  upon  him,  he  at  once  sent  off  his  heavy 
artillery  and  baggage  by  the  road  to  Amarante.  Mermet  was 
posted  at  Valongo,  with  orders  to  patrol  the  river  and  to  seize 
every  boat.  Those  at  Oporto  were  also  secured.  On  the 
morning  of  the  12th  the  British  force  was  concentrated  behind 
the  hill  of  Villa  Novas,  and  Sir  Arthur  took  his  place  on  the 
top  of  the  Serra  Convent,  from  whence  he  commanded  a  view 
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of  the  city  and  opposite  bank.  He  saw  that  the  French  force 
was  stationed  for  the  most  part  below  Oporto.  Franceschi's 
report  had  led  Soult  to  believe  that  Hill's  division  had  come 
by  sea,  and  he  expected  that  the  transports  would  go  up  to 
the  mouth  of  the  Douro,  and  that  the  British  would  attempt 
to  effect  a  landing  there. 

The  river  took  a  sharp  turn  round  the  Serra  Convent,  and 
Sir  Arthur  saw  that  another  large  convent  on  the  opposite 
bank,  known  as  the  Seminary,  was  concealed  by  the  hill  from 
Soult's  position,  and  that  it  might  be  occupied  without  attract 
ing  the  attention  of  the  French.  After  much  search  a  little 
boat  was  found;  in  this  a  few  men  crossed  arid  brought  back 
two  large  boats  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  river.  In  these 
the  troops  at  once  began  to  cross,  and  two  companies  had 
taken  possession  of  the  convent  before  Soult  was  aware  of 
what  was  going  on.  Then  a  prodigious  din  arose.  Troops 
were  hurried  through  the  town,  the  bugles  and  trumpets 
sounded  the  alarm,  while  the  populace  thronged  to  the  roofs 
of  their  houses  wildly  cheering  and  waving  handkerchiefs  and 
scarves,  and  the  church  bells  added  to  the  clamour. 

Three  batteries  of  artillery  had  been  brought  up  close  to  the 
Serra  Convent,  and  now  that  there  was  no  longer  need  of 
concealment  these  were  brought  forward,  and — as  the  French 
issued  from  the  town  and  hurried  towards  the  post  held  by 
the  two  companies  that  had  crossed — opened  a  heavy  fire  upon 
them.  The  French  pushed  on  gallantly  in  spite  of  this  fire 
and  the  musketry  of  the  soldiers,  but  the  wall  of  the  convent 
was  strong,  more  boats  had  been  obtained,  and  every  minute 
added  to  the  number  of  the  defenders.  The  attack  was,  never 
theless,  obstinately  continued.  The  French  artillery  endea 
voured  to  blow  in  the  gate,  and  for  a  time  the  position  of  the 
defenders  was  serious,  but  the  enemy's  troops  were  now  evacu 
ating  the  lower  part  of  the  town,  and  immediately  they  did 
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so  the  inhabitants  brought  boats  over,  and  a  brigade  under 
Sherwood  crossed  there. 

In  the  meantime  General  Murray  had  been  sent  with  the 
German  division  to  effect  a  passage  of  the  river  two  miles 
farther  up.  Soult's  orders  to  take  possession  of  all  the  boats 
had  been  neglected,  and  it  was  not  long  before  Murray  crossed 
with  his  force.  The  confusion  in  the  French  line  of  retreat 
was  now  terrible.  A  battery  of  artillery,  who  brought  up  the 
rear,  were  smitten  by  the  fire  of  Sherwood's  men;  many  were 
killed,  and  the  rest  cut  their  traces  and  galloped  on  to  join 
the  retreating  army.  Sherwood's  men  pressed  these  in  the 
rear,  the  infantry  on  the  roof  of  the  Seminary  poured  their 
fire  on  the  retiring  masses,  and  the  guns  on  the  Serra  rock 
swept  the  long  line. 

Had  Murray  now  fallen  upon  the  disordered  crowd  their 
discomfiture  would  have  been  complete,  but  he  held  his  force 
inactive,  afraid  that  the  French  might  turn  upon  him  and 
drive  him  into  the  river.  General  Stewart  and  Major  Harvey, 
furious  at  his  inactivity,  charged  the  French  at  the  head  of 
two  squadrons  of  cavalry  only,  dashed  through  the  enemy's 
column,  unhorsed  General  Laborde  and  wounded  General  Foy. 
Eeceiving,  however,  no  support  whatever  from  Murray,  the 
gallant  little  band  of  cavalry  were  forced  to  fight  their  way 
back  with  loss.  Thus,  as  Franceschi  had  been  saved  from 
destruction  from  an  error  as  to  the  road,  Soult  was  saved  the 
loss  of  this  army  by  Murray's  timidity,  and  in  both  cases  Sir 
Arthur's  masterly  plans  failed  in  attaining  the  complete  suc 
cess  they  deserved. 

Terence  had  engaged  several  peasants  to  watch  the  roads 
leading  from  Oporto,  and  as  soon  as  he  learned  that  a  long 
train  of  baggage  and  heavy  guns  was  leaving  the  city  by  the 
road  to  Amarante,  he  crossed  the  valley,  took  up  a  position  on 
the  Catalena  hill  flanking  the  road,  and  as  the  waggons  came 
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along  opened  a  sudden  and  heavy  fire  upon  them.  Although 
protected  by  a  strong  guard  the  convoy  fell  into  confusion, 
many  of  the  horses  being  killed  by  the  first  volley.  Some  of 
the  drivers  leapt  from  their  seats  and  deserted  their  charges, 
others  flogged  their  horses,  and  tried  to  push  through  the 
struggling  mass.  An  incessant  fire  was  kept  up,  but  just  as 
Terence  was  about  to  order  the  whole  corps  to  charge  down 
and  complete  the  work,  a  large  body  of  cavalry,  followed  by 
a  heavy  body  of  infantry,  appeared  on  the  scene. 

This  was  Merle's  division,  that  had  hastened  up  from  Valonga 
on  hearing  the  firing.  The  advance  of  the  cavalry  was  checked 
by  the  musketry  fire,  but  Merle  at  once  ordered  his  infantry 
to  mount  the  hill  and  drive  the  Portuguese  off.  The  latter 
stood  their  ground  gallantly  for  some  time,  inflicting  heavy 
loss  upon  their  assailants.  Terence  saw,  however,  that  he 
could  not  hope  to  withstand  long  the  attack  of  a  whole  French 
division,  and  leaving  two  companies  behind  to  check  the 
enemy's  advance,  he  marched  along  the  crest  of  the  hill  until 
he  came  upon  the  road  crossing  from  Amarante  to  the  Ave 
river. 

By  this  time  he  had  been  joined  by  the  rear-guard,  who  had 
retired  in  time  to  make  their  escape  before  the  French  reached 
the  top  of  the  hill.  Merle  posted  a  brigade  along  the  crest  of 
the  ridge  to  prevent  a  repetition  of  the  attack,  and  to  cover 
Soult's  line  of  retreat,  if  he  were  forced  to  fall  back;  while 
Terence  took  up  his  position  near  Pombeiro,  whence  he  pre 
sently  saw  the  convoy  enter  Amarante.  He  had  the  satis 
faction,  however,  of  noticing  that  it  was  greatly  diminished 
in  length,  a  great  many  of  the  waggons  having  been  left 
behind  owing  to  the  number  of  horses  that  had  been  killed. 
His  attack  had  had  another  advantage  of  which  he  was  un 
aware,  for  it  had  so  occupied  Merle's  attention  that  he  had 
neglected  to  have  all  the  boats  taken  across  the  river,  which 
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enabled  Murray's  command  to  cross  the  next  day,  an  error 
which,  had  Murray  been  possessed  of  any  dash  and  energy, 
would  have  proved  fatal  to  the  French  army. 

The  next  day  Terence  heard  the  sound  of  the  guns  on  the 
Serra  height,  but  the  distance  was  too  great  for  the  crack  of 
musketry  to  reach  him,  and  he  had  no  idea  that  the  British 
were  crossing  the  river  until  he  saw  the  French  marching 
across  the  mouth  of  the  valley  towards  Amarante.  Among 
such  veteran  troops  discipline  was  speedily  recovered,  and 
they  encamped  in  good  order  in  the  valley.  That  town  was, 
however,  in  the  hands  of  the  Portuguese,  Loison,  either  from 
treachery  or  incapacity,  having  disobeyed  Soult's  orders  and 
retired  before  the  advance  of  the  Portugiiese  force  under  Lord 
Beresford,  and,  evacuating  Amarante,  taken  the  road  to  Gui- 
maraens,  passing  by  Pombeiro. 

He  had  sent  no  news  to  Soult,  and  the  latter  general  was 
altogether  ignorant  that  he  had  left  Amarante.  Upon  re 
ceiving  the  news  from  the  head  of  the  column  he  at  once  saw 
that  the  position  had  now  become  a  desperate  one.  Beresford, 
he  learned  at  the  same  time,  had  marched  up  the  Tamega 
valley  to  take  post  at  Chaves,  where  Silveira  had  joined  him. 
A  retreat  in  that  direction  therefore  was  impossible,  and  he  at 
once  destroyed  his  baggage,  spiked  his  guns,  and  at  nightfall, 
guided  by  a  peasant,  ascended  a  path  up  the  Serra  Catalena, 
and  marching  all  night  rejoined  Loison  at  Guimaraens,  pass 
ing  on  his  way  through  Pombeiro.  Terence  had  left  the  place 
a  few  hours  before,  believing  that  Soult  must  return  up  the 
valley  of  the  Tamega,  and,  ignorant  that  Beresford  and 
Silveira  barred  the  way,  he  marched  after  nightfall  towards 
Chaves  and  took  up  a  position  where  he  could  arrest,  for  a 
time,  the  retreat  of  the  French  army. 

He  had  left  two  of  his  men  at  Pombeiro,  and  had  halted 
but  a  short  time  after  completing  his  long  and  arduous  march 
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when  his  two  men  came  up  with  the  news  that  Soult  had  passed 
by  the  very  place  he  had  a  few  hours  before  left.  As  there  was 
more  than  one  route  open  to  Soult,  Terence  was  unable  to  de 
cide  which  he  had  best  take.  His  men  had  already  performed 
a  very  long  march,  and  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  give 
them  a  rest;  he  therefore  allowed  them  to  sleep  during  the 
day.  Towards  evening  he  crossed  the  Serra  de  Cabrierra  and 
came  down  upon  Salamende,  and  sent  out  scouts  for  news. 
Destroying  the  guns,  ammunition,  and  baggage  of  Loison's 
division,  Soult  reached  Carvalho  on  the  evening  of  the  14th, 
drew  up  his  army  on  the  position  that  he  had  occupied  two 
months  before  at  the  battle  of  Braga,  reorganized  his  forces, 
and  ordering  Loison  to  lead  the  advance,  while  he  himself 
took  command  of  the  rear,  continued  his  march.  The  next 
day  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley,  who  had  been  obliged  to  halt  at 
Oporto  until  the  whole  army,  with  its  artillery  and  train,  had 
passed  the  river,  reached  Braga,  having  marched  by  a  much 
shorter  road. 

Terence's  scouts  brought  news  that  the  whole  of  the  French 
army  were  marching  towards  Salamende.  Wholly  unsup 
ported  as  he  was,  ignorant  of  the  position  of  Beresford  and 
Silveira,  and  knowing  nothing  of  Sir  Arthur's  march  towards 
Braga,  he  decided  not  to  attempt  with  his  force  to  bar  the 
way  to  Soult's  twenty  thousand  men,  but  to  hold  Salamende 
for  a  time  and  then  fall  back  up  the  mountains.  Before  doing 
so  he  sent  a  party  to  blow  up  the  bridge  at  Ponte  Nova  across 
the  Cavado,  and  also  sent  his  second  regiment  to  defend  the 
passage  at  Kiuvaens. 

Thinking  it  likely  that  Soult  would  again  cross  the  moun 
tains  to  Chaves,  he  sent  Herrara  in  command  of  the  force  at 
the  bridge,  while  he  himself  remained  at  Salamende.  Here  he 
had  the  houses  facing  the  road  by  which  the  enemy  would 
approach,  loopholed  and  the  road  itself  barricaded.  Late  in 
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the  afternoon  the  French  cavalry  were  seen  approaching,  and 
a  heavy  fire  was  at  once  opened  upon  them.  The  rapidity  of 
the  discharges  showed  Franceschi  that  the  place  was  held  by 
more  than  a  mere  party  of  peasants,  and  he  drew  off  his 
cavalry  and  allowed  the  infantry  to  pass  him.  For  half  an 
hour  the  Portuguese  held  their  ground  and  repulsed  three 
determined  assaults,  then,  seeing  a  strong  body  of  troops 
ascending  the  hillside  to  take  the  position  in  flank,  Terence 
ordered  his  troops  to  fall  back.  This  they  did  in  good  order, 
and  took  up  a  position  high  up  on  the  hill. 

The  French  made  but  a  short  pause;  a  small  body  of  cavalry 
that  Soult  had  left  near  Braga  brought  him  the  news  that  the 
British  army  was  entering  that  town.  Scouts  were  sent  forward 
at  once,  and  their  report  that  the  bridge  of  Eiuvaens  was  de 
stroyed,  and  that  1200  Portuguese  regular  troops  were  on 
the  opposite  bank,  decided  him  to  take  the  road  by  the  Ponte 
Nova.  The  night  was  a  terrible  one;  the  rain  had  for  two 
days  been  continuous,  and  the  troops  were  drenched  to  the 
skin  and  impatient  at  the  hardship  that  they  had  suffered. 
The  scouts  reported  that  the  bridge  here  had  also  been  de 
stroyed,  but  that  one  of  the  parapets  was  still  unbroken,  and 
that  the  force  on  the  other  side  consisted  only  of  peasants. 
Soult  ordered  Major  Doulong,  an  officer  celebrated  for  his 
courage,  to  take  a  hundred  grenadiers  and  secure  the  passage. 

A  violent  storm  was  now  raging,  and  their  footsteps  being 
deadened  by  the  roar  of  the  wind,  the  French  crept  up,  killed 
the  Portuguese  sentry  on  their  side  of  the  bridge  before  he 
could  give  the  alarm,  and  then  crawled  across  the  narrow  line 
of  masonry.  Then  they  rushed  up  the  opposite  heights, 
shouting  and  firing,  and  the  peasantry,  believing  that  the  whole 
French  army  were  upon  them,  fled  at  once.  The  bridge  was 
hastily  repaired,  and  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  whole 
of  the  French  army  had  crossed.  Their  retreat  was  opposed 
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at  a  bridge  of  a  single  arch  over  a  torrent,  by  a  party  of  Por 
tuguese  peasantry,  but  after  two  repulses  the  French  led  by 
Major  Doulong  carried  it. 

They  were  just  in  time,  for  in  the  afternoon  the  British 
came  upon  a  strong  rear-guard  left  at  Salamende.  Some  light 
troops  at  once  turned  their  flank,  while  Sherwood  attacked 
them  in  front,  and  they  fled  in  confusion  to  the  Ponte  Nova. 
As  the  general  imagined  that  Soult  would  take  the  other  road, 
their  retreat  in  this  direction  was  for  some  time  unperceived, 
but  just  as  they  were  crossing,  the  British  artillery  opened 
fire  upon  the  bridge  with  terrible  effect,  very  many  of  the  enemy 
being  killed  before  they  could  effect  a  passage.  Their  further 
retreat  was  performed  without  molestation.  The  British  troops 
had  made  very  long  marches  in  the  hopes  of  cutting  Soult's 
line  of  retreat,  and  as  the  French,  unlike  the  British,  carried 
no  provisions  for  their  march,  there  was  now  little  hope  of 
overtaking  them,  especially  as  their  main  body  was  far  ahead. 

Sir  Arthur  halted  for  a  day  at  Biuvaens,  where  Terence's 
corps  was  now  concentrated,  he  having  marched  there  the 
night  he  was  driven  out  of  Salamende.  As  soon  as  the  British 
entered  the  place,  the  general  inquired  what  corps  was  holding 
it,  and  at  once  sent  for  Terence. 

"Let  me  hear  what  you  have  been  doing,  Colonel  O'Connor." 

Terence  had,  as  soon  as  he  heard  that  the  army  had  arrived 
at  Salamende,  written  out  a  report  of  his  movements  from  the 
time  that  he  had  marched  from  Vouga.  He  now  presented  it. 
The  general  waved  it  aside. 

"  Tell  me  yourself,"  he  said. 

Terence  related  as  briefly  as  possible  the  course  he  had 
followed,  and  the  reasons  of  his  movements. 

"Good!"  the  general  said  when  he  had  finished.  "Your 
calculations  were  all  well  founded;  but,  of  course  you  could 
not  calculate  on  Soult's  night  march  across  the  Catalena  hills, 
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and,  as  you  knew  nothing  of  the  whereabouts  of  Beresford 
and  Silveira,  you  had  good  reason  to  suppose  that  Soult  would 
continue  his  march  up  the  valley  of  the  Tamega  to  Chaves. 
That  was  the  only  mistake  you  committed,  and  an  older  soldier 
might  well  have  fallen  into  the  same  error.  When  you  had 
found  out  your  mistake,  you  acted  promptly,  and  could  not 
have  done  better  than  to  proceed  to  Salamende.  You  did 
well  to  destroy  both  bridges,  and  to  place  half  your  force 
to  defend  the  passage  here,  for  you  naturally  supposed,  as  I 
supposed  myself,  that  Soult  would  follow  this  road  down  to 
Chaves. 

"  You  were  again  deceived,  but  were  in  no  way  to  blame. 
Your  position  was  most  judiciously  chosen  on  the  Catalena 
hills  on  Soult's  natural  line  of  retreat,  and  I  heard  that  the 
enemy's  baggage  train  had  been  very  severely  mauled,  and 
was  only  saved  from  destruction  by  Merle  deploying  his  whole 
division  against  the  force  attacking  it.  Again  I  see  you  made 
a  stout  defence  at  Salamende.  We  saw  a  large  number  of 
French  dead  there  as  we  marched  in.  If  everyone  else  had 
done  as  well  as  you  have  done,  young  sir,  Soult's  army  would 
never  have  escaped  me." 

Terence  bowed,  and  retired  deeply  gratified,  for  he  had 
been  doubtful  what  his  reception  would  be.  He  knew  that 
he  had  done  his  best,  but  twice  he  had  been  mistaken,  and 
each  time  the  mistake  had  allowed  Soult  to  pass  unmolested; 
and  he  was,  therefore,  all  the  more  pleased  on  learning  that  so 
skilful  a  general  had  declared  that  these  mistakes,  although 
unfortunate,  were  yet  natural. 

Soult  reached  Orense  on  the  20th,  without  guns,  stores, 
ammunition,  or  baggage,  his  men  exhausted  with  fatigue  and 
misery,  most  of  them  shoeless,  and  some  without  muskets. 
He  had  left  Orense  seventy-six  days  before  with  22,000  men, 
and  had  lately  been  joined  by  3500  from  Tuy.  He  returned 
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with  19,500,  having  lost  6000  by  sword,  sickness,  assassina 
tion,  and  capture.  Of  these  3600  were  taken  in  the  hospitals 
at  Oporto,  Chaves,  Vianna,  and  Braga.  One  thousand  were 
killed  in  the  advance,  and  the  remainder  captured  or  killed 
within  the  last  eight  days. 

A  day  later  the  news  arrived  that  Victor  was  at  last  ad 
vancing,  and  a  considerable  number  of  the  troops  assembled 
at  Salamende,  among  them  Terence's  corps,  were  ordered  to 
march  to  join  the  force  opposed  to  him.  Terence  started  two 
hours  before  the  bulk  of  the  force  got  into  motion,  and  tra 
versing  the  ground  at  a  high  rate  of  speed,  struck  the  road 
from  Lisbon  a  day  in  advance  of  the  British  troops.  There 
was,  however,  no  occasion  for  action,  for  Victor,  who  had 
taken  Abrantes,  had,  on  receiving  news  of  the  fall  of  Oporto, 
at  once  evacuated  that  town  and  fallen  back,  and  for  a  time  all 
operations  ceased  on  that  side. 

The  British  army  had  suffered  but  slight  loss  in  battle,  but 
the  long  marches,  the  terribly  wet  weather,  and  the  effect  of 
climate  told  heavily  upon  them,  and  upwards  of  4000  men 
were,  in  a  short  time,  in  hospital. 

Fortunately,  however,  a  reinforcement  of  equal  strength 
arrived  from  England,  and  the  fighting  strength  of  the  army 
was  therefore  maintained.  There  was  still,  however,  a  great 
want  of  transport  animals ;  the  commissariat  were,  for  the  most 
part,  new  to  their  duties,  and  ignorant  of  the  language.  Sir 
Arthur  Wellesley  was  engaged  in  the  endeavour  to  get  Cuesta 
to  co-operate  with  him,  but  the  obstinate  old  man  refused  to 
do  so  unless  his  plans  were  adopted;  and  these  were  of  so  wild 
and  impracticable  a  character  that  Sir  Arthur  preferred  to  act 
alone,  especially  as  Cuesta's  army  had  already  been  repeatedly 
beaten  by  the  French,  and  the  utter  worthlessness  of  his 
soldiers  demonstrated. 

The  pause  of  operations  in  Spain,  entailed  by  the  concentra- 
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tion  of  the  commands  of  Soult,  Ney,  Victor,  and  Lapisse  on 
the  frontier,  had  given  breathing  time  to  Spain.  Large  armies 
had  again  been  raised,  and  the  same  confident  ideas,  the  same 
jealousy  between  generals,  and  the  same  quarrels  between  the 
Juntas  had  been  prevalent.  Once  again  Spain  was  confident 
that  she  could  alone,  and  unaided,  drive  the  French  across  the 
frontier  altogether,  forgetful  of  the  easy  and  crushing  defeats 
that  had  before  been  inflicted  upon  her.  Like  Moore,  Sir 
Arthur  Wellesley  was  to  some  extent  deceived  by  these  boast 
ings,  and  believed  that  he  should  obtain  material  assistance  in 
the  way  of  transports  and  provisions,  and  that  at  least  valuable 
diversions  might  be  made  by  the  Spanish  army. 

He  accepted  too,  to  some  extent,  the  estimate  of  the  Span 
iards  as  to  the  strength  of  the  French,  and  believed  that  their 
fighting  force  in  the  Peninsula  did  not  exceed  130,000  men, 
whereas  in  reality  it  amounted  to  over  250,000.  The  greatest 
impediment  to  the  advance  was  the  want  of  money,  for  while 
the  British  government  continued  to  pour  vast  sums  into  Cadiz 
and  Seville,  for  the  use  of  the  Spaniards,  they  were  unable  to 
find  money  for  the  advance  of  their  own  army.  The  soldiers 
consequently  were  unpaid,  badly  fed,  almost  in  rags,  and  a  large 
proportion  of  them  shoeless;  and  to  meet  the  most  urgent 
wants,  the  general  was  forced  to  raise  loans  at  exorbitant  rates 
at  Lisbon.  And  yet,  while  a  great  general  and  a  victorious 
army  were  nearly  starving  in  Portugal,  the  British  government 
had  landed  12,000  troops  in  Italy,  and  had  despatched  one  of 
the  finest  expeditions  that  ever  sailed  from  England,  consisting 
of  40,000  troops  and  as  many  seamen  and  marines  of  the  fleet, 
to  Walcheren,  where  no  small  proportion  of  them  died  of 
fever,  and  the  rest  returned  home  broken  in  health  and  unfit 
for  active  service,  without  having  performed  a  single  action 
worthy  of  merit. 

The  Mayo  Fusiliers  were  among  the  regiments  stationed  at 
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Abrantes,  and  Terence  received  orders  to  take  up  a  position 
four  miles  ahead  of  that  town,  and  hold  it  unless  Victor  again 
advanced  in  overwhelming  strength,  and  then  to  fall  back  on 
Abrantes.  This  exactly  suited  his  own  wishes.  It  was  plea 
sant  to  him  to  be  within  a  short  ride  of  his  old  regiment, 
while  at  the  same  time  his  corps  were  not  encamped  with 
a  British  division,  for  his  own  position  was  an  anomalous  one, 
and  among  the  officers  who  did  not  know  him  he  was  re 
garded  as  a  young  staff-officer.  He  could  not  explain  the 
position  he  held  without  constantly  repeating  the  manner  in 
which  he  had  gained  a  commission  as  colonel  in  the  Portuguese 
service. 

During  the  month  that  had  passed  without  movement,  he 
continued  his  efforts  to  improve  his  corps,  and  borrowed  a 
dozen  non-commissioned  officers  from  Colonel  Corcoran  to  in 
struct  his  sergeants  in  their  duty,  and  thus  enable  them  to 
train  others  and  relieve  the  officers  of  some  of  their  work.  He 
had  in  his  first  report  stated  that  he  had  kept  back  £1000  of 
the  money  he  carried  to  Romana  for  the  use  of  his  corps,  and 
as  he  had  never  received  any  comment  or  instructions  as  to 
the  portion  that  had  not  been  expended,  he  had  still  some 
money  in  hand.  This  he  spent  in  supplementing  the  scanty 
rations  served  out.  Frequently  he  rode  into  Abrantes  and 
spent  the  evening  with  the  Mayo  Fusiliers.  The  first  time  he 
did  so  he  requested  the  officers  always  to  call  him,  as  before, 
Terence  O'Connor. 

"  It  is  absurd  being  addressed  as  colonel  when  I  am  only  a 
lieutenant  in  the  service.  Of  course  when  I  am  with  the  corps 
it  is  a  different  thing,  I  am  its  colonel,  and  must  be  called  so; 
but  it  is  really  very  annoying  to  be  called  so  here." 

"You  must  be  feeling  quite  rusty,"  Colonel  Corcoran  said  to 
him,  "sitting  here  doing  nothing,  after  nine  months  of  inces. 
sant  moving  about." 
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"  I  am  not  rusting,  colonel,  I  am  -hard  at  work  sharpening 
my  blade,  that  is,  improving  my  corps.  Your  men  drill  my 
sergeants  four  hours  a  day,  and  for  the  other  eight  each  of 
them  is  repeating  the  instructions  that  he  has  received  to  three 
others.  So  that  by  the  time  we  are  in  movement  again  I 
hope  to  have  a  sergeant  who  knows  something  of  his  duty,  to 
each  fifty  men.  I  can  assure  you  that  in  addition  to  the  great 
need  for  such  men  when  the  troops  are  out  skirmishing,  or 
otherwise  detached  in  small  parties,  I  felt  that  their  appear 
ance  on  parade  was  greatly  marred  by  the  fact  that  the  non 
commissioned  officers  did  not  know  their  proper  places  or  their 
proper  work,  which  neither  Bull  nor  Macwitty,  nor  indeed  the 
company  officers,  could  instruct  them  in,  all  being  cavalry -men." 

"  Yes,  I  noticed  that  when  I  saw  them  at  Leirya,"  the  colonel 
said.  "  Of  course  it  was  of  no  consequence  at  all  as  far  as  their 
efficiency  went,  but  to  the  eye  of  an  English  officer,  naturally, 
something  seemed  wanting." 

"  I  should  be  glad  of  at  least  four  more  officers  to  each  com 
pany,  and  at  one  time  thought  of  writing  to  Lord  Beres- 
ford  to  ask  him  to  supply  me  with  some,  but  I  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  we  had  better  leave  matters  as  they  were.  In 
the  first  place,  young  officers  would  know  nothing  of  their  work, 
and  nothing  of  me;  and  in  the  second  place,  if  they  were  men 
of  good  family  they  would  not  like  serving  under  officers  who 
have  been  raised  from  the  ranks;  and  lastly,  if  they  became 
discontented  they  might  render  the  men  so.  We  have  done 
very  fairly  at  present,  and  we  had  better  go  on  as  we  are; 
and  when  I  get  a  sufficient  number  of  trained  men  to  furnish  a 
full  supply  of  non-commissioned  officers,  I  shall  do  better  than 
with  commissioned  ones,  for  the  men  are  of  course  carefully 
selected,  and  I  know  them  to  be  trustworthy,  whereas  those 
they  sent  me  might  be  idle,  or  worse  than  useless." 

"You  spake  like  King  Solomon,  Terence,"  O'Grady  said; 
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"  not  that  he  can  have  known  anything  whatever  about  military 
matters." 

A  roar  of  laughter  greeted  this  very  doubtful  compliment. 

"  Thank  you,  O'Grady,"  Terence  said.  "  That  is  one  of  the 
prettiest  speeches  I  have  heard  for  a  long  time.  I  shall  know 
where  to  come  for  a  character." 

"You  are  right  there,  Terence;  but  you  may  live  a  good 
many  years  before  you  get  a  chance  of  calling  a  whole  British 
army  under  arms,  as  you  did  at  Salamanca." 

Terence  was  at  once  assailed  with  a  storm  of  questions,  for, 
with  the  exception  of  O'Grady,  no  one  had  suspected  the  share 
that  he  and  Dicky  Ryan  had  had  in  that  affair.  Terence  knew 
that  the  latter  had  kept  the  secret,  for  he  had  asked  him 
only  two  or  three  days  before,  and  he  therefore  assumed  an 
expression  of  innocence. 

"  What  on  earth  do  you  mean,  O'Grady?" 

"  What  do  I  mane  ?  Why,  that  somehow  or  other  you  were 
at  the  bottom  of  that  shindy  when  all  the  troops  were  turned 
out  on  a  false  alarm." 

"Really,  O'Grady,  that  is  too  bad.  You  know  that  every 
trick  that  was  played  at  Athlone  was  your  suggestion,  and  as 
we  never  could  find  out  how  that  alarm  originated,  of  course 
you  put  it  down  to  me,  whereas  it  is  just  as  likely  to  have  been 
your  own  work.  Colonel  Corcoran  knows  that  Dicky  and  I 
were  in  the  mess-room  at  the  convent  at  the  time  when  the 
alarm  broke  out." 

"That  was  so,"  the  colonel  agreed,  "for  I  know  that  you 
were  talking  to  me  when  Hoolan  ran  in  and  told  us  that  there 
was  a  row  in  the  town.  On  what  do  you  base  your  suspicions, 
O'Grady  ?" 

"  Just  upon  me  knowledge  of  the  two  lads,  Colonel.  Faith, 
there  never  was  a  piece  of  mischief  afloat  that  they  were  not 
mixed  up  with." 
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"  If  that  is  all  you  have  to  say,  O'Grady,"  Terence  replied, 
"I  should  advise  you  not  to  go  hunting  for  mares'  nests  again. 
I  know  that  you  can  see  as  far  into  a  brick  wall  as  most 
people,  but  you  cannot  see  what  is  going-on  on  the  other  side." 

"All  the  same,  Terence,"  O'Grady  said  doggedly,  "  to  the  end 
of  me  life  I  will  always  believe  that  you  had  a  hand  in  the 
matter.  There  is  no  one  else  that  I  know  of  except  you  and 
Ryan  who  Avould  have  had  the  cheek  to  do  such  a  thing,  and 
I  don't  believe  that  you  can  deny  it  yourself." 

"I  shall  not  trouble  myself  to  plead  not  guilty,  except 
before  a  regularly  constituted  court,"  Terence  laughed.  "At 
any  rate,  as  when  the  march  begins  we  shall  go  on  first  as 
scouts,  it  may  be  that  I  shall  send  in  news  which  will  turn 
out  a  British  army  again." 

"  I  will  forgive  you  if  you  do,  for  it  is  likely  that  we  should 
have  some  divarsion  after  turning  out,  instead  of  marching  out 
and  back  again  like  a  regiment  of  omadhauns." 


CHAPTER    XXII. 

NEWS    FROM   HOME. 

A  WEEK  after  arriving  at  Abrantes,  seeing  that  there  was 
no  probability  whatever  of  fighting  for  a  time,  Terence 
had  suggested  to  Herrara  that  it  would  be  a  good  opportunity 
for  him  to  run  down  to  Lisbon  for  a  few  days  to  see  his  fiancee 
and  his  friends  in  the  town. 

"  I  don't  know  who  you  really  ought  to  apply  to  for  leave," 
he  said,  "  but  as  we  are  a  sort  of  half-independent  corps,  it  seems 
the  simplest  way  for  me  to  take  the  responsibility.  Nobody 
is  ever  likely  to  ask  any  questions  about  it;  and  now  that  it 
will  simply  be  a  matter  of  hard  drill  till  the  army  moves  again, 
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you  can  be  very  well  spared.  If  it  is  company  work,  it  is 
the  captain's  business.  If  the  two  regiments  are  manoeuvring 
together  they  will  of  course  be  under  Bull  and  Macwitty,  and 
I  should  be  acting  as  brigadier." 

"I  should  like  to  go  very  much,"  Herrara  said.  "I  have 
not  yet  had  the  pleasure  of  introducing  myself  to  my  family 
and  friends  as  a  lieutenant-colonel.  Of  course,  I  wrote  to  my 
people  when  I  received  the  commission  from  Lord  Beresford; 
but  it  would  be  really  fun  to  surprise  some  of  my  school 
fellows  and  comrades,  so  if  you  think  that  it  will  not  be  incon 
venient,  I  should  like  very  much  to  go." 

"  Then  if  I  were  you  I  should  start  at  once.  I  will  give  you 
a  sort  of  formal  letter  of  leave  in  case  you  are  questioned  as 
you  go  down.  You  can  get  to  Santarem  to-night  and  to  Lisbon 
to-morrow  afternoon." 

"  Is  there  anything  that  I  can  do  for  you  V 

"  Yes,  I  wish  you  would  ask  Don  Jos6  if  he  will,  through  his 
friends  at  Oporto,  find  out  whether  my  cousin's  mother  was 
there  at  the  time  the  French  entered,  and  if  she  was,  whether 
she  got  through  that  horrible  business  unhurt.  I  have  been 
hearing  about  it  from  my  friends,  who  were  a  couple  of  days 
there  before  the  force  marched  to  Braga.  They  tell  me  that, 
by  all  accounts,  the  business  was  even  worse  than  we  feared. 
The  French  came  upon  some  of  their  comrades  tied  to  posts 
in  the  great  square  horribly  mutilated,  some  of  them  with 
their  eyes  put  out,  still  living,  and  after  that  they  spared  no 
one;  and,  upon  my  word,  I  can  hardly  blame  them,  and  in 
fact  don't  blame  them  at  all,  so  long  as  they  only  wreaked 
their  vengeance  on  men.  The  people  made  it  worse  for  them 
selves  by  keeping  up  a  desultory  fire  from  windows  and  house 
tops  when  resistance  had  long  ceased  to  be  of  any  use;  and, 
of  course,  seeing  their  comrades  shot  down  in  this  way  infu 
riated  the  troops  still  further. 
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"  I  don't  suppose  it  will  make  the  slightest  difference  in  the 
world  to  my  cousin  whether  her  mother  is  dead  or  not,  for  I 
fancy  from  what  Mary  said  that  her  mother  never  cared  for 
her  in  the  slightest.  Possibly  she  was  jealous  that  the  child  had 
the  first  place  in  the  father's  affections.  However  that  may  be, 
there  was  certainly  no  great  love  between  them,  and,  of  course, 
her  subsequent  treatment  of  my  cousin  destroyed  any  affection 
that  might  have  existed.  That,  either  by  some  deed  executed 
at  the  time  of  marriage,  or  by  Portuguese  law,  Mary  has  a 
right  to  the  estate  at  her  mother's  death,  is  clear  from  the 
efforts  they  made  to  get  her  to  renounce  that  right.  Still, 
there  is  no  more  chance  of  her  ever  inheriting  it  than  there 
would  be  of  her  flying.  As  a  nun  she  would  naturally  have 
to  renounce  all  property,  and  no  doubt  the  law  of  this  priest- 
ridden  country  would  decide  that  she  had  done  so.  She  tells 
me — and,  I  am  sure,  truly — that  she  refused  to  open  her  lips 
to  say  a  single  word  when  she  was  forced  to  go  through 
the  ceremony ;  but  as,  no  doubt,  a  score  of  witnesses  would  be 
brought  forward  to  swear  that  she  answered  all  the  usual 
questions  and  renounced  all  worldly  possessions,  that  denial 
would  go  for  nothing." 

"  Besides,"  Herrara  said,  "  it  would  never  do  for  her  to  set 
foot  in  Portugal.  She  would  be  seized  as  an  escaped  nun 
immediately,  and  would  never  be  heard  of  again." 

"I  have  no  doubt  that  that  would  be  so,  Herrara;  and  as 
she  has  a  nice  fortune  from  her  father,  you  may  be  sure  that 
she  will  not  trouble  about  the  estates  here,  and  her  mother 
would  be  welcome  to  do  as  she  likes  with  them,  which  is,  after 
all,  not  unreasonable,  as  they  are  her  property  and  descended 
to  her  from  her  father.  Still,  I  should  be  glad  to  learn,  if  it 
does  not  give  any  great  trouble,  whether  if,  as  is  almost  certain 
— for  the  people  from  all  the  country  round  took  refuge  there 
long  before  the  French  arrived — she  was  in  Oporto,  and  if  so, 
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whether  she  got  through  the  sack  of  the  town  unharmed.  No 
doubt  Mary  would  be  glad  to  hear." 

"I  am  sure  Don  Jose  would  be  able  to  find  out  for  you 
without  any  difficulty,"  Herrara  said;  "indeed,  I  expect  he 
will  soon  be  going  back  there  himself.  Now  that  there  is 
a  British  garrison  in  the  town,  that  the  bishop  must  be  utterly 
discredited  there,  and  a  good  many  of  his  Junta  must  have 
been  killed,  while  the  rabble  of  the  town  has  been  thoroughly 
discomfited,  the  place  will  be  more  comfortable  to  live  in  than 
it  has  been  for  a  long  time  past.  Is  there  anything  else  I  can 
do  for  you?" 

"  Nothing  whatever." 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later  Herrara  left  for  Lisbon,  bearing 
many  messages  of  kind  regards  on  Terence's  part  to  Don  Jose 
and  his  family.  Terence's  last  words  were : 

"  By  the  way,  Herrara,  if  you  should  be  able  to  find  at  any 
store  in  Lisbon  some  Irish  whisky,  I  wish  you  would  get  six 
dozen  cases  for  me,  or  what  would  be  more  handy,  a  sixteen 
or  eighteen  gallon  keg,  and  could  get  it  sent  on  by  some  cart 
coming  here,  I  should  be  very  much  obliged.  It  had  better  be 
sent  to  me,  care  of  Colonel  Corcoran,  Mayo  Fusiliers,  Abrantes. 
I  should  like  to  be  able  to  give  a  glass  to  my  friends  when 
they  ride  out  to  see  me.  But  have  the  barrel  or  cases  sewn 
up  in  canvas  before  the  address  is  put  on;  I  would  not  trust  it 
to  the  escort  of  any  British  guard  if  they  were  aware  of  the 
nature  of  the  contents.  Wine  would  be  safe  with  them,  for 
they  can  get  that  anywhere,  but  it  would  be  too  much  for  the 
honesty  of  any  Irishman  if  he  were  to  see  a  cask  labelled  Irish 
whisky." 

A  week  later  Colonel  Corcoran  said  when  Terence  rode 
in: 

"  By  the  bye,  O'Connor,  there  is  a  cask  of  wine  for  you  at  my 
quarters,  it  was  brought  up  by  an  ammunition  train  this  morn- 
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ing.     The  officer  said  that  a  Portuguese  colonel  had  begged 
him  so  earnestly  to  bring  it  up  that  he  could  not  refuse." 

"It  was  Herrara,  no  doubt,  Colonel;  he  has  gone  down  to 
Lisbon  for  a  week." 

"Ah!  I  suppose  he  sent  you  a  keg  of  choice  wine." 

"  You  shall  taste  it  next  time  you  come  out,  Colonel.  I  have 
been  wishing  that  I  had  something  better  than  the  ordinary 
wine  of  the  country  to  offer  when  you  come  over  to  see  me. 
I  will  send  over  a  couple  of  men  with  a  cart  in  the  morning  to 
bring  it  out  to  me." 

On  leaving  that  evening  Terence  invited  all  the  officers  who 
could  get  away  from  duty  to  come  over  to  lunch  the  next 
day. 

"Bring  your  knives  and  forks  with  you,"  he  said;  "and  I 
think  you  had  better  bring  your  plates  too,  I  fancy  four  are 
all  I  can  muster." 

Early  next  morning  Terence  told  Bull  and  Macwitty  that 
he  expected  a  dozen  officers  out  to  lunch  with  him.  "  And  I 
want  you  to  lunch  with  me  too.  I  know  that  Captain 
O'Grady  and  others  have  asked  you  several  times  to  go  in  and 
dine  at  mess,  and  that  you  have  not  gone.  I  hope  to-day  you 
will  meet  them  at  luncheon.  I  can  understand  that  you  feel 
a  little  uncomfortable  at  this  first  meeting  with  a  lot  of 
officers  as  officers  yourselves;  but  of  course  you  must  do  it 
sooner  or  later,  and  it  would  be  much  better  doing  so  at  once. 

" The  next  thing  is,  what  can  I  give  them  to  eat?  I  should 
be  glad  if  you  will  send  out  a  dozen  foraging  parties  in 
different  directions;  there  must  be  little  villages  scattered 
among  the  hills  that  have  so  far  escaped  French  and  English 
plunderers.  Let  each  party  take  four  or  five  dollars  with 
them.  I  want  anything  that  can  be  got,  but  my  idea  is  a 
couple  of  young  kids,  three  or  four  ducks,  or  a  couple  of  geese, 
as  many  chickens,  and  of  course  any  vegetables  that  you  can 
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get  hold  of.  My  man  Sancho  is  a  capital  cook,  and  he  will 
get  fires  ready  and  two  or  three  assistants.  They  will  be  here 
by  one  o'clock,  so  the  foraging  parties  had  better  return  by 
ten." 

"If  there  is  anything  to  be  brought  you  shall  have  it, 
Colonel,"  Bull  said;  "Macwitty  and  I  will  both  go  ourselves, 
and  we  will  get  half  a  dozen  of  the  captains  to  go  too;  between 
us  it  is  hard  if  we  don't  manage  to  get  enough." 

By  ten  o'clock  the  officers  rode  in,  almost  every  one  of  them 
having  some  sort  of  bird  or  beast  hanging  from  his  saddle-bow; 
there  were  two  kids,  a  sucking  pig,  two  hares,  half  a  dozen 
chickens,  three  geese,  and  five  ducks,  while  the  nets  which  they 
carried  for  forage  for  their  horses  were  filled  with  vegetables. 
Half  a  dozen  fires  had  already  been  lighted,  and  Sancho  had 
obtained  as  many  assistants,  so  that  by  the  time  the  colonel 
and  fifteen  officers  rode  up  lunch  was  ready. 

After  chatting  for  a  few  minutes  with  them  Terence  led  the 
way  to  a  rough  table  that  was  placed  under  the  shade  of  a 
tree.  Ammunition-boxes  were  arranged  along  for  seats.  Al 
though  but  a  portion  of  what  had  been  brought  in  had  been 
cooked,  the  effect  of  the  table  was  imposing. 

"  Why,  O'Connor,"  the  colonel  said,  "  have  you  got  one  of 
the  genii,  like  Aladdin,  and  ordered  him  to  bring  up  a  banquet 
for  you?  I  have  not  seen  a  winged  thing  since  we  marched 
from  Coimbra,  and  here  you  have  got  all  the  luxuries  of  the 
season.  No  wonder  you  like  independent  action  if  this  is 
what  comes  of  it;  there  have  we  been  feeding  on  tough 
ration  beef,  and  here  are  the  contents  of  a  whole  farmyard." 

Almost  all  the  officers  had  been  out  before,  and  Bull  and 
Macwitty  had  been  introduced  to  them.  They  now  all  sat 
down  to  the  meal. 

"  I  am  sorry  Major  O'Driscol  is  not  here,"  Terence  said. 

"  He  could  not  get  away,"  the  colonel  said  from  the  other 
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end  of  the  table.  "  If  the  general  had  come  round  and  there 
hadn't  been  a  field-officer  left  to  meet  him  there  would  have 
been  a  row  over  it.  I  have  brought  pretty  nearly  all  the 
officers  with  me,  and  I  dared  not  stretch  it  further." 

"O'Grady,"  Terence  said,  "I  wish  you  would  carve  this 
hare  for  me,  I  have  no  idea  how  it  ought  to  be  cut.  I  can 
manage  a  chicken,  or  a  duck,  but  this  is  beyond  me  altogether." 

"  I  will  do  it  gladly,  Terence;  faith,  it  is  a  comfort  to  find 
that  there  is  something  you  can't  do."  And  so  with  much 
laughter  and  fun  the  meal  was  eaten. 

"You  have  not  told  us  yet  where  you  got  all  these  pro 
visions,  O'Connor,"  the  colonel  said;  "it  is  too  bad  to  keep  all 
the  good  things  to  yourself." 

"It  has  been  the  work  of  eight  officers,  Colonel;  they  rode 
off  this  morning  in  different  directions  among  the  hills,  and 
there  was  not  one  of  them  who  returned  empty-handed." 

"The  wine  is  fairly  good,"  the  colonel  said  as  he  set  down 
his  tin  mug  after  a  long  draught,  "but  it  was  scarce  worth 
sending  all  the  way  up  from  Lisbon." 

"That  has  to  follow,  Colonel;  I  thought  you  would  ap 
preciate  it  better  after  you  have  done  eating." 

"  I  have  not  had  such  a  male  since  we  left  Athlone,"  O'Grady 
said,  when  at  last  he  reluctantly  laid  down  his  knife  and  fork. 
"  Be  jabers,  it  would  be  all  up  with  me  if  the  French  were  to 
put  in  an  appearance  now,  for  faith  I  don't  think  I  could  run  a 
yard  to  save  me  life ! " 

The  tin  mugs  were  all  taken  away  and  washed  when  the 
table  was  cleared. 

"You  are  mighty  particular,  O'Connor,"  the  colonel  said. 
"  One  mug  is  good  enough  for  us.  If  we  liquored-up  a  dozen 
times — which,  by  the  way,  we  never  do — one  of  these  wines  is 
pretty  well  like  another,  and  if  there  was  a  slight  difference  it 
would  not  matter." 
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When  the  board  was  cleared  a  large  jug  was  placed  before 
Terence,  and  some  water-bottles  at  various  points  of  the  table. 

"I  thought,  Colonel,  that  you  might  prefer  spirits  even  to 
the  wine,"  Terence  said. 

"And  you  are  right,  O'Connor.  A  good  glass  of  wine 
after  a  good  dinner  is  no  bad  thing,  but  after  such  a  meal  as 
we  have  eaten  I  think  that  even  this  bastely  spirit  of  theirs — 
which,  after  all,  is  not  so  bad  when  you  get  accustomed  to  it — 
is  better  than  wine;  it  settles  matters  a  bit." 

Terence  poured  some  of  the  spirit  from  a  jug  into  his  tin 
and  filled  it  up  with  water.  "  Help  yourself,"  he  said,  passing 
the  jug  to  O'Grady,  who  sat  next  to  him. 

O'Grady  was  about  to  do  so  when  he  suddenly  set  the  jug 
down. 

"  By  the  powers,"  he  exclaimed  in  astonishment,  "  but  it  is 
the  real  cratur!" 

"Go  on,  O'Grady,  go  on,  the  others  are  all  waiting  while 
you  are  looking  at  it.  If  you  feel  too  surprised  to  take  it,  pass 
the  jug  on." 

O'Grady  grasped  it.  "  I  will  defind  it  Avid  me  life ! "  he  ex 
claimed.  In  the  meantime  the  colonel  had  filled  his  mug. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said  solemnly,  after  raising  it  to  his  lips, 
"  O'Grady  is  right;  it  is  Irish  whisky,  and  good  at  that." 

"It  is  a  cruel  trick  you've  played  on  us,"  O'Grady  said  with 
a  sigh,  as  he  replaced  the  empty  mug  upon  the  table.  "  I  had 
almost  forgotten  the  taste,  and  had  come  to  take  kindly  to  the 
stuff  here.  Now  I  shall  have  to  go  through  it  all  again.  It 
is  like  holding  the  cup  to  the  lips  of  that  old  heathen  Tartarus, 
and  taking  it  away  again." 

"  Tantalus,  O'Grady." 

"Och,  what  does  it  matter,  when  he  has  been  dead  and 
buried  thousands  of  years,  how  he  spilt  his  name!  Where 
did  you  get  it  from,  Terence?" 


NEWS   FROM   HOME.  377 

"I  asked  Herrara  to  try  and  find  some  for  me  at  Lisbon;  I 
thought  it  was  most  likely  that  some  English  merchant  there 
would  have  laid  in  a  stock,  and  it  seems  that  he  has  found 
one." 

"Do  you  hear  that,  Colonel?  There  is  whisky  to  be  had 
at  Lisbon,  and  us  not  know  it." 

"Well,  Captain  O'Grady,  all  I  can  say  is  that  I  shall  at 
dinner  this  evening  move  a  vote  of  censure  upon  you  as  mess 
president  for  not  having  discovered  the  fact  before." 

"Don't  talk  of  dinner,  Colonel;  there  is  not  one  of  us  could 
think  of  sitting  down  to  ration  beef  after  such  a  male  as  we 
have  had — and  with  whisky  here,  too !  I  move,  Colonel,  that 
no  further  mintion  be  made  of  dinner.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
Terence  will  give  us  some  divilled  bones — there  is  as  much 
left  on  the  table  as  we  have  eaten  —  before  we  start  home 
to-night." 

"  I  will  do  that  with  pleasure.  In  fact,  it  is  exactly  what  I 
reckoned  upon,"  Terence  replied. 

"  I  think,  O'Grady,  we  must  send  to  Lisbon  for  some  of  this." 

"  Is  it  only  think,  Colonel  ?  Faith,  I  would  go  down  for  it 
myself,  if  I  had  to  walk  with  pays  in  my  boots  and  to  carry 
it  back  on  me  shoulders.  Can  I  find  Herrara  there?"  he 
asked. 

"Yes,  I  can  give  you  the  address  where  he  will  be  found." 

"  Anyhow,  Colonel,"  O'Flaherty  said,  "  I  must — and  I'm  sure 
all  present  will  join  me  in  the  matter — protest  against  Captain 
O'Grady  going  down  to  Lisbon  to  fetch  whisky  for  the  mess. 
You  must  know,  sir,  as  well  as  I  do,  that  he  would  never 
return  again,  and  we  should  probably  hear  some  day  that  his 
body  had  been  found  by  the  side  of  the  road  with  three  or 
four  empty  kegs  beside  him." 

There  was  a  general  burst  of  agreement. 

"  Perhaps,  Dr.  O'Flaherty,"  O'Grady  said,  in  a  tone  of  wither- 
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ing  sarcasm,  "  it's  yourself  who  would  like  to  be  the  messen 
ger?" 

"There  might  be  a  worse  one,"  O'Flaherty  said  calmly, 
"  but  as  I  believe  that  Captain  Hall  is  going  down  on  a  week's 
leave  to-morrow,  I  propose  that  he,  being  an  Englishman,  and 
therefore  more  trustworthy  than  any  Irish  member  of  the 
mess  would  be  on  such  a  mission,  be  requested  to  purchase 
some  for  the  use  of  the  mess,  and  to  escort  it  back  again. 
How  much  shall  I  say,  Colonel  1 " 

"That  is  a  grave  matter,  and  not  to  be  answered  hastily, 
Doctor.  Let  me  see,  there  are  thirty-two  officers  with  the 
regiment.  Now,  what  would  you  say  would  be  a  fair  allow 
ance  per  day  for  each  man  ? " 

"I  should  say  half  a  bottle,  Colonel.  There  are  some  of 
them  won't  take  as  much,  but  O'Grady  will  square  matters  up." 

"I  protest  against  the  insinuation,"  O'Grady  said  rising; 
"and  moreover,  I  would  observe,  that  it  is  mighty  little  would 
be  left  for  me  after  each  man  had  taken  his  whack." 

"  That  is  sixteen  bottles  a  day.  For  a  continuance  I  should 
consider  that  too  much;  but  seeing  that  we  have  been  out  of 
dacent  liquor  for  a  month,  and  may  have  but  a  fortnight  after 
it  arrives,  to  make  up  for  lost  time  we  will  say  sixteen  bottles." 

"Make  it  three  gallons,"  O'Grady  said  persuasively;  "we 
shall  be  having  lots  of  men  drop  in  when  it  gets  known  that  we 
have  got  a  supply." 

"There  is  something  in  that,  O'Grady.  Well,  we  will  say 
three  gallons — that  is  forty -two  gallons  for  a  fortnight.  We 
will  commission  Captain  Hall  to  bring  back  that  quantity." 

"  If  you  say  forty-five,  Colonel,  it  will  give  us  a  drop  in  our 
flasks  to  start  with,  and  we  are  as  likely  to  be  fifteen  days  as 
fourteen  anyway." 

"Let  it  be  forty-five  then,"  the  colonel  assented.  "Will 
you  undertake  that,  Captain  Hall?" 
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"Willingly,  Colonel.  I  will  get  the  whisky  emptied  into 
wine  casks,  and  as  I  know  one  of  the  chief  commissaries  at 
Lisbon,  I  can  get  it  brought  up  with  the  wine  for  the 
troops." 

After  sitting  for  a  couple  of  hours,  the  colonel  proposed  that 
they  should  all  go  for  a  walk,  while  those  who  preferred  it 
should  take  a  nap  in  the  shade. 

"I  move,  O'Connor,"  he  said,  "that  this  meeting  be  adjourned 
until  sunset." 

"  I  think  that  will  be  a  very  good  plan,  Colonel." 

The  proposal  was  carried  out.  O'Grady  and  a  few  others 
declared  that  they  should  prefer  a  nap.  The  rest  started  on 
foot,  and  sauntered  about  in  the  shade  of  the  wood  for  a  couple 
of  hours,  then  all  gathered  at  the  table  again.  At  eight  o'clock 
grilled  joints  of  fowls  and  ducks  were  put  upon  the  table,  and 
at  nine  all  mounted  and  rode  back  to  Abrantes. 

"How  many  of  those  quart  jugs  have  been  filled,  Sanchol" 

"Eight,  sir." 

"  That  is  not  so  bad,"  Terence  said  to  Macwitty.  "  That  is 
twelve  bottles;  and  as  there  were  sixteen  and  our  three  selves, 
that  is  only  about  two  bottles  between  three  men. " 

"  I  call  that  vera  moderate  under  the  circumstances,  Colonel," 
Macwitty  said  gravely.  "  I  have  drank  more  myself  many  a 
time." 

"  They  were  a  good  many  hours  over  it  too,"  Terence  added; 
"you  may  say  it  was  two  sittings.  You  will  see  that  we 
shall  have  a  great  many  callers  from  the  camp  for  the  next 
few  days." 

A  fortnight  later  Terence  received  a  letter  from  Don  Jose, 
saying  that  he  had  heard  from  his  friend  at  Oporto,  and  that 
they  informed  him  that  the  Senora  Johanna  O'Connor  had  been 
killed  at  the  sack  of  Oporto.  She  had  left  her  own  house  and 
taken  refuge  at  the  bishop's.  That  place  had  been  defended 
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to  the  last,  and  when  the  infuriated  French  broke  in,  all  within 
its  walls  had  been  killed. 

Terence  was  not  altogether  sorry  to  hear  the  news.  The 
woman  had  been  a  party  to  the  cruel  imprisonment  of  Mary. 
No  doubt  his  cousin  would  feel  her  death,  but  her  grief  could 
not  be  very  deep;  and  it  was,  he  thought,  just  as  well  for  her 
that  her  connection  with  Portugal  should  be  altogether  severed. 
Her  mother  might  have  endeavoured  to  tempt  her  to  return 
there;  and  although  he  felt  sure  that  she  would  not  succeed  in 
this,  she  might  at  least  have  caused  some  trouble,  and  it  was 
better  that  there  should  be  an  end  of  it.  As  to  the  woman 
herself,  she  had  been  in  agreement  with  the  bishop,  had  been 
mixed  up  in  his  intrigues,  and  her  death  was  caused  by  her 
misplaced  confidence  in  him.  Of  course  she  had  not  known 
that  he  had  left  the  town,  and  thought  that  under  his  protec 
tion  she  would  be  safe  in  the  palace. 

"She  must  have  been  a  bad  lot,"  he  said  to  himself.  "Evi 
dently  she  did  not  make  her  husband  happy,  and  persecuted  her 
daughter,  and  I  regret  her  death  no  more  than  any  other  of 
the  ten  thousand  people  who  fell  in  Oporto." 

A  few  days  later  he  received  letters  both  from  his  father  and 
Mary.  Being  under  eighteen  he  opened  the  former  first. 

My  Dear  Terence, 

I  have  heard  all  about  you  and  your  doings  jrom  Mary, 
and  I  am  proud  of  you.  It  is  grand  satisfaction  that  you  should 
have  won  your  lieutenancy,  and  that  you  should  be  on  the  general's 
staff;  as  to  your  being  a  colonel,  although  only  a  Portuguese  one,  it 
is  simply  astounding.  I  don't  care  so  much  about  the  rank,  for  the 
Pwtuguese  officers  are  pom-  creatures,  not  one  in  fifty  of  them  knows 
anything  of  his  duty;  but  what  I  do  value  is  your  independent  com 
mand.  That  will  give  you  opportunities  for  distinguishing  yourself 
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that  can  never  fall  in  the  way  of  a  subaltern  of  the  line,  and  I 
fancy,  now  that  you  have  got  Wellesley  at  the  head,  there  mil  be 
plenty  of  such  opportunities. 

I  was  delighted,  as  you  may  guess,  when  I  got  Mary's  letter  from 
London.  I  had  just  settled  at  the  old  house,  and  mighty  lonely  I  felt 
with  no  one  to  speak  to,  and  the  wind  whistling  in  at  the  broken 
windows,  and  the  whole  place  in  confusion.  So  putting  aside  Mary, 
I  was  glad  enough  to  have  some  excuse  for  running  away.  I  took  the 
next  coach  for  Dublin;  found,  by  good  luck,  a  packet  just  sailing  for 
London;  and  got  there  a  week  later.  She  is  a  nice  girl  and  a  pretty 
one;  but  I  suppose  I  need  not  tell  you  that.  I  told  her  it  was  a  poor 
place  I  was  going  to  take  her  to,  but  she  would  be  as  welcome  as  the 
flowers  in  May;  but  she  only  laughed  and  said,  that  after  being  shut 
up  for  a  year  in  a  single  room,  and  having  nothing  but  bread  and 
water,  it  would  not  matter  a  pin  to  her  what  it  was  like. 

She  was  in  a  grand  house,  and  Mrs.  Nelson  insisted  on  my 
putting  up  there.  We  stopped  three  days  and  then  we  took  ship  to 
Cork.  We  had  to  prove  that  the  money  lying  there  belonged  to  me; 
that  is  to  say,  that  I  was  the  person  in  whose  name  it  had  been 
put.  I  had  all  sort  of  botheration  about  it,  but  luckily  I  knew  the 
colonel  of  the  regiment  there,  and  he  went  to  the  bank  with  me  and 
testified.  Then  we  came  down  here,  and  Mary  hadn't  been  here  a 
day  before  she  began  to  spend  money.  I  said  I  would  not  allow 
it;  and  she  said  I  could  not  help  it,  the  money  was  her  own,  and 
she  could  spend  it  as  she  liked,  which  was  true  enough;  and  at 
present  the  place  is  more  topsy-turvy  than  ever. 

I  won't  have  anything  to  do  with  giving  orders,  but  she  has  got  a 
score  of  masons  and  carpenters  over  from  Athlone,  and  she  is  turning 
the  old  place  upside  down.  I  sha'n't  know  it  myself  when  she  has  done 
with  it.  There  is  not  a  place  Jit  to  sit  down  in,  and  we  are  living  for 
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the  time  at  the  inn  at  Kilnally,  three  miles  away,  and  drive  backwards 
and  forwards  to  the  house.  Except  that  we  quarrel  over  that,  we  get 
on  first-rate  together.  She  is  never  tired  of  talking  about  you,  and 
when  I  hinted  one  day  that  it  was  ridiculous  your  being  made  a 
colonel,  she  spurred  up  like  a  young  bantam,  and  more  than  hinted 
that  if  you  had  been  appointed  commander-in-chief  instead  of  Sir 
Arthur  it  would  not  have  been  beyond  your  deserts. 

My  wound  hurts  me  a  bit  sometimes,  but  I  am  able  to  get  about 
all  right,  and  the  surgeon  says  in  a  few  months  I  shall  be  able  to 
walk  as  straight  as  anyone.  And  so  good-bye!  I  don't  think  I  ever 
wrote  such  a  long  letter  before,  and  as  Mary  will  be  telling  you  every 
thing  I  don't  suppose  I  shall  ever  write  such  a  long  one  again. 

Terence  laughed  as  lie  put  the  letter  down  and  opened  one 
from  his  cousin. 

Dear  Cousin  Terence, 

Here  I  am  with  your  father  as  happy  as  a  bird,  and 
as  free.  I  sing  about  the  place  all  day,  my  heart  is  so  light,  and 
should  be  perfectly  happy  were  it  not  that  I  am  afraid  that  you  will 
be  fighting  again  soon,  and  then  I  shall  be  very  anxious  about  you. 
Your  father  is  just  what  I  thought  he  would  be  from  what  I  know  of 
you.  He  is  as  kind  as  if  he  was  my  own  father,  and  reminds  me 
of  him.  You  told  me  it  was  a  tumble-down  old  place,  and  it  is. 
When  we  came  it  was  only  fit  for  owls  to  live  in,  so  of  course  I  set 
to  work  at  once.  Your  father  was  very  foolish  about  it,  but  of  course 
I  had  my  way.  What  is  the  use  of  having  money  and  living  in  an 
owl's  nest?  So  I  have  set  a  lot  of  men  to  work. 

Your  father  won't  interfere  with  it  one  way  or  the  other.  I  had 
a  builder  down;  he  shook  his  head  over  it  and  said  that  it  would  be 
cheaper  to  putt  it  down  and  build  a  new  one;  but  as  it  was  an  old 
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family  house  I  could  not  do  that.  However,  between  ourselves,  I 
don't  think  there  will  be  much  of  the  old  one  left  by  the  time  we  have 
finished.  It  looks  awful  at  present.  I  am  building  a  new  wall 
against  the  old  one,  so  that  it  mil  look  just  the  same,  only  it  mil  be 
new.  The  windows  are  going  to  be  made  bigger,  and  there  will  be 
a  new  roof  put  on.  Inside  it  will  all  have  to  come  down,  all  the 
woodwork  was  so  rotten  that  it  was  dangerous  to  walk  upstairs.  It 
is  great  fun  looking  after  the  workmen.  And  though  your  father 
does  keep  on  grumbling  and  saying  that  I  am  destroying  the  old 
place,  I  don't  think  he  really  minds. 

As  I  tell  him,  one  could  live  in  a  house  without  windows  nine 
months  in  the  year  in  Portugal,  but  it  is  not  so  in  Ireland.  One 
wants  comfort,  Terence;  and,  as  I  have  plenty  of  money,  I  don't  see 
why  we  should  not  liave  it.  You  can  sleep  on  the  ground,  and  go 
from  morning  till  night  in  wet  clothes,  when  you  are  on  a  cam 
paign,  but  that  is  no  reason  why  you  should  do  it  at  other  times. 
The  weather  is  fine  here  now,  at  least  your  father  says  it  is  fine,  and 
I  want  to  get  everything  pushed  on  and  finished  before  it  changes  to 
what  even  he  will  admit  is  wet.  The  people  here  seem  all  very  nice 
and  pleasant.  They  are  delighted  at  having  your  father  back  again. 
I  drive  about  with  him  a  great  deal,  and  we  call  upon  the  neighbours, 
who  all  seem  very  pleased  that  the  house  is  going  to  be  occupied  again. 

The  poor  people  seem-  very  poor.  I  don't  know  that  they  are 
poorer  than  they  are  in  Portugal,  but  I  think  they  look  poorer;  but 
they  don't  seem  to  mind  much.  I  have  made  great  friends  with 
most  of  the  children  already,  and  always  go  about  with  a  large  bag 
of  sweetmeats  in  what  your  father  calls  "the  trap".  I  think  of 
you  very  often,  Terence,  and  your  father  and  I  generally  talk  about 
you  all  the  evening.  By  what  he  says  you  must  have  been  a  very 
naughty  boy  indeed  before  you  became  a  soldier.  Do  take  care  of 
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yourself.  We  shall  be  very  very  anxious  about  you  as  soon  as  we 
hear  that  fighting  has  begun  again.  I  hope  you  think  very  often  of 
your  very  loving  cousin, 

MARY  O'CONNOR. 

"  She  will  do  a  world  of  good  to  my  father,"  Terence  said 
to  himself  as  he  put  down  the  letters.  "After  being  so  long 
in  the  regiment  he  would  have  felt  being  alone  in  that  old  place 
horribly,  especially  as  it  has,  of  course,  been  a  terrible  trial  to 
him  to  be  laid  aside  just  as  a  big  campaign  is  beginning.  She 
will  keep  him  alive,  and  he  won't  have  any  time  to  mope. 
Even  if  for  no  other  reason,  it  is  a  lucky  thing  indeed  that  I 
was  able  to  get  Mary  out.  I  sha'n't  feel  a  bit  anxious  about 
him  now." 


THE  END. 
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A  Knight  Of  the  White  CrOSS:  A  Tale  of  the  Siege  of  Ehodes. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6*. 

"  Mr.  Henty  is  as  vigorous  as  ever  in  the  narrative  of  his  heroes'  exploits,  and  the  valiant 
resistance  of  the  Knights  against  the  Sultan's  great  host.  Boys  will  be  fascinated  with  this 
vivid  and  lifelike  picture  of  what  we  can  only  regard  as  one  of  the  most  striking  features  of 
mediaeval  chivalry— the  long  and  stubborn  light  made  by  the  successive  defenders  of  Jeru 
salem,  Acre,  Rhodes,  and  finally  Malta,  against  overwhelming  odds." — Spectator. 
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BLACKIE   AND   SON'S   BOOKS   FOR   YOUNG   PEOPLE. 

BY  G.  A.   HENTY. 

"Schoolboys  owe  a  deep  debt  of  gratitude  to  Mr.  Henty." — The  Record. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges.      With  12  page  illustrations 
by  eminent  artists.     Price  6s.  each. 

The  Tiger  Of  Mysore :    A  Story  of  the  War  with  Tippoo  Saib.     By 
G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"Mr.  Henty  not  only  concocts  a  thrilling  tale,  he  weaves  fact  and  fiction  together  with 
so  skilful  a  hand  that  the  reader  cannot  help  acquiring  a  just  and  clear  view  of  that  fierce 
and  terrible  struggle  wnich  gave  to  us  our  Indian  Empire."— Athenaeum. 

When  London  Burned :  A  Story  of  Restoration  Times  and  the  Great 
Fire.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"  The  story  conveys  a  graphic  idea  of  the  troubles  brought  about  by  the  Fire  of  London  and 
the  Great  Plague.  The  reader  can  hardly  fail  to  carry  away  a  vivid  impression  of  the  vast 
city  wrapped  in  a  pall  of  death  and  then  swept  by  a  pillar  of  llame.  The  illustrations 
are  decidedly  above  the  average  of  merit,  and  have  evidently  been  drawn  with  careful  regard 
to  historic  veracity." — Daily  Telegraph. 

At    AginCOUrt:    A  Tale  of  the   White   Hoods  of   Paris.     By  G.   A. 
HENTY.     6s. 

"Mr.  Henty  has  taken  for  his  subject  the  war  between  the  houses  of  Orleans  and  Burgundy. 
It  has  the  general  characteristics  of  his  work — spirit,  abundanoe  of  incident,  and  a  sufficiently 
careful  presentment  of  the  features  of  the  time."— Spectator. 

The   Lion  Of  St.  Mark :  A  Tale  of  Venice  in  the  Fourteenth  Century. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"  Every  boy  should  read  Th«  Lion  of  St.  Mark.  Mr.  Henty  has  never  produced  any  story 
more  delightful,  more  wholesome,  or  more  vivacious.  From  first  to  last  it  will  be  read 
with  keen  enjoyment."— Saturday  Review. 

By   England's   Aid:    The   Freeing  of  the   Netherlands  (1585-1604). 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"  By  England's  Aid  carries  on  the  story  of  the  struggle  of  the  Netherlands  for  indepen 
dence—carries  it,  in  fact,  till  the  fall  of  Ostend.  Mr.  Henty  takes  care  to  introduce  into  his 
story  the  principal  events  of  the  war,  and  his  descriptions  of  battles  and  sieges  are  lucid  and 
picturesque. " — Spectator. 

With  Wolfe  in   Canada:  or,  The  Winning  of  a  Continent.    By  G.  A. 
HKNTY.     6s. 

"A  model  of  what  a  boys'  story-book  should  be.  Mr.  Henty  has  a  great  power  of  infusing 
into  the  dead  facts  of  history  new  life,  and  as  no  pains  are  spared  by  him  to  ensure  accuracy, 
his  books  supply  useful  aids  to  study  as  well  as  amusement." — School  Guardian. 

Bonnie   Prince  Charlie:    A  Tale  of  Fontenoy  and   Culloden.      By 
G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"A  book  for  boys,  very  much  as  Quentin  Durward  is  a  book  for  boys.  As  its  name  indicates, 
It  deals  with  Jacobite  intrigues  and  the  Jacobite  rising  in  1746.  But  Mr.  Henty,  with  the 
help  of  Ronald  Leslie,  succeeds  very  skilfully  in  introducing  into  his  story  the  old  connection 
between  Scotland  and  France.  Ronald's  adventures  on  French  ground  are  even  better  than  his 
hairbreadth  escapes  in  Scotland.  Then  Mr.  Henty,  by  his  portraits  of  Malcolm  Anderson  and 
his  douce  brother,  the  bailie,  has  accomplished  the  task  of  reproducing  old  Scotch  humour 
as  illustrated  by  character."— A cademy. 


From  "UNDER   WELLINGTON'S   COMMAND' 
BY  G.  A,  HENTT. 


"*HE  18   WALKING   ALONG    NOW." 


4  BLACKIE   AND   SON'S   BOOKS   FOR   YOUNG   PEOPLE. 

BY    G.   A.   HENTY. 

"  Among  writers  of  stories  of  adventure  Mr.  Henty  stands  in  the  very  first  rank." — Academy. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges.      With  12  page  illustrations 
by  eminent  artists.     Price  6s.  each. 

For    the    Temple:    A  Tale   of  the   Fall  of  Jerusalem.      By   G.    A. 
HENTY.     6s. 

"  Mr.  Henty's  graphic  prose  pictures  of  the  hopeless  Jewish  resistance  to  Roman  sway  adds 
another  leaf  to  his  record  of  the  famous  wars  of  the  world.  The  book  is  one  of  Mr.  Henty's 
cleverest  efforts."— Graphic. 

True  tO  the  Old  Flag:  A  Tale  of  the  American  War  of  Independence. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"Does  justice  to  the  pluck  and  determination  of  the  British  soldiers.  The  son  of  an 
American  loyalist,  who  remains  true  to  our  flag,  falls  among  the  hostile  redskins  in  that  very 
Huron  country  which  has  been  endeared  to  us  by  the  exploits  of  Hawkeye  and  Chingach- 
gook. " — Times. 

With    Lee   in  Virginia:    A  Story  of  the  American  Civil  War.     By 
G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"  The  story  is  a  capital  one  and  full  of  variety.  Young  Wingfleld,  who  is  conscientious, 
spirited,  and  'hard  as  nails',  would  have  been  a  man  after  the  very  heart  of  Stonewall 
Jackson.  "—Times. 

Redskin  and  COW-boy :  A  Tale  of  the  Western  Plains.     By  G.  A. 
HENTY.     6s. 

"It  has  a  good  plot;  it  abounds  in  action;  the  scenes  are  equally  spirited  and  realistic. 
The  pictures  of  life  on  a  cattle  ranche  are  most  graphically  painted,  as  are  the  manners  of 
the  reckless  but  jovial  cow-boys." — Times. 

The   Lion   Of  the   North:    A  Tale  of  Gustavus  Adolphus  and  the 
Wars  of  Religion.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"  A.  praiseworthy  attempt  to  interest  British  youth  in  the  great  deeds  of  the  Scotch  Brigade 
in  the  wars  of  Gustavus  Adolphus.  Mackay,  Hepburn,  and  Munro  live  again  in  Mr.  Henty's 
pages  as  those  deserve  to  live  whose  disciplined  bands  really  formed  the  germ  of  the  modern 
British  army." — Athenceum. 

With   CliVC   in   India:  or,  The  Beginnings  of  an  Empire.     By  G.  A. 
HENTY.     6s. 

"Those  who  know  something  about  India  will  be  the  most  ready  to  thank  Mr.  Henty 
for  giving  them  this  instructive  volume  to  place  in  the  hands  of  their  children."— Academy. 

In   Greek   Waters:    A  Story  of  the  Grecian  War  of  Independence. 
(1821-1827.)     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"There  are  adventures  of  all  kinds  for  the  hero  and  his  friends,  whose  pluck  and  ingenuity 
in  extricating  themselves  from  awkward  fixes  are  always  equal  to  the  occasion.  It  is  nn  ex 
cellent  story,  and  if  the  proportion  of  history  is  smaller  than  usual,  the  whole  result  leaves 
nothing  to  be  desired." — Journal  of  Education. 

The   Dash    for  Khartoum:  A  Tale  of  the  Nile  Expedition  of  1884. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"It  is  literally  true  that  the  narrative  never  flags  for  a  moment;  the  incidents  which  fall 
to  be  recorded  after  the  dash  for  Khartoum  has  been  made  and  failed  are  quite  as  interesting 
as  those  which  precede  it."— Academy. 


BLACKIE   AND   SON'S   BOOKS   FOR   YOUNG   PEOPLE. 


BY    G.    A.    HENTY. 

"  Mr.  Henty  is  one  of  the  best  of  story-tellers  for  young  people." — Spectator. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges.      With  12  page  illustrations 
by  eminent  artists.     Price  6s.  each. 

The    Young    Carthaginian:    A  Story  of  the  Times  of  Hannibal. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"  From  first  to  last  nothing  stays  the  interest  of  the  narrative.     It  bears  us  along  as  on 
a  stream  whose  current  varies  in  direction,  but  never  loses  its  force." — Saturday  Review. 


Through    the    Fray:    A   Story   of  the   Luddite   Eiots. 
HENTY.     6s. 

"Mr.  Henty  inspires  a  love 
for  straightforwardness,  truth, 
and  courage.  This  is  one  of 
the  best  of  the  many  good  books 
he  has  produced,  and  deserves 
to  be  classed  witli  his  Facing 
Death.  "—Standard. 

Captain      Bayley's 

Heir:  A  Tale  of 
the  Gold  Fields. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.  6s. 

"A  Westminster  boy  who 
makes  his  way  in  the  world  by 
hard  work,  good  temper,  and 
unfailing  courage.  The  de 
scriptions  given  of  life  on  board 
a  flat  on  the  Mississippi,  of  the 
march  of  a  gold-seeking  cara 
van,  and  of  the  race  for  wealth 
at  the  Californian  gold-mines, 
are  just  what  a  healthy  intelli 
gent  lad  should  delight  in." 

— St.  James's  Gazette. 

St.    Bartholomew's 

Eve:  A  Tale  of  the 
Hugnenot  Wars.  By 
G.  A.  HENTY.  6s. 

"The  story  opens  at  the  time 
of  the  conference  at  Poissy, 
and  the  hero  goes  to  join  his 
French  relations  and  fight  for 
the  Huguenot  cause.  Tn  the 
course  of  his  adventures  he 


By  G.  A. 


"It  was  with  the  sreatest  difficulty  that  he  fniarded  his  head." 
Reduced  from  "  BOTH   SIDES  THE  BORDER".     (See  page  1.) 


comes  in  contact  with  the  distinguished  people  of  the  day.  Characters  and  scenes  are  alike 
effectively  described  as  Philip  passes  from  one  thrilling  situation  to  another.  The  book  is  all 
that  could  be  wished  from  a  boy's  point  of  view. " — Journal  of  Education. 

BeriC     the     Briton:    A   Story   of  the   Roman   Invasion.     By  G.  A. 
HENTY.    6s. 

"  We  are  not  aware  that  anyone  has  given  us  quite  so  vigorous  a  picture  of  Britain  in  the 
days  of  the  Roman  conquest.  Mr.  Henty  has  done  his  utmost  to  make  an  impressive  picture 
of  the  haughty  Roman  character,  with  its  indomitable  courage,  sternness,  and  discipline. 
Eerie  is  good  all  through."— Spectator. 


BLACKIE  AND  SON'S  BOOKS  FOR  YOUNG  PEOPLE. 


BY   G.    A.    HENTY. 

"  What  would  boys  do  without  Mr.  Henty?   Ever  fresh  and  vigorous,  his  books  have  at  once 
the  solidity  of  history  and  the  charm  of  romance." — Journal  of  Education. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges.      With  12  page  illustrations 
by  eminent  artists.     Price  6s.  each. 

In  Freedom's  Cause:  A  Story  of  Wallace  and  Bruce.  By  G.  A. 
HENTY.  6s. 

"His  tale  is  full  of  stirring  action,  and  will  commend  itself  to  boys."— Athenaeum. 

"Scarcely  anywhere  have  we  seen  in  prose  a  more  lucid  and  spirit-stirring  description  of 
Bannockburn." — Dumfries  Standard. 

With  Coehrane  the  Dauntless:  A  Tale  of  the  Exploits  of  Lord 

Cocbrane  in  South  American  Waters.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     6s. 

"  Mr.  Henty  has  taken  for  his  hero  the  brilliant  naval  commander,  Lord  Coehrane,  whose 
daring  and  genius  were  exerted  on  behalf  of  oppressed  nationalities.  From  Java  to  Chili, 
from  Peru  back  to  Brazil,  the  doughty  Coehrane  fought  many  a  hard  light,  and  with  him 
went  the  hero  of  the  story,  Stephen  Emltletnn.  It  is  a  spirited  narrative,  giving  glimpses  of 
many  lands,  and  it  holds  the  reader  fascinated  to  the  last  page."— Pall  Hall  Gazette. 

By  Right  Of  Conquest:  or,  With  Cortez  in  Mexico.  By  G.  A. 
HENTY.  6s. 

"  Mr.  Henty  revels  in  a  field  of  rich  description.  Nothing  can  be  more  dramatic  than  the 
resolute  advance  of  Spain's  famous  infantry  under  the  iron  'conqueror1,  the  dismal  retreat 
of  the  '  soiTowful  night',  and  the  tales  of  treasures  amassed  through  generations,  to  be  pillaged 
by  the  freebooters  of  Old  Spain.  But  Mr.  Henty  introduces  an  English  element.  Roger 
Hawkshaw  falls  into  the  hands  of  friendly  Indians.  ...  He  makes  a  love  match  with  a 
beautiful  Aztec  princess,  and  considering  the  success  with  which  he  surmounted  conversa 
tional  difficulties,  it  must  be  admitted  that  Roger  was  a  very  clever  fellow." — Times. 

By  Pike  and  Dyke :  A  Tale  of  the  Rise  of  the  Dutch  Republic.  By 
G.  A.  HENTY.  6s. 

"  There  is  plenty  of  good  reading  in  the  book.  The  mission  of  Ned  to  deliver  letters  from 
William  the  Silent  to  his  adherents  at  Brussels,  the  fight  of  the  Good  Venture  with  the 
Spanish  man-of-war,  the  battle  on  the  ice  at  Amsterdam,  the  siege  of  Haarlem,  are  all  told 
with  a  vividness  and  skill  worthy  of  Mr.  Henty  at  his  best.  The  book  will  interest  boys 
in  one  of  the  most  terrible  and  noble  struggles  in  the  history  of  the  world."— Academy. 

Wulf  the  Saxon:  A  Story  of  the  Norman  Conquest.  By  G.  A. 
HENTY.  6s. 

"As  excellent  as  a  chapter  of  English  history,  as  well  as  fascinating  as  a  work  of  fiction.  The 
hero  rises  by  dint  of  courage  to  be  one  of  the  most  trusted  attendants  of  the  king.  The  actors 
in  the  drama  of  the  Conquest  move  before  us  in  a  lifelike  manner.  The  points  of  the  Saxon 
character  are  hit  off  very  happily,  and  the  life  of  the  period  is  ably  reconstructed."— Spectator. 

Through  the  Sikh  War:  A  Tale  of  the  Conquest  of  the  Punjaub. 
By  G.  A  HENTY.  6s. 

"The  picture  of  the  Punjaub  during  its  last  years  of  independence,  the  description  of 
the  battles,  and  the  portraiture  of  native  character,  seem  admirably  true.  We  have  never 
read  a  more  vivid  and  faithful  narrative  of  military  adventure  in  India." — Academy. 

Under  Drake's  Flag".  A  Tale  of  the  Spanish  Main.  By  G.  A. 
HENTY.  6s. 

"There  is  not  a  dull  chapter,  nor,  indeed,  a  dull  page  in  the  book;  the  author  has  so 
carefully  worked  up  his  subject  that  the  exciting  deeds  of  his  heroes  are  never  incongruous  or 
absurd.  "—Observer. 


BLACKIE   AND   SON'S   BOOKS   FOR   YOUNG   PEOPLE. 


BY    G.   A.    HENTY. 

"G.  A.  Henty  more  than  holds  his  own  as  the  prince  of  story-tellers  for  boys." 

— St.  James's  Gazette. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges.      With  8  jjage  illustrations 
by  eminent  artists.    Price  5s.  each. 

At  AbOUkir  and  Acre:  A  Story  of  Napoleon's  Invasion  of  Egypt. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"It  has  all  the  flavour  and 
excitement  of  fiction,  and  has 
the  added  charm  of  telling  of 
achievements  which  are  part 
of  the  national  history.  No 
better  background  for  a  tale 
of  heroism  and  romance  than 
the  campaign  in  which  Eng 
land  drove  Napoleon  out  of 
Egypt  could  be  desired.  A 
thoroughly  patriotic  story, 
with  brisk  action  and  inci 
dents  crowding  upon  each 
other.  "-Tablet. 

A   March  on  Lon 
don:  A  Story  of  Wat 

Tyler's       Insurrection. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"The  story  of  Wat  Tyler's 
ever-famous  insurrection  is  set 
forth  with  a  degree  of  cunning 
and  an  eye  for  effect  that  may 
always  be  looked  for  in  the 
work  that  comes  from  this 
practised  hand.  Mr.  Henty 
deals  with  troublesome  times 
and  with  characters  that  have 
left  their  mark  on  the  pages 
of  history.  He  is  fresh,  virile, 
and  never  dull,  and  this  volume 
must  needs  add  to  his  reputa 
tion.  " — Daily  Telegraph. 


"  Well,  my  lad,  who  are  you?" 

On  the  Irrawaddy:  Reduced  from" A.I  ABOUKIR  AND  ACRE-. 

A  Story  of  the  first  Burmese  War.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"Altogether  this  is  a  capital  story,  and  the  descriptions  of  the  Burmese  cities  are  very 
good." — Times. 

"Stanley  Brook's  pluck  is  even  greater  than  his  luck,  and  he  is  precisely  the  boy  to  hearten 
with  emulation  the  boys  who  read  his  stirring  story." — Saturday  Review. 

In  the  Heart  Of  the  Rockies :  A  Story  of  Adventure  in  Colorado. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"From  chapter  to  chapter  Mr.  Henty  leads  us  on,  through  dangers  of  all  sorts.  The 
descriptions  of  the  fighting  with  the  Indians  gives  a  vivid  idea  of  the  warfare  that  pioneers  of 
thirty  years  ago  waged  against  the  relentless  Sionx  and  Navahoes.  The  characters  are  as  good 
as  ever;  perhaps  the  best  are  the  two  Indians,  Leaping  Horse  and  Hunting  Dog,  who  are  en 
dowed  with  all  the  craft  of  war.  The  story  moves  briskly,  and  boys  will  be  fascinated  with 
the  thrilling  adventures  of  Tom  Wade  and  his  uncle,  Straight  Harry."— Spectator. 


BLACKIE  AND  SON'S  BOOKS   FOR  YOUNG  PEOPLE. 

BY   G.    A.    HENTY. 

"Ask  for  Henty,  and  see  that  you  get  him."— Punch. 


In  crown  800,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges.      With  8  page  illustrations 
by  pminent  artists.     Price  5s.  each. 

ThrOUgll    Russian    SHOWS:    A   Story  of   Napoleon's   Retreat   from 
Moscow.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"Julian,  the  hero  of  the  story,  early  excites  our  admiration  and  is  altogether  a  fine 
character  such  as  boys  will  delight  in,  whilst  the  story  of  the  campaign  is  very  graphically 
told." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

One  Of  the  28th:  A  Tale  of  Waterloo.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"  Written  with  Homeric  vigour  and  heroic  inspiration.  It  is  graphic,  picturesque,  and 
dramatically  effective  .  .  .  shows  us  Mr.  Henty  at  his  best  and  brightest.  The  adventures 
will  hold  a  .boy  of  a  winter's  night  enthralled  as  he  rushes  through  them  with  breathless 
interest  'from  cover  to  cover  '."—Observer. 

Facing"  Death:  or,  The  Hero  of  the   Vaughan  Pit.     A  Tale  of  the 
Coal  Mines.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"  If  any  father,  clergyman,  or  schoolmaster  is  on  the  look-out  for  a  good  book  to  give  as  a 
present  to  a  boy  who  is  worth  his  salt,  this  is  the  book  we  would  recommend.'  —Standard. 

The    Cat    Of    BubasteS:     A   Story  of  Ancient   Egypt.      By   G.    A. 

HENTY.     5s. 

"  The  story,  from  the  critical  moment  of  the  killing  of  the  sacred  cat  to  the  perilous  exodus 
into  Asia  with  which  it  closes,  is  very  skilfully  constructed  and  full  of  exciting  adventures. 
It  is  admirably  illustrated."— Saturday  Review. 

Maori  and  Settler:  A  Story  of  the  New  Zealand  War.     By  G.  A. 
HENTY.     5s. 

"An  admirable  picture  of  colonial  life  in  the  troublous  times  when  the  brave  tribes  of  New 
Zealand  were  fighting  the  forces  of  England  and'the  Colony.  Maori  and  Settler  is,  like  all  Mr. 
Henty's  books,  graphically  written,  instructive,  and  amusing.  A  word  of  praise  is  due  to  the 
beautiful  full-page  illustrations."— Educational  Times. 

St.  Georg-C  for  England:  A  Tale  of  Cressy  and  Poitiers.     By  G.  A. 
HENTY.     5s. 

"  A  story  of  very  great  interest.  In  his  own  forcible  style  the  author  has  endeavoured  to 
show  that  determination  and  enthusiasm  can  accomplish  marvellous  results;  and  that  courage 
is  generally  accompanied  by  magnanimity  and  gentleness."— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The  Bravest  Of  the  Brave:  or,  With  Peterborough  in  Spain.     By 

G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"  Mr.  Henty  never  loses  sight  of  the  moral  purpose  of  his  work— to  enforce  the  doctrine  of 
courage  and  truth,  mercy  and  lovingkindness,  as  indispensable  to  the  making  of  an  English 
gentleman.  British  lads  will  read  The  Bravest  of  the  Brave  with  pleasure  and  profit;  of  that 
we  are  quite  sure." — Daily  Telegraph. 

For    Name    and    Fame:    or,  Through   Afghan  Passes.      By  G.  A. 
HENTY.     5s. 

"Not  only  a  rousing  story,  replete  with  all  the  varied  forms  of  excitement  of  a  campaign, 
but,  what  is  still  more  useful,  an  account  of  a  territory  and  its  inhabitants  which  must  for 
a  long  time  possess  a  supreme  interest  for  Englishmen,  as  being  the  key  to  our  Indian 
Empire."— Glasgow  Herald. 
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BY   G.    A.    HENTY. 

"Mr.  Henty's  books  are  always  alive  with  moving  incident." — Review  of  Reviews. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  8  page  illustrations  by  eminent 
artists.     Price  5s.  each. 

A  Jacobite  Exile:  Being  the  Adventures  of  a  Young  Englishman  in 
the  Service  of  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"  Incident  succeeds  incident,  and  adventure  is  piled  upon  adventure,  and  at  the  end  the 
reader,  be  he  boy  or  man,  will  have  experienced  breathless  enjoyment  in  a  romantic  story 
that  must  have  taught  him  much  at  its  close."— Army  and  Navy  Gazette. 

Held   Fast   for   England:    A  Tale  of  the  Siege  of  Gibraltar.     By 
G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"Written  with  all  the  freshness  and  vigour  of  which  Mr.  Henty  is  so  thoroughly  a  master. 
Besides  the  interest  of  the  actual  history  of  the  siege  there  are  thrilling  encounters  with 
Spanish  warships,  and  the  capture  of  'prizes'  by  the  English  privateers.  The  illustrations 
are  admirably  drawn." — Journal  of  Education. 

Condemned  as  a  Nihilist:    A  Story  of  Escape  from  Siberia.      By 
G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"  Mr.  Henty  describes  the  arrest  followed  by  deportation  to  Siberia  in  so  graphic  a  way 
that  one  who  had  actually  been  in  charge  of  a  Cossack  guard  might  very  well  be  proud  of  it. 
Russian  prisons  and  Russian  mines  naturally  come  into  the  story.  .  .  One  of  the  freshest 
and  liveliest  of  Mr.  Heuty's  stories."— Spectator. 

Orange  and  Green:    A  Tale  of  the  Boyue  and  Limerick.     By  G.  A. 
HENTY.     5s. 

"  The  narrative  is  free  from  the  vice  of  prejudice,  and  ripples  with  life  as  vivacious  as  if 
what  is  being  described  were  really  passing  before  the  eye.  .  .  .  Should  be  in  the  hands 
of  every  young  student  of  Irish  history." — Belfast  News. 

In  the   Reign  Of  Terror :    The  Adventures  of  a  Westminster  Boy. 
By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"  Harry  Sandwith,  the  Westminster  boy,  may  fairly  be  said  to  beat  Mr.  Henty's  record. 
His  adventures  will  delight  boys  by  the  audacity  and  peril  they  depict.  The  story  is  one  of 
Mr.  Henty's  best."— Saturday  Review. 

By  Sheer   Pluck :  A  Tale  of  the  Ashauti  War.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"Written  with  a  simple  directness,  force,  and  purity  of  style  worthy  of  Defoe.  Morally, 
the  book  is  everything  that  could  be  desired,  setting  before  the  boys  a  bright  and  bracing  ideal 
of  the  English  gentleman." — Christian  Leader. 

The    Dragon   and   the   Raven:   or,  The  Days  of  King  Alfred.     By 
G.  A.  HENTY.     5s. 

"  A  story  that  may  justly  be  styled  remarkable.  Boys,  in  reading  it,  will  be  surprised  to 
find  how  Alfred  persevered,  through  years  of  bloodshed  and  times  of  peace,  to  rescue  his 
people  from  the  thraldom  of  the  Danes.  We  hope  the  book  will  soon  be  widely  known  in 
all  our  schools." — Schoolmaster. 

A  Final  Reckoning :    A  Tale  of  Bush  Life  in  Australia.     By  G.  A. 

HENTY.     5s. 

"  All  boys  will  read  this  story  with  eager  and  unflagging  interest.  The  episodes  are  in  Mr. 
Henty's  very  best  vein— graphic,  exciting,  realistic;  and,  as  in  all  Mr.  Henty's  books,  the 
tendency  is  to  the  formation  of  a  manly,  and  even  heroic,  character."— Birmingham  Post. 
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BY    PROFESSOR    A.    J.   CHURCH. 

"  That  prince  of  winning  story-tellers,  and  master  of  musical  English."— Expository  Times. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

LOPdS  Of  the  World:   A  Tale  of  the  Fall  of  Carthage  and  Corinth. 

By  Prof.  A.  J.  CHURCH.     6s. 

"Mr.  Church's  mastery  of  his  sub 
ject  and  his  literary  skill  are  suffici 
ently  complete  to  carry  his  ailult  readers 
with  him.  Some  of  the  scenes  are 
highly  picturesque,  and  there  is  many 
an  exciting  adventure  that  sustains  the 
reader's  curiosity  in  the  fortunes  of  the 
hero,  Cleanor.  As  a  boys'  book,  Lords 
of  the  World  deserves  a  hearty  wel 
come.  "—Spectator. 

Two  Thousand  Years 

AgO:  or,  The  Adventures 
of  a  Roman  Boy.  By  Professor 
A.  J.  CHURCH.  6s. 

"Adventures  well  worth  the  telling. 
The  book  is  extremely  entertaining  as 
well  as  useful,  and  there  is  a  wonderful 
freshness  in  the  Roman  scenes  and 
characters. " — Times. 


BY  OLIPHANT   SMEATON. 

A  Mystery  of  the  Paei- 

By  O.  SMEATON. 


fic. 


OS. 


'  Fasten  his  hands,  and  firmly,  too;  that  youth  might  give 
us  trouble." 


Reduced  from  "  LORDS  OP  THE  WORLD", 
graphic  vigour.    Boys  will  revel  in  the  boob."— Birmingham  DailyGazette. 


"A  tale  of  unprecedented  adventure 
in  unknown  lands.  Opening  with  a 
mutiny  and  ending  with  a  shipwreck 
the  story  leads  the  spellbound  reader 
to  an  unknown  island  in  the  Pacific, 
where  he  finds  a  great  and  thriving  city 
peopled  by  a  colony  of  ancient  Romans. 
Of  the  reception  of  the  travellers,  their 
life  on  the  island,  their  marvellous  ad 
ventures,  condemnation,  and  eventual 
escape  to  sea,  Mr.  Smeaton  tells  with 


The  Young"   Colonists:    A  Tale  of  the  Zulu  and  Boer  Wars.      By 
G.  A.  HENTY.    3s.  6d. 

"  Fiction  and  history  are  so  happily  blended  that  the  record  of  facts  quicken  the  imagina 
tion.  No  boy  can  read  this  book  without  learning  a  great  deal  of  South  African  history  at 
its  most  critical  period.  "—Standard. 

A    Chapter    Of   Adventures:     or,   Through    the    Bombardment  of 
Alexandria.     By  G.  A.  HENTY.     3s.  6d. 

"The  experiences  of  Jack  Robson  and  two  companions  on  the  streets  of  Alexandria,  when 
Arabi'g  rioters  filled  the  city,  is  capitally  told  They  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  rebels,  enjoy 
a  fine  view  of  the  bombardment,  and  finally  escape  to  sea.  Their  chapter  of  adventures  is 
so  brisk  and  entertaining  we  could  have  wished  it  longer  than  it  ia."— Saturday  Review. 
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BY    GEORGE    MANVILLE    FENN. 

"A  prince  among  story-tellers. "—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


In  croivn  8vo,  cloth  elegant.     With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

Dick  0'  the  Fens:    A  Romance  of  the  Great  East  Swamp.     By  G. 

MANVILLE  FENN.     6s. 

"Mr.  Fenn  has  here  very  nearly  attained  perfection.  Life  in  the  Fens  in  the  old  ante- 
drainage  days  is  admirably  reproduced.  We  have  not  of  late  come  across  historical  fiction, 
whether  intended  for  boys  or  for  men,  which  deserves  to  be  so  heartily  praised  as  regards  plot, 
incidents,  and  spirit.  It  is  the  author's  masterpiece  as  yet." — Spectator. 

Devon  Boys :    A  Tale  of  the  North  Shore.     By  G.  M.  FENN.     6s. 

"An  admirable  story,  as  remarkable  for  the  individuality  of  its  young  heroes  as  for  the 
excellent  descriptions  of  coast  scenery  and  life  in  North  Devon.  It  is  one  of  the  best  books 
we  have  seen  this  season." — Athenaeum. 

The    Golden    Magnet:    A  Tale  of  the  Laud  of  the  Incas.      By  G. 
MANVILLE  FENN.     6s. 

"There  could  be  no  more  welcome  present  for  a  boy.  There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  book, 
and  many  will  be  read  with  breathless  interest.  'The  Golden  Magnet'  is,  of  course,  the  same 
one  that  attracted  Raleigh  and  the  heroes  of  Westward  Ho!" — Journal  of  Education. 

In   the    King's   Name:    or,  The  Cruise  of  the  Kestrel.     By  G.  MAN 
VILLE  FENN.     6s. 

"  A  capital  story  telling  the  deeds  of  Hilary  Leigh,  a  midshipman  on  board  His  Majesty's 
cutter  Kestrel,  on  the  look-out  for  smugglers,  Jacobite  fugitives,  and  outlaws.  We  hav§ 
love-making,  perilous  ventures,  and  neck-or-uothing  escapes,  and  as  much  fighting  as  one 
could  wish  for." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Nat   the    Naturalist :    A  Boy's  Adventures  in  the  Eastern  Seas.     By 
G.  MANVILLE  FENN.     5s. 

"This  sort  of  book  encourages  independence  of  character,  develops  resource,  and  teaches 
a  boy  to  keep  his  eyes  open." — Saturday  Review. 

Bunyip     Land:     Among    the    Blackfellows    in     New    Guinea.      By 

G.  MANVILLE  FENN.     4s. 

"One  of  the  best  tales  of  adventure  produced  by  any  living  writer,  combining  the  in 
ventiveness  of  Jules  Verne,  and  the  solidity  of  character  and  earnestness  of  spirit  which  have 
made  the  English  victorious  in  so  many  fields  of  research." — Daily  Chronicle. 

Quicksilver:    or,  A  Boy  with  no  Skid  to  his  Wheel.      By  G.  MAN 
VILLE  FENN.     3s.  6d. 

"  Quicksilver  is  little  short  of  an  inspiration.  In  it  that  prince  of  story-writers  for  boys — 
George  Manville  Fenn—  has  surpassed  himself.  It  is  an  ideal  book  for  a  boy's  library." 

— Practical  Teacher. 

BroWHSmith'S    Boy:     A  Romance  in  a  Garden.      By  G.  MANVILLE 
FENN.     3s.  Qd. 

"  Mr.  Fenn's  books  are  among  the  best,  if  not  altogether  the  best,  of  the  stories  for  boys. 
Mr.  Fenn  is  at  his  best  in  Brownsmith's  Boy."— Pictorial  World. 


For  other  Books  by  G.  MANVILLE  FENN,  see  page  22. 
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BY    GEORGE    MAC  DONALD. 

"Dr.  George  Mac  Donald  has  a  real  understanding  of  boy  nature."— Spectator. 


In  crown  8co,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 
A  Rough  Shaking.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD.     6s. 

"In  taking  up  any  book  of  Dr.  Mac  Donald's,  there  are  two  tilings  of  which  we  may  feel 
confident  beforehand.  First,  it  will  not  be  commonplace ;  secondly,  its  teaching  will  be  pure 
and  high-minded.  .  .  .  Clare  has  many  natural  qualities  which  endear  him— his  unwaver 
ing  truthfulness  and  honesty,  his  supreme  tenderness  for  anything  that  is  small  and  weak,  as 
well  as  his  courage  in  dealing  with  the  violent  and  strong,  are  all  possible,  and  are  finely 
brought  out."— Journal  of  Education. 

At    the  Back  Of  the  North    Wind.       By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD. 
With  75  Illustrations.     5s. 

"  The  story  is  thoroughly  original,  full  of  fancy  and  pathos.  .  .  .  We  stand  with  one  foot 
in  fairyland  and  one  on  common  earth."— Timee. 

Ranald  Bannerman's  Boyhood.    By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD.  With 

36  Illustrations.     5s. 

"The  sympathy  with  hoy-nature  in  Ranald  Bannerman's  Boyhood  is  perfect.  It  is  a 
beautiful  picture  of  childhood,  teaching  by  its  impressions  and  suggestions  all  noble  things." 

— British  Quarterly  Review. 

The  Princess  and  the  Goblin.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD.    With 

32  Illustrations.     3s.  6rf. 

"Little  of  what  is  written  for  children  has  the  lightness  of  touch  and  play  of  fancy  which 
are  characteristic  of  George  Mac  Donald's  fairy  tales.  Mr.  Arthur  Hughes's  illustrations  are 
all  that  illustrations  should  be." — Manchester  Guardian. 

The  Princess  and  Curdle.      By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD.    3s.  6(/. 

"  There  is  the  finest  and  rarest  genius  in  this  brilliant  story.  Upgrown  people  would  do 
wisely  occasionally  to  lay  aside  their  newspapers  and  magazines  to  spend  an  hour  with 
Curdie  and  the  Princess." —Sheffield  Independent. 


BY   ASCOTT   R.    HOPE. 

"  Such  is  the  charm  of  Mr.  Hope's  narrative  that  it  is  impossible  to  begin  one  of  his 
tales  without  finishing  it."— St.  James  s  Gazette. 

The   Seven   Wise   Scholars.      By  ASCOTT    R.  HOPE.     With  nearly 

100  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE.     5s. 

"As  full  of  fun  as  a  volume  of  Punch;  with  illustrations,  more  laughter-provoking  than 
most  we  have  seen  since  Leech  died. " — Sheffield  Independent. 

Stories  Of  Old  Renown :  Tales  of  Knights  and  Heroes.     By  ASCOTT 
R.  HOPE.     With  100  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE.     3s.  6d. 

"  A  really  fascinating  book  worthy  of  its  telling  title.    There  is,  we  venture  to  say,  not  a 
dull  page  in  the  book,  not  a  story  which  will  not  bear  a  second  reading."— Guardian. 

Young1  Travellers'  Tales.    By  ASCOTT  R.  HOPE.    3*.  6</. 

"  Possess  a  high  value  for  instruction  as  well  as  for  entertainment    His  quiet,  level  humour 
bubbles  up  on  every  page." — Daily  Chronicle. 
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BY    KIRK    MUNROE. 

"  Captain  Mayne  Reid  and  Gustave  Aimard  find  a  worthy  successor  in  Mr.  Kirk  Munroe." 

— St.  James's  Gazette. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

In     Pirate    Waters:    A  Tale  of  the  American  Navy.      By   KIRK 

MUNROE.     5s. 

"  In  Pirate  Waterx  is  something  of  an  historical  romance.  It  glorifies  the  gallantry  of  the 
American  navy  in  America's  troubles  with  the  pirates  of  Tunis.  Billy  Vance,  a  gay  young 
middy,  is  one  of  the  boys  whom  water  will  not  drown  or  hemp  hang.  Shipwreck  and  captivity 
seem  to  be  his  natural  elements,  but  they  neither  dash  his  spirits  nor  daunt  his  resolution." 

— Times. 

With  Crockett  and  Bowie :  Tale  of  Texas.    By  KIRK  MUNROE.    5s. 

"  Mr.  Munroe  has  constructed  his  plot  with  undoubted  skill,  and  his  descriptions  of  the 
combats  between  the  Texans  and  the  Mexicans  are  brilliantly  graphic.  This  is  in  every  sense 
one  of  the  best  books  for  boys  that  has  been  produced  this  season. " — Spectator. 

Through  Swamp  and  Glade:    A  Tale  of  the  Seminole  War.     By 
KIRK  MUNROE.     5s. 

"  The  hero  will  find  many  ardent  champions,  and  the  name  of  Coachoochie  become  as 
familiar  in  the  schoolboy's  ear  as  that  of  the  headmaster."— St.  James's  Gazette. 

At    War    With    Pontiac:    or,  The  Totem  of  the  Bear.     By  KIRK 

MUNHOE.       5s. 

"Is  in  the  best  manner  of  Cooper.  There  is  a  character  who  is  the  parallel  of  Hawkeye, 
as  the  Chingachgooks  and  Uncas  have  likewise  their  counterparts."— Times. 

The  White  Conquerors  Of  MexiCO :  A  Tale  of  Toltec  and  Aztec. 

By  KIRK  MUNKOE.     5s. 

"  Mr.  Munroe  gives  most  vivid  pictures  of  the  religious  and  civil  polity  of  the  Aztecs,  and 
of  everyday  life,  as  he  imagines  it,  in  the  streets  and  market-places  of  the  magnificent 
capital  of  Montezuma. " — Times. 

BY    HARRY   COLLINGWOOD. 

"  As  a  story-teller  Mr.  Collingwood  is  not  surpassed." — Spectator. 

The  Log1  Of  a  Privateersman.      By  HARRY  COLLINGWOOD.     6s. 

"A  story  of  the  stirring  times  in  the  early  years  of  the  century,  when  Frenchman  and 
Spaniard  alike  engaged  the  attention  of  British  forces  afloat  and  ashore.  The  narrative  is 
breezy,  vivid,  and  full  of  incidents,  faithful  in  nautical  colouring,  and  altogether  delightful." 

—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The   Pirate   Island:    A  Story  of  the  South  Pacific.     By  HARRY  COL 
LINGWOOD.    5s. 

"A  stirring  story  of  the  South  Pacific  in  which  the  chief  character  is  made  the  hero  of  many 
hairbreadth  escapes.  The  writing  is  most  attractive,  and  to  sum  up  the  qualities  of  this  book 
it  is  only  necessary  to  say  the  merits  are  thoroughly  sterling  ones."— Public  Opinion. 

The   Log  Of  the  "Flying  Fish":  A  Story  of  Aerial  and  Submarine 
Peril  and  Adventure.     By  HARRY  COLLINGWOOD.     3s.  6d. 

"The  Flying  Fish  surpasses  all  Jules  Verne's  creations;  with  incredible  speed  she  flies 
through  the  air,  skims  over  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  darts  along  the  ocean  bed.  We 
strongly  recommend  our  schoolboy  friends  to  possess  themselves  of  her  log." — Athenceum. 

%*  For  other  Books  by  HARRY  COLLINGWOOD,  see  page  23. 
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FINELY  ILLUSTRATED  BOOKS. 


An  Alphabet  Of  Animals:  A  Strikingly  Original  Alphabet  Book. 
With  26  full-page  Plates,  a  large  number  of  Vignettes,  and  Cover  Design  by 
CARTON  MOORE  PARK.  Demy  4to  (13  inches  by  10  inches).  Price  5s. 

"Spirited  and  thoroughly  realistic  sketches.  Many  of  the  drawings  are  exceedingly  good, 
and  some  are  first  rate— for  instance,  that  of  the  kangaroo.  The  weasel  is  worthy  of  his 
historic  reputation,  and  the  camel  is  capital."— Atheiue-um. 

"  One  of  the  best  [Animal  Books],  if  not  the  very  best,  that  has  ever  been  published  for 
children.  The  finest  menagerie  in  the  world.  The  price  of  five  shillings  is  ridiculously  low 
for  this  beautiful  book." — Westminster  Budget. 

Red  Apple  and  Silver  BellS:  A  Book  of  Verse  for  Children  of 
all  Ages.  By  HAMISH  HENDRY.  With  over  150  charming  Illustrations 
by  ALICE  B.  WOODWARD.  Square  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

"Mr.  Hemlry  sees  the  world  as  children  see  it,  and  he  writes  charmingly  and  musically 
about  it;  many,  indeed  most,  of  his  verses  are  delightful  in  all  respects— childish,  but  not 
silly;  funny,  but  not  foolish;  and  sweet  without  being  goody.  Miss  Woodward's  designs 
are  just  what  the  verses  require,  and  they  are  carefully  and  delicately  drawn  and  exquisitely 
finished  after  nature;  consequently  they  are  beautiful."— Athenaeum. 

Just  Forty  WinkS:  or,  The  Droll  Adventures  of  Davie  Trot.  By 
HAMISH  HENDRY.  With  70  humorous  Illustrations  by  GERTRUDE  M. 
BRADLEY.  Square  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

"  Daintily  illustrated ;  Just  Fort;/  Winks  is  an  eye-opener  for  the  little  ones,  who  will  enjoy 
the  amazing  adventures  down  the  long  lane  that  has  so  many  turns."— Punch. 

TO  Tell  the  King"  the  Sky  is  Falling".  By  SHEILA  E.  BRAINE. 
With  over  80  quaint  and  clever  Illustrations  by  ALICE  B.  WOODWARD. 
Square  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

"  It  is  witty  and  ingenious,  and  it  has  certain  qualities  which  children  are  quick  to  perceive 
and  appreciate— a  genuine  love  of  fun,  affectionateness,  and  sympathy."— Bookman. 

Adventures  in  Toyland.  By  EDITH  KING  HALL.  With  8  page 
Pictures  in  Colour,  and  70  Black -and -White  Illustrations  throughout  the 
text,  by  ALICE  B.  WOODWARD.  Crown  4to,  decorated  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

"One  of  the  funniest  as  well  as  one  of  the  daintiest  books  of  the  season.  The  Adventures 
are  graphically  described  in  a  very  humorous  way."— /VrM  Mall  Gazette. 

"  The  story  exhibits  real  knowledge  on  the  part  of  both  author  and  illustrator  of  what 
children  want,  as  well  as  an  unusual  power  of  supplying  it." — Literature. 

The  Troubles  Of  Tatters,  and  Other  Stories.  By  ALICE  TALWIN 
MORRIS.  With  62  charming  Illustrations  by  ALICE  B.  WOODWARD.  Square 
8vo,  decorated  cloth,  3s.  6rf. 

"Even  among  the  best  books  a  few  are  pre-eminent,  and  among  these  latter  we  give 
'Tatters'  its  place.  Children  will  be  delighted  with  the  book,  and  old  and  young  alike  will 
be  charmed  by  Mrs.  Morris'  graceful  style,  which  has  a  Hans  Andersen  touch." 

— Westminster  Budget. 

Roundabout  Rhymes:  A  charming  volume' of  Verses  and  Pictures 
for  Little  Folk.  With  20  full-page  Illustrations  in  Colour.  By  Mrs.  PERCY 
DEARMER.  Imperial  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  &d. 

"  The  best  verses  written  for  children  since  Stevenson's  Child's  Garden.  Altogether  we 
commend  this  book  as  a  very  charming  piece  of  design,  and  more  especially  as  verse,  touched 
with  a  great  deal  of  insight  and  humour,  yet  perfectly  simple  and  amusing." — Guardian. 


.From  "RED   APPLE   AND   SILVER  BELLS 
BY  HAMISH  HENDKY. 


con?e  patter,  eacfy  &s\\fi  fa  Joao. 
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BOOKS   FOR   GIRLS. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

The    Handsome    Brandons:    A  Story  for  Girls.      By  KATHARINE 
TYNAN.     6s. 

"  A  really  excellent  piece  of  work  .  .  .  the  literary  quality  of  Miss  Katharine  Tynan's 
work  is  its  chief  distinction.  Well-written  throughout  it  rises  frequently  into  excellence. 
The  eldest  of  the  daughters,  Aline,  'mothers'  the  family.  The  picture  we  have  of  her  is  one 
of  uncommon  sweetness;  we  see,  realized  with  more  than  usual  power,  the  wise  and  loving 
counsellor,  with  a  trouble  of  her  own  which  she  hides  and  half-forgets  in  her  care  for  others. 
General  M'Neill,  his  sister  Lucy,  Lady  O'Brien,  Dora,  and  others  whom  we  might  mention, 
are  as  real  as  they  are  delightful."— Spectator. 

Banshee  Castle.      By  ROSA  MULHOLLAND  (Lady  Gilbert).     65. 

"  One  of  the  most  fascinating  of  Miss  Rosa  Mulholland's  many  fascinating  stories.  The 
charm  of  the  tale  lies  in  the  telling  of  it.  The  three  heroines  are  admirably  drawn  characters. 
Dympna,  the  clever  little  housewife,  is  the  pearl  of  them  all.  One  is  tempted  to  linger  long 
over  the  beautiful  old  tales  which  Miss  Mulholland  knows  so  well."— Athenceum. 

Giannetta:   A  Girl's  Story  of  Herself.     By  ROSA  MULHOLLAND  (Lady 

Gilbert).     5s. 

"Giannetta  is  a  true  heroine— a  warm-hearted,  self-sacrificing,  and,  as  all  good  women  now 
adays  are,  largely  touched  with  the  enthusiasm  of  humanity.  Extremely  well  told  and  full 
of  interest.  One  of  the  most  attractive  gift-books  of  the  season."— Academy. 

A  Girl's  Loyalty.     By  FRANCES  ARMSTRONG.     5s. 

"  Its  whole  tone  is  elevating,  the  authoress's  literary  style  is  good  and  polished,  and  the 
story  itself  is  not  too  complicated,  nor  yet  too  simple.  We  feel  certain  that  any  young  girls 
to  whom  this  prettily  bound  volume  may  be  given  will  appreciate  to  the  full  the  ups  and 
downs  in  the  life  of  Mouse  Grant." — Public  Opinion, 

"There  is  no  doubt  as  to  the  good  quality  of  A  Girl's  Loyalty.  The  book  is  one  which 
would  enrich  any  girl's  book-shelf." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

A  Fair  Claimant:   A  Story  for  Girls.     By  FRANCES  ARMSTRONG.     5s. 

"  As  a  gift-book  for  big  girls  it  is  among  the  best  new  books  of  the  kind.  The  story  is  in 
teresting  and  natural,  from  first  to  last." — Westminster  Gazette. 

The  Clever  MiSS  Follett.     By  J.  K.  H.  DENNY.     6*. 

"One  of  the  most  entertaining  stories  of  the  season,  full  of  vigorous  action  and  strong  in 
character-painting.  Elder  girls  will  be  charmed  with  it,  and  adults  may  read  its  pages  with 
profit. "—The  Teachers'  Aid. 

The  Heiress  Of  Courtleroy.     By  ANNE  BEALE.     5*. 

"  We  can  speak  highly  of  the  grace  with  which  Miss  Beale  relates  how  the  young  '  Heiress 
of  Courtleroy'  had  such  good  influence  over  her  uncle  as  to  win  him  from  his  intensely  selfish 
ways. " — Guardian. 

Under  False  Colours :    A  Story  from  Two  Girls'  Lives.     By  SARAH 

DOUDNEY.       4s. 

".garah  Doudney  has  no  superior  as  a  writer  of  high-toned  stories— pure  in  style  and 
original  in  conception ;  but  we  have  seen  nothing  from  her  pen  equal  in  dramatic  energy 
to  this  book." — Christian  Leader. 

Brother     and     Sister:   or,  The   Trials   of  the   Moore   Family.      By 

ELIZABETH  J.  LYSAOHT.     3s.  6rf. 

"  A  pretty  story,  and  well  told.  The  plot  is  cleverly  constructed,  and  the  moral  is 
excellent.  "—A  thenceum. 
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BOOKS  FOR  GIRLS. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists 
A  Girl  Of  To-day.     By  ELLINOR  DAVENPORT  ADAMS.     3s.  6d. 

"It  is  a  spirited  story,  highly  moral,  without  a  touch  of  preaching,  and  is  full  of  un 
obtrusive  suggestions  for  making  practical  use  of  the  abundance  of  generosity  which  most 
healthy  boys  and  girls  possess.  The  characters  are  true  to  nature  and  carefully  developed. 
Such  a  book  as  this  is  exactly  what  is  needed  to  give  a  school-girl  an  interest  in  the  develop 
ment  of  character,  and  it  will  thus  help  to  form  a  good  literary  taste  before  the  reader  is  old 
enough  to  appreciate  our  classic  novels."— Educational  Times. 

Dora :  or,  A  Girl  without  a  Home.     By  Mrs.  E.  H.  READ.     3s.  6d. 

"  It  is  no  slight  thing,  in  an  age  of  rubbish,  to  get  a  story  so  pure  and  healthy  as  this." 

— Academy. 

Three   Bright  Girls :  A  Story  of  Chance  and  Mischance.     By  ANNIE 

E.  ARMSTRONG.     3s.  Qd. 

"A  simple,  pure,  and  interesting  story.  The  tale  never  flags  from  the  beginning,  and  is 
told  pleasantly.  It  may  be  safely  recommended  as  a  present  for  a  girl."— Academy. 

A  Very  Odd  Girl:   or,  Life  at  the  Gabled  Farm.     By  ANNIE  E.  ARM 
STRONG.    3s.  Qd. 

"  The  book  is  one  we  can  heartily  recommend,  for  it  is  not  only  bright  and  interesting,  but 
also  pure  and  healthy  in  tone  and  teaching."— The  Lady. 

Violet  Vereker'S  Vanity.      By  ANNIE  E.  ARMSTRONG.     3s.  Qd. 

"A  book  for  girls  that  we  can  heartily  recommend,  for  it  is  bright,  sensible,  and  with 
a  right  tone  of  thought  and  feeling.  It  does  one  good  to  meet  such  refined  and  pleasant 
characters  as  those  presented  in  this  capital  story." — Sheffield  Independent. 

Friend.     By  ALICE  CORKRAN.     3s.  60?. 

"  From  Miss  Corkran  we  are  sure  to  get  some  vivid  and  charming  study  of  character,  some 
genuine  pathos,  some  striking  and  amusing  incidents,  and  Meg's  Friend  is  one  of  her  best 
efforts. "  — A  caderny. 

Margery  Merton's  Girlhood.     By  ALICE  CORKRAN.     3s.  Qd. 

"  Another  book  for  girls  we  can  warmly  commend.  There  is  a  delightful  piquancy  in  the 
experiences  and  trials  of  a  young  English  girl  who  studies  painting  in  Paris."— Saturday 
Review. 

Down    the    SnOW    Stairs:     or,  From  Good-night  to  Good-morning. 
By  ALICE  CORKRAN.     3s.  Qd. 

"This  book  stands  out  facile  princeps  a  gem  of  the  first  water,  bearing  upon  every  page  the 
signet  mark  of  genius.  It  is  indeed  a  Little  Pilgrim's  Progress."—  Christian  Leade:: 


BY  HERBERT  HAVENS. 

Paris  at  Bay :  A  Story  of  the  Siege  and  the  Commune.     By  HERBERT 
HAYENS.     5s. 

"  The  story  culminates  in  the  terrible  struggle  between  the  Versaillists  and  the  men  who 
follow  the  red  flag.  Mr.  Hayens  holds  the  balance  with  commendable  impartiality.  He  loves 
to  describe  a  good  soldier  on  whichever  side  he  may  fight.  Altogether  Paris  at  Bay  is  of 
more  than  average  merit."— Spectator. 

[U]  B 
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BY    DR.    GORDON    STABLES,  R.N. 

"In  all  Dr.  Gordon  Stables'  books  for  boys  we  are  sure  to  find  a  wholesome  tone,  plenty  of 
instruction,  and  abundance  of  adventune." — Saturday  Review. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

Courage,     True    Hearts:     The  Story  of  Three  Boys  who  sailed  in 

Search  of  Fortune.     By  Dr.  GORDON  STABLES,  R.N.     3s.  6rf. 

"  Dr.  Stables  not  only  supplies  an  abundance  of  thrilling  adventure — on  land  and  sea, 
amidst  Antarctic  ice,  and  on  desert  islands— but  also  manages  to  impart  some  useful  lessons, 
not  forgetting  those  of  a  wholesome  moral  kind."— Glasgow  Herald. 

For  Life  and   Liberty:    A  Story  of  the  American  Civil  War  of  1861. 
By  GORDON  STABLES,  R.N.     5s. 

"The  story  is  lively  and  spirited,  with  abundance  of  blockade-running,  hard  fighting, 
narrow  escapes,  and  introductions  to  some  of  the  most  distinguished  generals  on  both  sides." 

—  Times. 

TO  Greenland  and  the  Pole.     By  GORDON  STABLES,  R.N.     5s. 

"  His  Arctic  explorers  have  the  verisimilitude  of  life.  It  is  one  of  the  books  of  the  season, 
and  one  of  the  best  Dr.  Stables  has  ever  written."— Truth. 

Westward  With  Columbus.      By  GORDON  STABLES,  R.N.     5s. 

"We  must  place  Westward  with  Columbus  among  those  books  that  all  boys  ought  to 
read. " — Spectator. 

TwiXt  School  and  College:   A  Tale  of  Self-reliance.     By  GORDON 

STABLES,  R.N.     5s. 

"  One  of  the  best  of  a  prolific  writer's  books  for  boys,  and  inculcates  in  a  way  which  recalls 
Miss  Edgeworth's  '  Frank ',  the  virtue  of  self-reliance,  though  the  local  colouring  of  the  home 
of  the  Abcrdeenshire  boy  is  a  good  deal  more  picturesque." — Athenceum. 

The  Naval  Cadet.    By  GORDON  STABLES,  R.N.     3s.  6d. 

"A  really  interesting  travellers'  tale,  with  plenty  of  fun  and  incident  in  it."— Spectator. 
"Love  and  war  and  'gun-room  fun'  combine  to  make  the  history  of  The  Naval  Cadet 
a  very  readable  book." — Literature. 


BY   HUGH    ST.   LEGER. 

An  Ocean  Outlaw:  A  Story  of  Adventure  in  the  good  ship  Margaret. 
By  HUGH  ST.  LEGER.     4s. 

"We  know  no  modern  boys'  book  in  which  there  is  more  sound,  hearty,  good-humoured 
fun,  or  of  which  the  tone  is  more  wholesome  and  bracing  than  Mr.  St.  Leger's."— National 
Observer. 

Hallowe'en  Ahoy!    or,  Lost  on  the  Crozet  Islands.      By  HUGH   ST. 
LEGER.     4s. 

"  One  of  the  best  stories  of  seafaring  life  and  adventure  which  have  appeared  this  season. 
No  boy  who  begins  it  but  will  wish  to  join  the  Britannia  long  before  he  finishes  these 
delightful  pages." — A  cademy. 

Sou'wester  and  Sword.     By  HUGH  ST.  LEGER.     4s. 

"  As  racy  a  tale  of  life  at  sea  and  war  adventure  as  we  have  met  with  for  some  time. 
Altogether  the  sort  of  book  that  boys  will  revel  in." — Athenceum. 
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BY    ROBERT    LEIGHTON. 

"Mr.  Leigh  ton  has  a  place  in  the  very  front  rank  of  writers  for  boys." — Daily  Graphic. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

The  Golden  Galleon :    A  Tale  of  the  Revenge  and  the  great  Sea-fight 
off  Flores.     By  ROBERT  LEIGHTON.     5s. 

"The  story  itself  is  a  capital  one,  but  the  chief  merit  lies  in  the  telling.  It  presents  an 
excellent  picture  of  life,  both  on  land  and  sea,  in  the  days  of  Elizabeth." — Standard. 

Olaf  the  GloriOUS:   A  Story  of  the  Viking  Age.     By  EGBERT  LEIGH- 
TON.     5s. 

"Is  as  good  as  anything  of  the  kind  we  have  met  with.  Mr.  Leighton  more  than  holds  his 
own  with  Rider  Haggard  and  Baring-Gould."— Times. 

• 

The  Wreck  of  "The  Golden  Fleece":  The  story  of  a  North 

Sea  Fisher- boy.     By  ROBERT  LEIGHTON.     5s. 

"  This  story  should  add  considerably  to  Mr.  Leighton's  high  reputation.  Excellent  in 
every  respect,  it  contains  every  variety  of  incident.  The  plot  is  very  cleverly  devised,  and 
the  types  of  the  North  Sea  sailors  are  capital."— Times. 

The    Thirsty    Sword:     A  Story  of  the  Norse  Invasion  of  Scotland 
(1262-63).     By  ROBERT  LEIGHTON.     5s. 

"  Mr.  Leighton  treats  these  vigorous  Norsemen  in  appropriate  manner,  and  we  have  plenty 
of  action,  chiefly  fighting,  all  through  the  story.  Boys  will  get  a  sound  notion  of  the  life 
led  by  the  dwellers  in  the  Western  Isles  of  Scotland  at  this  period ;  and  no  one  will  put 
down  Mr.  Leighton's  book  without  having  felt  a  breath  of  the  Viking  spirit." — Spectator. 


BY    EDGAR    PICKERING. 

A  StOUt  English  Bowman:   A  Story  of  Chivalry  in  the  Days  of 
Henry  III.     By  EDGAR  PICKERING.     3s.  Qd. 

"A  vivid  romance  of  the  times  of  Henry  III.  In  drawing  the  various  pictures  of  this  age 
of  chivalry  Mr.  Pickering  has  caught  the  true  spirit  of  the  period,  and  never  once  does  he 
forget  that  he  is  writing  the  sayings  and  doings  of  a  past  age." — Public  Opinion. 

TWO  Gallant  Rebels:   A  Story  of  the  Great  Struggle  of  La  Vendee. 

By  EDGAR  PICKERING.     3s.  6d. 

"There  is  something  very  attractive  about  Mr.  Pickering's  style.  .  .  .  Boys  will  relish 
the  relation  of  those  dreadful  and  moving  events,  which,  indeed,  will  never  lose  their  fascina 
tion  for  readers  of  all  ages. " — Spectator. 

In   PreSS-Gang1  Days.      By  EDGAR  PICKERING.     3s.  6d. 

"  It  is  of  Marryat  we  think  as  we  read  this  delightful  story;  for  it  is  not  only  a  story 
of  adventure  with  incidents  well  conceived  and  arranged,  but  the  characters  are  interesting 
and  well  distinguished."— Academy. 

Silas  Verney.      By  EDGAR  PICKERING.     3*.  6d. 

"Silas  Verney  was  kidnapped  in  the  reign  of  the  merry  monarch,  and  passes  through  the 
training  of  hard  knocks  from  friends  and  foes,  on  land  and  sea,  before  his  fates  succeed  in 
making  a  man  of  him.  It  is  pleasantly  written,  and  the  hero's  adventures  among  the  Dutch 
men  are  thoroughly  amusing." — A thenceum. 

An   Old-Time  Yarn.      By  EDGAR  PICKERING.     3s.  Qd. 

"  An  excellent  story  of  adventure.  Especially  good  is  the  description  of  Mexico  and  of  the 
dungeons  of  the  Inquisition,  while  Don  Diego"  Polo  is  a  delightful  mixture  of  bravery  and 
humour,  and  his  rescue  of  the  unfortunate  prisoners  is  told  with  great  spirit.  The  book  is. 
thoroughly  to  be  recommended."—  Quardian. 
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BY    E.  S.  BROOKS. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

Storied  Holidays:    A  Cycle  of  Bed-letter  Days.     By  E.  S.  BROOKS. 
With  12  Illustrations.     3s.  6rf. 

"  It  is  a  downright  good  book  for  a  senior  boy,  and  is  eminently  readable  from  first  to  last." 

— Schoolmaster. 

CMvalriC  Days :  Stories  of  Courtesy  and  Courage  in  the  Olden  Times. 
By  E.  S.  BROOKS.     With  20  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

"We  have  seldom  come  across  a  prettier  collection  of  tales.  These  charming  stories  of 
boys  and  girls  of  olden  days  are  no  mere  fictitious  or  imaginary  sketches,  but  are  real  and  actual 
records  of  their  sayings  and  doings."— Literary  World. 

m 

Historic     Boys:    Their   Endeavours,    their   Achievements,    and    their 
Times.     By  E.  S.  BROOKS.     With  12  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

"A  wholesome  book,  manly  in  tone;  altogether  one  that  should  incite  boys  to  further 
acquaintance  with  those  rulers  of  men  whose  careers  are  narrated.  We  advise  teachers  to 
put  it  on  their  list  of  prizes.  "—Knowledge. 


With  the  Sea   Kings:   A   Story  of  the  Days  of  Lord  Nelson.     By 
F.  H.  WINDER.     4*. 

"Just  the  liook  to  put  into  a  boy's  hands.  Every  chapter  contains  boardings,  cuttings  out, 
fighting  pirates,  escapes  of  thrilling  audacity,  and  captures  by  corsairs,  sufficient  to  turn  the 
quietest  boy's  head.  The  story  culminates  in  a  vigorous  account  of  the  battle  of  Trafalgar. 
Happy  boys !  "—Academy. 

The  Captured  Cruiser :  or,  Two  Years  from  Land.     By  C.  J.  CUT- 
CLIFFE-HYXE.     3s.  6d. 

"  The  two  lads  and  the  two  skippers  are  admirably  drawn.  Mr.  Hyne  has  now  secured 
a  position  in  the  first  rank  of  writers  of  fiction  for  boys." — Spectator. 

Fighting*  the  MatabelC:     A  Story  of  Adventure  in  Rhodesia.     By 
J.  CHALMERS.     3s.  6d. 

"Mr.  Chalmers'  spirited  and  extremely  interesting  narrative  of  personal  adventures  de 
scribes,  in  a  style  suggestive  of  romance,  episodes  in  the  Matabele  rising  in  which  he  took 
an  active  part.  The  adventures  are  of  the  most  exciting  character,  and  remarkable  escapes 
from  death  under  the  most  terrible  circumstances  are  described.  The  book  is  one  of  decided 
meri  t. " — Scotsma  n. 

Afloat  at  Last:    A  Sailor  Boy's  Log  of  his  Life  at  Sea.      By  JOHN 
C.  HUTCHESON.     3s.  6rf. 

"As  healthy  and  breezy  a  book  as  one  could  wish  to  put  into  the  hands  of  a  boy." 

—Academy. 

Dr.   Jolliffe'S   BoyS:    A  Tale  of  Weston  School.    By  LEWIS  HOUGH. 
3s.  Qd. 

"Young  people  who  appreciate  Tom  Brown's  School-dai/s  will  find  this  story  a  worthy  com 
panion  to  that  fascinating  book.  There  is  the  same  manliness  of  tone  and  healthy  morality 
as  characterized  the  masterpiece  of  Mr.  Hughes."— Newcastle  Journal. 

Grettir  the  Outlaw :  A  Story  of  Iceland.     By  S.  BARING-GOULD.     4s. 

"  Is  the  boys'  book  of  its  year.  That  is  as  much  as  to  say  that  it  will  do  for  men  grown  as 
well  as  juniors.  It  is  told  in  simple,  straightforward  English,  and  has  a  freshness,  a  freedom, 
a  sense  of  sun  and  wind  and  the  open  air,  which  make  it  irresistible."— Nationql  Observer, 
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BY   G.   NORWAY 

In  crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant.      With  illustrations  by  eminent  artists. 

A  Prisoner  Of  War:   A  Story  of  the  Time  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte. 
By  G.  NOKWAY.     3s.  6rf. 

"  More  hairbreadth  escapes  from  death  by  starvation,  by  ice,  by  fighting,  &c.,  were  never 
before  surmounted.  .  .  .  It  is  a  tine  yarn."  —  Guardian. 

A  True  Cornish  Maid.     By  G.  NORWAY.    3s.  ed. 

"There  is  some  excellent  reading.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Norway  brings  before  the  eyes  of  her  readers 
the  good  Cornish  folk,  their  speech,  their  manners,  and  their  ways.  A  True  Cornish  Maid 
deserves  to  be  popular."—  Athenaeum. 

%*  For  other  Books  by  G.  NORWAY  see  p.  23. 


A   Champion  Of  the   Faith:  A  Tale  of  Prince  Hal  and  the  Lollards. 
By  J.  M.  CALLWELL.     4s. 

'  'A  capital  specimen  of  a  historical  tale,  and  a  well-told  chapter  in  English  life  and  manners 
in  the  days  of  Henry  of  Bolingbroke  and  his  soldier-son."  —  Spectator. 

His  First  Kangaroo  :    An  Australia  Story  for  Boys.     By  ARTHUR 
FERRES.     3s.  6d. 

"  It  will  be  capital  reading  for  boys,  indeed  there  is  not  a  dull  page  in  it,  and  will  give  them 
a  fair  idea  of  some  of  the  pleasanter  aspects,  witli  the  exception  of  the  fighting,  of  life  at 
a  bush-station  about  thirty  years  ago."—  Spectator. 

The    Turkish    Automaton:     A  Tale  of  the  Time  of  Catharine  the 
Great  of  Russia.     By  SHEILA  E.  BRAIN  It     3s.  Qd. 

"The  Turkish  Automaton  creates  from  the  first  a  desire  to  look  at  the  end.  Miss  Braine 
keeps  her  local  colour,  as  regards  both  place  and  period,  well  in  mind.  The  character  draw 
ing  is  sufficiently  good,  and  the  pages,  unlike  those  of  other  books  of  the  sort,  are  not  entirely 
peopled  with  automatons.  It  certainly  deserves  to  be  the  boys'  book  of  the  year." 

—  Court  Circular. 

Gold,   Gold,   in  CaribOO:  A  Story  of  Adventure  in  British  Columbia. 
By  CLIVE  PHILLIPPS-WOLLEY.     3s.  6d. 

"We  have  seldom  read  a  more  exciting  tale.  There  is  a  capital  plot,  and  the  interest 
is  sustained  to  the  last  page."  —  Times. 

"A  story  of  adventure  in  British  Columbia  early  in  the  sixties;  nothing  can  be  more  per 
vaded  by  excitement  than  the  various  incidents  that  make  up  the  story."  —  Academy. 


BY    F.  A.   POUCHET,  M.D. 

The  Universe :  or,  The  Infinitely  Great  and  the  Infinitely  Little.  A 
Sketch  of  Contrasts  in  Creation,  and  Marvels  revealed  and  explained  by 
Natural  Science.  By  F.  A.  POUCHET,  M.D.  With  272  Engravings  on  wood, 
of  which  55  are  full-page  size,  and  4  Coloured  Illustrations.  Thirteenth 
Edition,  medium  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. ;  morocco  antique,  16s. 

"  Dr.  Pouchet's  wonderful  work  on  The  Universe,  than  which  there  is  no  book  better  calcu 
lated  to  encourage  the  study  of  nature." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  We  know  no  better  book  of  the  kind  for  a  schoolroom  library." — Bookman. 
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BLACKIE'S  THREE-SHILLING   SERIES. 


In  crown  8vo.     Beautifully  illustrated  and  handsomely  bound. 

The  Pilots  Of  Pomona :  A  Story  of  the  Orkney  Islands.    By  ROBERT 
LEIGHTON.     3s. 

"A  bright  breezy  story,  which  shows  how  manliness  and  courage  can  overcome  all  dangers 
and  difficulties.  It  deserves  a  place  among  the  best  of  new  gift-books  for  young  folk.  Mr. 
Leighton  has  a  particularly  attractive  way  of  telling  his  tale.':— Pull  Hall  Gazette. 

Highways  and  High  Seas.      By  F.  FRANKFORT  MOORE.     3s. 

"This  is  one  of  the  best  stories  Mr.  Moore  has  written,  perhaps  the  very  best.  The  exciting 
adventures  are  sure  to  attract  boys." — Spectator. 

Under  Hatches :   or,  Ned  Woodthorpe's  Adventures.     By  F.  FRANK 
FORT  MOORE.     3s. 

"The  story  as  a  story  is  one  that  will  just  suit  boys  all  the  world  over.  The  characters  are 
well  drawn  and  consistent." — Schoolmaster. 

MenhardOC:  A  Story  of  Cornish  Nets  and  Mines.     By  G.  MANVILLE 

FENN.     3s. 

"The  Cornish  fishermen  are  drawn  from  life,  and  stand  out  from  the  pages  in  their  jerseys 
and  sea-boots  all  sprinkled  with  silvery  pilchard  scales." — Spectator. 

YuSSUf  the    Guide:    or,  The  Mountain  Bandits.     By  G.  MANVILLE 

FENN.     3s. 

"Told  with  such  real  freshness  and  vigour  that  the  reader  feels  he  is  actually  one  of  the 
party,  sharing  in  the  fun  and  facing  the  dangers." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Patience  Wins :  or,  War  in  the  Works.     By  G.  MANVILLE  FENN.     3s. 

"  Mr.  Fenn  has  never  hit  upon  a  happier  plan  than  in  writing  this  story  of  Yorkshire 
factory  life.  The  whole  book  is  all  aglow  with  life."— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Mother  Carey's  Chicken      By  G.  MANVILLE  FENN.     3s. 

"  The  incidents  are  of  thrilling  interest,  while  the  characters  are  drawn  with  a  care  and 
completeness  rarely  found  in  a  boys'  book."—  Literary  World. 

Gulliver's  Travels.    With  100  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE.    3s. 

"  Mr.  Gordon  Browne  is,  to  my  thinking,  incomparably  the  most  artistic,  spirited,  and 
brilliant  of  our  illustrators  of  books  for  boys,  and  one  of  the  most  humorous  also,  as  his 
illustrations  of  'Gulliver'  amply  testify. "—Truth. 

Robinson  Crusoe.     With  100  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE.     3s. 

"One  of  the  best  issues,  if  not  absolutely  the  best,  of  Defoe's  work  which  has  ever 
appeared."— Standard. 

Perseverance  Island:  or,  The  Kobinson  Crusoe  of  the  19th  Century. 
By  DOUGLAS  FRAZAR.     With  6  page  Illustrations.     3s. 

The  Wigwam  and  the  War-path:    Stories  of  the  Bed    Indians. 

By  ASCOTT  R  HOPE.     3s. 

"Is  notably  good.  It  gives  a. very  vivid  picture  of  life  among  the  Indians,  which  will 
delight  the  heart  of  many  a  schoolboy  " — Spectator. 


BLACKIE   AND   SONS   BOOKS   FOR   YOUNG   PEOPLE. 


23 


THREE-SHILLING    SERIES— Continued. 


In  croim  8vo.     Beautifully  illustrated  and  handsomely  bound. 

The  LOSS  Of  John  Humble:   What  Led  to  It,  and  What  Came  of  It. 
By  G.  NORWAY.     3s. 

"A  very  spirited  story  of  the 
Sea  interspersed  with  pleasant 
and  lively  sketches  of  Scandi 
navian  manners.  ...  As 
good  a  story  of  the  kind  as  we 
have  ever  seen.'  — Spectator. 


Hussein 
tag-e. 


the    Hos- 

By  G.  NOR- 


"A  story  of  a  boy's  adven 
tures  in  Persia.  The  tone  of 
the  book  is  manly  and  good. 
The  portrait  of  Tom,  the  English 
orphan  boy,  in  the  Persian  tra 
velling  circus  is  excellent." 

— Academy. 

Cousin  Geoffrey  and 

I.  By  CAROLINE 
AUSTIN.  3s. 

"  Miss  Austin's  story  is  bright, 
clever,  and  well  developed." 
— Sa  turday  Re  vie  w. 

Girl  Neighbours:  or, 

The  Old  Fashion  and 
the  New.  By  SAKAH 
TYTLEK.  3s. 


"  He  again  managed  to  get  me  by  the  throat." 
Reduced  from"  FIGHTING  THK  MATABELE".    (See  page  20.) 


"One  of  the  most  effective 
and  quietly  humorous  of  Miss 
Tytler's  stories.  It  is  very  healthy,  very  agreeable,  and  very  well  written." — Spectator. 

The  Missing1  Merchantman.     By  HARRY  COLLINGWOOD.     3s. 

"  One  of  the  author's  best  sea  stories.     The  hero  is  as  heroic  as  any  boy  could  desire,  and 
the  ending  is  extremely  happy." — British  Weekly. 

The  Rover's  Secret :    A  Tale  of  the  Pirate  Cays  and  Lagoons  of  Cuba. 
By  HARRY  COLLINGWOOD.     3s. 

"  In  sea  stories  this  talented  author  excels,  and  this  is  one  of  his  best.     It  is  full  of  won 
derful  adventure  told  in  a  style  which  holds  the  reader  spell-bound."— Practical  Teacher. 

The    Congo    Rovers:    A  Story  of  the  Slave  Squadron.     By  HARRY 

COLLINGWOOD.     3s. 

"  No  better  sea  story  has  lately  been  written  than  the  Congo  Rovers.    It  is  as  original  as 
any  boy  could  desire.  "—Morning  Post. 
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BOOKS   WITH   MANY   PICTURES. 


The  Reign  of  the  Princess  Naska.     By  AMELIA  HUTCHISON 

STIRLING,  M.A.     With  over  50  Illustrations. 

"Plums  have  been  lavishly  provided  in  The  Reign  of  the  Princess  Naska.  The  book  is  full 
of  them  and  will  be  pleasant  reading  for  young  and  old.  It  is  original,  too,  and  not  a  mere 
imitation  of  some  good  book  which  has  preceded  it.  We  can  thoroughly  recommend  this 
little  book."- — Athenaeum. 

Things  Will  take  a  Turn.       By  BEATRICE   HARRADEN.     With  44 
Illustrations  by  JOHN  H.  BACON. 

"  Perhaps  the  most  brilliant  is  Things  Will  Take  a  Turn.  .  .  .  It  is  a  delightful  blending 
of  comedy  and  tragedy,  with  an  excellent  plot." — Tim-es. 

The  Whispering"  Winds,  and  the  Tales  that  they  Told.     By  MARY 
H.  DEBENHAM.     With  25  Illustrations  by  PAUL  HARDY. 

Laugh     and     Learn:      The   Easiest  Book   of   Nursery   Lessons   and 

Nursery  Games.     By  JENNETT  HUMPHREYS.     Profusely  Illustrated. 
'•One  of  the  best  books  of  the  kind  imaginable,  full  of  practical  teaching  in  word  and 
picture,  and  helping  the  little  ones  pleasantly  along  a  right  royal  road  to  learning."— Graphic. 


BLACKIE'S    HALF-CROWN    SERIES. 


In  crown  8vo.     Beautifully  illustrated  and  handsomely  bound. 
The  Lady  ISObel:   A  Story  for  Girls.     By  ELIZA  F.  POLLARD. 

"Miss  Pollard  has  done  justice  to  one  of  the  most  charming  and  lovable  heroines  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  and  young  people  will  follow  Isobel's  adventures  with  interest  from 
the  morning  she  starts  alone  to  minister  to  Mr.  Lindsay  (Bailie  of  Jerviswoode)  in  the  Tol- 
booth  to  her  happy  marriage  to  Mr.  Lindsay's  son,  when  the  troubles  are  over."—  Guardian. 

A  Dreadful  Mistake.     By  GERALDINE  MOCKLER. 

"The  story  is  a  capital  one,  with  plenty  of  movement  and  an  exciting  finish.  It  describes 
the  adventures  of  four  children  making  a  long  stay  with  an  aunt  on  the  Devonshire  coast 
and  is  full  of  incidents  connected  with  sea-side  life  " — Educational  Times. 

The  Bonded  Three.     By  BESSIE  MARCHANT. 

"The  story  of  the  Coolie  rebellion,  and  of  the  adventures  of  the  trimurti,  is  full  of  interest 
and  excitement  and  has  a  happy  ending."— Athetueum. 

A  Daughter  Of  Erin.     By  VIOLET  G.  FINNY. 

"Extremely  well  written;  the  characters  are  cleverly  drawn  and  the  individual  interest 
sustained  to  the  end.  It  is  a  book  we  can  thoroughly  recommend,  not  only  to  girls,  but 
to  all  who  like  a  well-written  healthy-toned  story." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

Nell'S    SchOOl-dayS.     By  H.  F.  GETHEN. 

"A  simple  and  natural  picture  o£  young  life,  and  inculcates  in  an  unostentatious  way 
lessons  of  though tfulness  and  kindness."— Spectator. 

The  Luck  Of  the  EardleyS.      By  SHEILA  E.  BRAINE. 

"One  of  the  cleverest  books  we  have  read  for  a  long  time.  The  authoress  combines  wit, 
humour,  and  pathos  in  a  delightful  manner,  and  understands  how  to  portray  character,  for 
all  her  men,  women,  boys  and  girls  glow  with  life  and  colour." — Record. 
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HALF-CROWN    SERIES-Continued. 


In  crown  8vo.     Beautifully  illustrated  and  handsomely  bound. 
A  Girl's  Kingdom.      By  M.  CORBET-SEYMOUR. 

"The  story  is  bright,  well  told,  and  thoroughly  healthy  and  good." — Church  Bells. 

The  Search  for  the  Talisman:    A  Story  of  Labrador.     By  HENRY 
FRITH. 

"  We  pity  the  boy  who  cannot 
read  every  page  of  this  capital 
story." — School  Guardian. 

My  Friend  Kathleen. 

By  JENNIE  CHAPPELL. 

Under   the    Black 

Eagle.        By    AN 
DREW  MILLIARD. 

"The  rapid  movement  of  the 
story,  and  the  strange  scenes 
through  which  it  passes,  give  it 
a  full  interest  of  surprise  and 
adventure." — Scotsman. 

A  Golden  Age.    By 

ISMAY  THORN. 

"  Ought   to   have   a  place  of 
honour  on  the  nursery  shelf." 
— Athenaeum. 

Hal  Hungerford.  By 

J.   R.   HUTCHINSON,  B.A. 

"  Altogether,  Ual  Hungerford 
is  a  distinct  literary  success." 
— Spectator. 

The    Secret    of   the 
Old  House.     By 

E.  EVERETT-GREEN. 

"Tim,  the  little  Jacobite,  is  a    " Esther ras  sitting at  Oona'8 feet  gaziug into  the  heart  of  the  fire'" 
charming  creation."— Academy.      Reduced  from  "THE  HANDSOME  BRANDONS".    (See  page  16.) 

Picked   Up   at   Sea:     or,  The  Gold  Miners  of  Minturne  Creek.      By 
JOHN  C.  HUTCHESON. 

Marooned  On  Australia.     By  ERNEST  FAVENC. 

"A  remarkably  interesting  and  well-written  story  of  travel  and  adventure  in  the  Great 
Southern  Land." — School  Guardian. 

The  Secret  of  the  Australian  Desert.    By  ERNEST  FAVENC. 

"  We  recommend  the  book  most  heartily ;  it  is  certain  to  please  boys  and  girls,  and  even 
some  grown-ups." — Guardian. 
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HALF-CROWN    SERIES-Continued. 


In  croion  8vo.     Beautifully  illustrated  and  handsomely  bound. 

Reefer  and    Rifleman :    A  Tale  of  the  Two  Services.     By  Lieut.-Col. 

PERCY-GROVES. 

A  Musical   Genius.      By  the  Author  of  the  "  Two  Dorothys  ". 

"  Tt  is  brightly  written,  well  illustrated,  and  daintily  bound,  and  can  be  strongly  recom 
mended  as  a  really  good  prize-book." — Teachers'  Aid. 

For   the    Sake    Of  a    Friend:     A  Story  of  School  Life.     By  MAR 
GARET  PARKKH. 
"An  excellent  school-girls'  story." — Athenatum. 

White  Lilac:   or,  The  Queen  of  the  May.     By  AMY  WALTON. 
"Every  rural  parish  ought  to  add  White  Lilac  to  its  library."— Academy. 

Little   Lady  Clare.      By  EVELYN  EVERETT-GREEN. 
"Reminds  us  in  its  quaintness  of  Mrs.  Swing's  delightful  tales."—  Literary  World. 

The   Eversley   Secrets.      By  EVELYN  EVERETT-GREEN. 

"  Roy  Eversley  is  a  very  touching  picture  of  high  principle." — Guardian. 

Miriam's  Ambition.      By  EVELYN  EVERETT-GREEN. 

"Miss  Green's  children  are  real  British  boys  and. girls." — Liverpool  Mercury. 

The  Brig1   "AudaciOUS".     By  ALAN  COLE. 
"  Fresh  and  wholesome  as  a  breath  of  sea  air." — Court  Journal. 

Jasper's  Conquest.      By  ELIZABETH  J.  LYSAGHT. 
"A  decidedly  interesting  and  instructive  story." — Academy. 

The  Hermit  Hunter  of  the  Wilds.    By  G.  STABLES,  R.N. 

"  A  thorough  boys'  hook.     Tom  Tnlisker  has  his  share  of  adventure  both  by  flood  and  field, 
and  success  in  the  end  marks  the  honest  accomplishment  of  good  aims."—  Schoohnaster. 

Sturdy  and  Strong".     By  G.  A.  HENTY. 

"A  hero  who  stands  as  a  good  instance  of  chivalry  in  domestic  life." — Empire. 

Gutta-Percha  Willie.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD. 

"  Get  it  for  your  boys  and  girls  to  read  for  themselves." — Practical  Teacher. 

The  War  Of  the  Axe :  or,  Adventures  in  South  Africa.    By  J.  PERCY- 

GROVKS. 
"The  story  is  well  and  brilliantly  told."— Literary  World. 

Ten   Boys.      By  JANE  ANDREWS.     With  20  Illustrations. 
"The  idea  is  a  very  happy  one,  and  admirably  carried  out." — Practical  Teacher. 

A  Waif  Of  the  Sea:  or,  The  Lost  Found.     By  KATE  WOOD. 

"  Written  with  tenderness  and  grace." — Homing  Advertiser. 
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HALF-CROWN    SERIES— Continued. 


In  crown  8vo.     Beautifully  illustrated  and  handsomely  bound. 

Winnie's  Secret.    By  KATE  WOOD. 

"  One  of  the  best  story-books  we  have  read."— Schoolmaster. 
Miss  WillOWburn'S  Offer.      By  SARAH  DOUDNEY. 

"Patience  \Villowburn  is  one  of  Miss  Doudney's  best  creations." — Spectator. 

Hammond's   Hard  Lines.      By  SKELTON  KUFPORD. 

Dulcie  King:  A  Story 

for  Girls.  By  M. 
CORBET- SEYMOUR. 

NiCOla :  The  Career  of 
a  Girl  Musician.     By 

M.  CORBET-SEYMOUR. 

Hugh  Herbert's  In 
heritance.      By 

CAROLINE  AUSTIN. 

Jack  o'  Lanthorn: 

A  Tale  of  Adventure. 
By  HENRY  FRITH. 

A  Rough  Road:  or, 

How  the  Boy  Made  a 
Man  of  Himself.  By 
Mrs.  G.  L.  BANKS. 

The  Two  Dorothys. 

By  Mrs.  HERBERT 
MARTIN. 

My    Mistress    the 
Queen.   By  M.  A. 

PAULL. 

A  Cruise  in  Cloud- 
land.     By  HENRY 

FRITH. 

A  Garland  for  Girls.     By  LOUISA  M.  ALCOTT. 

"  These  little  tales  are  the  beau  ideal  of  girls'  stories."—  Christian  World. 

Hetty  Gray,  or,  Nobody's  Bairn.     By  EOSA  MULHOLLAND. 
"Hetty  is  a  delightful  creature— piquant,  tender,  and  true."—  World. 

Brothers  in  Arms.      By  F.  BAYFORD  HARRISON. 

"Sure  to  prove  interesting  to  youug  people  of  both  sexes."— Guardian. 


.  J 


"  Stay  thine  anger  but  for  a  moment,  'Wisdom  of  Sages." 
Reduced  from  " THE  BONDED  THREE".    (See  page  24.) 
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HALF-CROWN    SERIES— Continued. 


In  crown  8vo.     Beautifully  illustrated  and  handsomely  bound. 
StimSOn'S  Reef:  A  Tale  of  Adventure.     By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE-HYNE. 

Miss  Fenwick's  Failures.    By  ESM£  STUART. 

"A  girl  true  to  real  life,  who  will  put  no  nonsense  into  young  heads."— Graphic 

Gytha'S  Message.      By  EMMA  LESLIE. 
"  This  is  the  sort  of  book  that  all  girls  like."— Journal  of  Education. 

A  Little  Handful.      By  HARRIET  J.  SCRIPPS. 

"He  is  a  real  type  of  a  boy."— Schoolmaster. 

Marian  and  Dorothy.     By  ANNIE  E.  ARMSTRONG 
Gladys  Anstruther.     By  LOUISA  THOMPSON. 

The  Stories  of  Wasa  and  Menzikoff. 
Stories  of  the  Sea  in  Former  Days. 
Tales  of  Captivity  and  Exile. 
Famous  Discoveries  by  Sea  and  Land. 
Stirring-  Events  of  History. 
Adventures  in  Field,  Flood,  and  Forest. 


BLACKIE'S   TWO-SHILLING    SERIES. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.     Illustrated. 

An    Unappreciative   Aunt :    A  Story  of  Brother  and  Sister.      By 
JANE  H.  SPETTIGUE. 

The  Eagle's  Nest.     By  S.  E.  CARTWRIGHT. 
Her  Friend  and  Mine.      By  FLORENCE  COOMBE. 

Chips  and  Chops,  and  Other  Stories.    By  E.  NEISH    With 

16  Illustrations. 
Tommy  the  Adventurous.     By  S.  E.  CARTWRIGHT. 

Some  Other  Children.    By  H.  F.  GETHEN 

That  Merry  Crew.      By  FLORENCE  COOMBE. 

Sir  Wilfrid's  Grandson.     By  GERALDINE  MOCKLER. 

Sydney's    ChumS:     A  Story  of  East  and  West  London.      By  H.  F. 
GETHEN. 

Daddy  Samuels'  Darling.     By  the  Author  of  "The  Two  Dorothys". 
May,   Guy,   and  Jim.     By  ELLINOR  DAVENPORT  ADAMS. 
A  Girl  in  Spring-time.     By  Mrs.  MANSERGH. 


BLACKIE   AND    SON'S   BOOKS   FOR  YOUNG   PEOPLE.  29 


TWO-SHILLING    SERIES— Continued. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.     Illustrated. 

In  the  Days  Of  Drake.      Being  the  Adventures  of  Humphrey  Sal- 
keld.     By  J.  S.  FLETCHER. 

Wilful  Joyce.      By  W.  L.  EOOPER. 

Proud  MiSS  Sydney.      By  GERALDINE  MOCKLER. 

Queen  Of  the  Daffodils.     By  LESLIE  LAING. 

The  Girleen»     By  EDITH  JOHNSTONS. 

The  Organist's  Baby.      By  KATHLEEN  KNOX. 

School  Days  in  France.    By  AN  OLD  GIRL. 

The  Ravensworth  Scholarship.     By  Mrs.  HENRY  CLARKE. 

Sir  Walter's  Ward :  A  Tale  of  the  Crusades,    By  WILLIAM  EVERARD. 

Raff's  Ranche :  A  Story  of  Adventure  among  Cow-boys  and  Indians. 
By  F.  M.  HOLMES. 

The  Joyous  Story  Of  TotO.     By  LAURA  E.  EICHARDS. 
Our  Dolly :    Her  Words  and  Ways.     By  Mrs.  E.  H.  EEAD. 
Fairy  Fancy :    What  she  Heard  and  Saw.  By  Mrs.  EEAD. 
New  Light  through  Old  WindOWS.     By  GREGSON  Gow. 
Little  Tottie,  and  Two  Other  Stories.     By  THOMAS  ARCHER. 
Naughty  MiSS  Bunny.     By  CLARA  MULHOLLAND. 

Adventures  of  Mrs.  Wishing-to-be.    By  ALICE  CORKRAN. 

An   Unexpected  Hero.      By  ELIZABETH  J.  LYSAGHT. 
The  Bushranger's  Secret.     By  Mrs.  HENRY  CLARKE,  M.A. 
The  White  Squall.      By  JOHN  C.  HUTCHESON. 

The  Lonely  Pyramid.    By  J.  H.  YOXALL. 
Nutbrown  Roger  and  I.    By  J.  H.  YOXALL. 

Bab :  or,  The  Triumph  of  Unselfishness.     By  ISMAY  THORN. 
Brave  and  True,  and  other  Stories.      By  GREGSON  Gow. 
The  Light  Princess.      By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD. 
Sam  Silvan's  Sacrifice.     By  JESSE  COLMAN. 

Insect    Ways    On    Summer    Days  in  Garden,  Forest,  Field,  and 
Stream.     By  JENNETT  HUMPHREYS.     With  70  Illustrations. 

Susan.     By  AMY  WALTON. 

A  Pair  Of  ClOgS.      By  AMY  WALTON, 
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TWO-SHILLING   SERIES— Continued. 


In  crown  8vo,  doth  extra.     Illustrated. 
The  Hawthorns.     By  AMY  WALTON. 
Dorothy's  Dilemma.      By  CAROLINE  AUSTIN. 
Marie's  Home.      By  CAROLINE  AUSTIN. 

A  Warrior  King-.    By  j.  EVELYN. 

Aboard  the   "Atalanta".      By  HENRY  FRITH. 

The  Wreck  of  the  "Nancy  Bell".    By  JOHN  c.  HUTCHESON. 

The  Penang  Pirate.      By  JOHN  C.  HUTCHESON. 

Teddy:  The  Story  of  a  "Little  Pickle".     By  JOHN  C.  HUTCHESON. 

A  Rash  Promise.      By  CECILIA  SELBY  LOWNDES. 

Linda  and  the  Boys.      By  CECILIA  SELBY  LOWNDES. 

SwiSS   Stories   for   Children.      From  the  German  of  MADAM  JO 
HANNA  SPYRI.     By  LUCY  WHKKLOCK. 

The  Squire's  Grandson.     By  j.  M.  CALLWELL. 

Magna  Charta  Stories.      Edited  by  ARTHUR  OILMAN,  A.M. 

The    WingS    Of   Courag-e;     AND  THE  CLOUD-SPINNER.     Translated 
from  the  French  of  GEOUGE  SAND,  by  Mrs.  CORKRAN. 

Chirp  and  Chatter:  or,  LESSONS  FROM  FIELD  AND  TREE     By  ALICE 
BANKS.     With  54  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE. 

Four  Little  MiSChiefS.      By  EOSA  MULHOLLAND  (Lady  Gilbert). 


Mrs.  PITMAN'S   POPULAR   STORIES. 

Florence  Godfrey's  Faith :   A  Story  of  Australian  Life.     By  Mrs. 

E.  R.  PITMAN.     Illustrated  by  PAUL  HARDY.     2s. 

"The  story  is  full  of  adventure  and  heroic  struggles,  and  ought  to  stimulate  courage  and 
Christian  activity." — Christian  Commonwealth. 

Life's    Daily    Ministry:    A    Story  of  Everyday  Service  for  Others. 

By  Mrs.  E.  R.  PITMAN.     Illustrated  by  G.  DEMAIN  HAMMONP,  R.I.     2s. 
"The  story  is  full  of  pathos,  touching  incident,  and  enchanting  interest.  "—Christian  Union. 

My     Governess     Life:     or,    Earning    my   Living.      By   Mrs.    E.    E. 

PITMAN.     Illustrated  by  A.  PEARSE.     2s. 

"A  very  graphic  story.     The  hook  is  well  worth  reading,  and  the  deep  religious  tone  that 
pervades  it  will  bn  a  further  recommendation."—  Educational  Times. 

Garnered     Sheaves:    A   Tale   for   Boys.      By   Mrs.   E.   E.    PITMAN. 

Illustrated  by  PAUL  HARDY.     2s. 

"  Nothing  could   he  better  told  than  its  incidents  and  adventure,  and  its  sound  moral 
teaching  is  beyond  all  praise."— Christian  Globe, 
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LIBRARY    OF    FAMOUS    BOOKS 

FOR    BOYS    AND    GIRLS. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.     Price  Is.  each.     Illustrated. 


Alcott's  Little  Women. 
Anson's  Voyage  Round  the  World. 
Austen's  Northanger  Abbey. 
Autobiographies  of  Boyhood. 
Basket  of  Flowers. 
Byron's  Wreck  of  the  "  Wager  ". 
Coolidge's  What  Katy  Did. 
Coolidge's  What  Katy  Did  at  School. 
Cooper's  Deerslayer. 
Cooper's  Pathfinder. 
Cummins'  Lamplighter. 
Dampier's  Life  and  Voyages. 
Dana's  Two  Years  Before  the  Mast. 
Edgeworth's  Good  Governess. 
Edgeworth's  Moral  Tales. 
Edward's  (M.  B.)  Life  of  a  Galley-Slave. 
Franklin's  (Benjamin)  Autobiography. 
Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 
Gore's  (Mrs  )  The  Snowstorm. 
Hall's  Log-book  of  a  Midshipman. 
Lamb's  Tales  from  Shakspeare. 


Lives  of  Drake  and  Cavendish. 
Maeaulay's  Essays  on  English  History. 
Marryat's  Children  of  the  New  Forest. 
Marryat's  Masterman  Ready. 
Marryat's  Poor  Jack. 
Marryat's  Settlers  in  Canada. 
Martineau's  Feats  on  the  Fiord 
Mitford's  Our  Village. 
Parry's  Third  Voyage. 
Plutarch's  Lives  of  Greek  Heroes. 
Poe's  Tales  of  Romance  and  Fantasy. 
Reid's  (Mayne)  Rifle  Rangers. 
Scott's  (M.)  Cruise  of  the  Midge. 
Scott's  (M.)  Tom  Cringle's  Log. 
Scott's  Downfall  of  Napoleon. 
Scott's  Talisman. 
Sinclair's  Holiday  House. 
Southey's  Life  of  Nelson. 
Spectator,  The.    Selections  from. 
Waterton's  Wanderings. 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 


BLACKIE'S   EIGHTEENPENNY   SERIES. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.      With  Illustrations. 


Admiralty  House.    By  EDITH  KING  HALL. 

The  Mystery  of  Kittie-boy.    By  JENNIE 
CHAPPELL. 

Doris's  High  School  Days.    By  CLARICE 
MARCH. 

The  Mystery  of  the  Manor  House.    By 

Mrs.  H.  CLARKE. 

Holidays  at  Sandy  Bay.    By  E.  S.  BUCH- 

HEIM. 

Best  of  Intentions.  By  GERALMNE  MOCK- 

LER. 

An  Africander  Trio.    By  JANE  H.  SPETTI- 
GUE. 

A  Chum  Worth  Having.    By  FLORENCE 

COOMBE. 

Penelope  and  the  Others.  By  AMY  WAL 
TON. 

The  "Saucy  May".    By  HENRY  FRITH. 


The  Little  Girl  from  Next  Door.     By 
GERALDINE  MOCKLER. 

Uncle  Jem's  Stella.    By  Mrs.  MARTIN. 
The  Ball  of  Fortune.    By  C.  PEARSE. 
The  Family  Failing.    By  D.  DALE. 
Warner's  Chase.    By  ANNIE  S.  SWAN. 
Climbing  the  Hill.    By  ANNIE  S.  SWAN. 
Into  the  Haven.    By  ANNIE  S.  SWAN. 
Down  and  Up  Again.    By  GREGSON  Gow. 

Madge's    Mistake.      By  ANNIE  E.  ARM 
STRONG. 

The  Troubles  and  Triumphs  of  Little 
Tim.    By  GREGSON  Gow. 

The  Happy  Lad.    By  B.  BJORNSON. 
A  Box  of  Stories.    By  H  HAPPYMAN. 
The  Patriot  Martyr,  and  other  Narratives 
of  Female  Heroism. 

Olive  and  Robin.    By  Mrs.  MARTIN 
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EIGHTEENPENNY    SERIES— Continued. 


In  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant.      With  Illustrations. 


Mona's  Trust.    By  P.  LESLIE. 
Little  Jimmy :  A  Story  of  Adventure.    By 
Rev.  D.  RICE-JONES,  M.A. 


Pleasures  and  Pranks. 

PEARSON. 


By  ISABELLA 
Miss  Grantley's  Girls    By  THOS.  AKCHER. 


"Vivian  finds  that  he  has  been  'sent  to  Coventry' 
Reduced  from"  A  CHUM  WORTH  HAVING". 

Mischief  and  Merry-making.     By  ISA 
BELLA  PEAIWON. 
Phil  and  his  Father.    By  ISMAY  THORN. 


In  a  Stranger's  Garden.   By  CONSTANCE 

CUMING. 


Tom  Finch's  Monkey. 

SON. 


By  J.  C.  HUTCHE- 


The  Pedlar  and  his  Dog. 

ROWSELL. 


By  MARY  C. 
By  F.  BAYFORD 


Littlebourne  Lock. 

HARRISON. 

Wild  Meg  and  Wee  Dickie.  By  MARY 

E.  ROPES. 
Grannie.    By  ELIZABETH  J.  LYSAGHT. 

The  Seed  She  Sowed.  By  EMMA 
LESLIE. 

Unlucky:  A  Fragment  of  a  Girl's  Life. 
By  CAROLINE  AUSTIN. 

Everybody's  Business.  By  ISMAY 
THORN. 

Tales  of  Daring  and  Danger.  By 
G.  A.  HENTY. 

The  Seven  Golden  Keys.  By  JAMES 
E.  ARNOLD. 

The  Story  of  a  Queen.  By  MARY  C. 
ROWSELL. 

Edwy :  or,  Was  he  a  Coward?  By  ANN 
ETTE  LYSTER. 

The  Battlefield  Treasure.  By  F. 
BAYFORD  HARRISON. 

Joan's  Adventures  at  the  North 
Pole.  By  ALICE  CORKRAN. 

Filled  with  Gold.    By  J.  PERRETT. 
Our  General.    By  E.  J.  LYSAQHT. 
Aunt   Kesba's   Charge.     By  ELIZA 
BETH  J.  LYSAGHT. 

By  Order  of  Queen  Maude.  By  LOUISA 
CROW. 

The  Late  Miss  Hollingford.  By  ROSA 
MULHOLLAND  (Lady  Gilbert). 

Our  Frank.    By  AMY  WALTON. 

A  Terrible  Coward.  By  G.  MANVILLE 

FBNN. 
Yarns  on   the   Beach.      By  G.   A. 

HENTY. 

A  Soldier's  Son.   By  ANNETTE  LYSTER. 

Town  Mice  in  the  Country.     By  M.  E. 

FRANCIS. 
Prim's  Story.    By  L.  E.  TIDDEMAN. 


*  * 


Also  a  large  selection  of  'Rewards  at  Is.',  9d.,  6d.,  3d.,  2d.,  and  Id. 
A  complete  list  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application. 


LONDON: 
BLACKIE  &  SON,    LIMITED,    50  OLD   BAILEY,  E.G. 

UNIV.  OF  CALIF.  LIBRARY,  LOS  ANGELES 


UNIV.  OF  CALIF.  LIBRARY,  LOS  ANGELES 


